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INTRODUCTION   TO   IVANHOE. 


Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  traversed  the  cart, 
And  often  took  leave— but  seem'd  loath  to  depart ! 1 

Prior. 


The  Author  of  the  Waverley  Novels  had  hitherto  proceeded  in  an 
unabated  course  of  popularity,  and  might,  in  his  peculiar  district  of 
literature,  have  been  termed  L '? Enfant  Gdte  of  success.  It  was  plain,  how- 
ever, that  frequent  publication  must  finally  wear  out  the  public  favour, 
unless  some  mode  could  be  devised,  to  give  an  appearance  of  novelty  to 
subsequent  productions.  Scottish  manners,  Scottish  dialect,  and  Scottish 
characters  of  note  being  those  with  which  the  author  was  most  intimately 
and  familiarly  acquainted,  were  the  groundwork  upon  which  he  had  hitherto 
relied  for  giving  effect  to  his  narrative.  It  was,  however,  obvious,  that  this 
kind  of  interest  must  in  the  end  occasion  a  degree  of  sameness  and  repeti- 
tion, if  exclusively  resorted  to,  and  that  the  reader  was  likely  at  length  to 
adopt  the  language  of  Edwin,  in  Parnell's  Tale  : — 

'  'Reverse  the  spell,'  he  cries, 


'  And  let  it  fairly  now  suffice. 

The  gambol  has  been  shown.'" 

Nothing  can  be  more  dangerous  for  the  fame  of  a  professor  of  the  fine 
arts  than  to  permit  (if  he  can  possibly  prevent  it)  the  character  of  a  man- 
nerist to  be  attached  to  him,  or  that  he  should  be  supposed  capable  of 
success  only  in  a  particular  and  limited  style.  The  public  are,  in  general, 
very  ready  to  adopt  the  opinion,  that  he  who  has  pleased  them  in  one  pecu- 
liar mode  of  composition,  is,  by  means  of  that  very  talent,  rendered  inca- 
pable of  venturing  upon  other  subjects.  The  effect  of  this  disinclination,  on 
the  part  of  the  public,  towards  the  artificers  of  their  pleasures,  when  they 
attempt  to  enlarge  their  means  of  amusing,  may  be  seen  in  the  censures 
usually  passed  by  vulgar  criticism  upon  actors  or  artists  who  venture  to 
change  the  character  of  their  efforts,  that,  in  so  doing,  they  may  enlarge 
the  scale  of  their  art. 

There  is  some  justice  in  this  opinion,  as  there  always  is  in  such  as  attain 
general  currency.  It  may  often  happen  on  the  stage,  that  an  actor,  by 
possessing  in  a  pre-eminent  degree  the  external  qualities  necessary  to  give 
effect  to  comedy,  may  be  deprived  of  the  right  to  aspire  to  tragic  excellence ; 
and  in  painting  or  literary  composition,  an  artist  or  poet  may  be  master 
exclusively  of  modes  of  thought,  and  powers  of  expression,  which'  confine 
him  to  a  single  course  of  subjects.     But  much  more  frequently  the  same 

1  The  motto  alludes  to  the  Author  returning  to  the  stage  repeatedly  after  having 
taken  leave. 
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capacity  which  carries  a  man  to  popularity  in  one  department  will  obtain 
for  him  success  in  another,  and  that  must  be  more  particularly  the  case  in 
literary  composition,  than  either  in  acting  or  painting,  because  the  ad- 
venturer in  that  department  is  not  impeded  in  his  exertions  by  any  pecu- 
liarity of  features,  or  conformation  of  person,  proper  for  particular  parts,  or, 
by  any  peculiar  mechanical  habits  of  using  the  pencil,  limited  to  a  parti- 
cular class  of  subjects. 

Whether  this  reasoning  be  correct  or  otherwise,  the  present  author  felt, 
that,  in  confining  himself  to  subjects  purely  Scottish,  he  was  not  only  likely 
to  weary  out  the  indulgence  of  his  readers,  but  also  greatly  to  limit  his  own 
power  of  affording  them  pleasure.  In  a  highly  polished  country,  where  so 
much  genius  is  monthly  employed  in  catering  for  public  amusement,  a  fresh 
topic,  such  as  he  had  himself  had  the  happiness  to  light  upon,  is  the  un- 
tasted  spring  of  the  desert ; — 

"  Men  bless  their  stars  and  call  it  luxury." 

But  when  men  and  horses,  cattle,  camels,  and  dromedaries,  have  poached 
the  spring  into  mud,  it  becomes  loathsome  to  those  who  at  first  drank  of  it 
with  rapture  ;  and  he  who  had  the  merit  of  discovering  it,  if  he  would  pre- 
serve his  reputation  with  the  tribe,  must  display  his  talents  by  a  fresh  dis- 
covery of  untasted  fountains. 

If  the  author,  who  finds  himself  limited  to  a  particular  class  of  subjects, 
endeavours  to  sustain  his  reputation  by  striving  to  add  a  novelty  of  attrac- 
tion to  themes  of  the  same  character  which  have  been  formerly  successful 
under  his  management,  there  are  manifest  reasons  why,  after  a  certain 
point,  he  is  likely  to  fail.  If  the  mine  be  not  wrought  out,  the  strength  and 
capacity  of  the  miner  become  necessarily  exhausted.  If  he  closely  imitates 
the  narratives  which  he  has  before  rendered  successful,  he  is  doomed  to 
"  wonder  that  they  please  no  more."  If  he  struggles  to  take  a  different 
view  of  the  same  class  of  subjects,  he  speedily  discovers  that  what  is  obvious, 
graceful,  and  natural,  has  been  exhausted  ;  and,  in  order  to  obtain  the  in- 
dispensable charm  of  novelty,  he  is  forced  upon  caricature,  and,  to  avoid 
being  trite,  must  become  extravagant. 

It  is  not,  perhaps,  necessary  to  enumerate  so  many  reasons  why  the 
author  of  the  Scottish  Novels,  as  they  were  then  exclusively  termed,  should 
be  desirous  to  make  an  experiment  on  a  subject  purely  English.  It  was 
his  purpose  at  the  same  time,  to  have  rendered  the  experiment  as  complete 
as  possible,  by  bringing  the  intended  work  before  the  public  as  the  effort  of 
a  new  candidate  for  their  favour,  in  order  that  no  degree  of  prejudice, 
whether  favourable  or  the  reverse,  might  attach  to  it,  as  a  new  production 
of  the  Author  of  Waverley ;  but  this  intention  was  afterwards  departed  from, 
for  reasons  to  be  hereafter  mentioned. 

The  period  of  the  narrative  adopted  was  the  reign  of  Richard  I.,  not  only 
as  abounding  with  characters  whose  very  names  were  sure  to  attract  general 
attention,  but  as  affording  a  striking  contrast  betwixt  the  Saxons,  by  whom 
the  soil  was  cultivated,  and  the  Normans,  who  still  reigned  in  it  as  con- 
querors, reluctant  to  mix  with  the  vanquished,  or  acknowledge  themselves 
of  the  same  stock.  The  idea  of  this  contrast  was  taken  from  the  ingenious 
and  unfortunate  Logan's  tragedy  of  Runnamede,  in  which,  about  the  same 
period  of  history,  the  author  had  seen  the  Saxon  and  Norman  barons 
opposed  to  each  other  on  different  sides  of  the  stage.  He  does  not  recol- 
lect that  there  was  any  attempt  to  contrast  the  two  races  in  their  habits 
and  sentiments  ;  and  indeed  it  was  obvious,  that  history  was  violated  by 
introducing  the  Saxons  still  existing  as  a  high-minded  and  martial  race  of 
nobles. 

They  did,  however,  survive  as  a  people,  and  some  of  the  ancient  Saxon 
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families  possessed  wealth  and  power,  although  they  were  exceptions  to  tho 
humble  condition  of  the  race  in  general.  It  seemed  to  the  author,  that  the 
existence  of  the  two  races  in  the  same  country,  the  vanquished  distinguished 
by  their  plain,  homely,  blunt  manners,  and  the  free  spirit  infused  by  their 
ancient  institutions  and  laws  ;  the  victors  by  the  high  spirit  of  military 
fame,  personal  adventure,  and  whatever  could  distinguish  them  as  the 
Flower  of  Chivalry,  might,  intermixed  with  other  characters  belonging  to 
the  same  time  and  country,  interest  the  reader  by  the  contrast,  if  the 
author  should  not  fail  on  his  part. 

Scotland,  however,  had  been  of  late  used  so  exclusively  as  the  scene  of 
what  is  called  Historical  Bomance,  that  the  preliminary  letter  of  Mr 
Laurence  Templeton  became  in  some  measure  necessary.  To  this,  as  to  an 
Introduction,  the  reader  is  referred,  as  expressing  the  author's  purpose  and 
opinions  in  undertaking  this  species  of  composition,  under  the  necessary 
reservation,  that  he  is  far  from  thinking  he  has  attained  the  point  at  which 
he  aimed. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  add,  that  there  was  no  idea  or  wish  to  pass  off 
the  supposed  Mr  Templeton  as  a  real  person.  But  a  kind  of  continuation  of 
the  Tales  of  my  Landlord  had  been  recently  attempted  by  a  stranger, 
and  it  was  supposed  this  Dedicatory  Epistle  might  pass  for  some  imitation 
of  the  same  kind,  and  thus  putting  inquirers  upon  a  false  scent,  induce 
them  to  believe  they  had  before  them  the  work  of  some  new  candidate  for 
their  favour. 

After  a  considerable  part  of  the  work  had  been  finished  and  printed,  the 
Publishers,  who  pretended  to  discern  in  it  a  germ  of  popularity,  remon- 
strated strenuously  against  its  appearing  as  an  absolutely  anonymous  pro- 
duction, and  contended  that  it  should  have  the  advantage  of  being  an- 
nounced as  by  the  Author  of  Waverley.  The  author  did  not  make  any 
obstinate  opposition,  for  he  began  to  be  of  opinion  with  Dr  Wheeler,  in  Miss 
Edgeworth's  excellent  tale  of  "  Manoeuvring,"  that  "  Trick  upon  Trick" 
might  be  too  much  for  the  patience  of  an  indulgent  public,  and  might  be 
reasonably  considered  as  trifling  with  their  favour. 

The  book,  therefore,  appeared  as  an  avowed  continuation  of  the  Waverley 
Novels  ;  and  it  would  be  ungrateful  not  to  acknowledge,  that  it  met  with 
the  same  favourable  reception  as  its  predecessors. 

Such  annotations  as  may  be  useful  to  assist  the  reader  in  comprehending 
the  characters  of  the  Jew,  the  Templar,  the  Captain  of  the  mercenaries,  or 
Free  Companions,  as  they  were  called,  and  others  proper  to  the  period,  are 
added,  but  with  a  sparing  hand,  since  sufficient  information  on  these  sub- 
jects is  to  be  found  in  general  history. 

An  incident  in  the  tale  which  had  the  good  fortune  to  find  favour  in  the 
eyes  of  many  readers,  is  more  directly  borrowed  from  the  stores  of  old 
romance.  I  mean  the  meeting  of  the  King  with  Friar  Tuck  at  the  cell  of 
that  buxom  hermit.  The  general  tone  of  the  story  belongs  to  all  ranks  and 
all  countries,  which  emulate  each  other  in  describing  the  rambles  of  a  dis- 
guised sovereign,  who,  going  in  search  of  information  or  amusement,  into 
the  lower  ranks  of  life,  meets  with  adventures  diverting  to  the  reader  or 
hearer,  from  the  contrast  betwixt  the  monarch's  outward  appearance,  and 
his  real  character.  The  Eastern  tale-teller  has  for  his  theme  the  disguised 
expeditions  of  Haroun  Alraschid  with  his  faithful  attendants,  Mesrour  and 
Giafar,  through  the  midnight  streets  of  Bagdad  ;  and  Scottish  tradition 
dwells  upon  the  similar  exploits  of  James  V.,  distinguished  during  such 
excursions  by  the  travelling-name  of  the  Goodman  of  Ballengeigh,  as  the 
Commander  of  the  Faithful,  when  he  desired  to  be  incognito,  was  known  by 
that  of  II  Bondocani.  The  French  minstrels  are  not  silent  on  so  popular  a 
theme.     There  must  have  been  a  Norman  original  of  the  Scottish  metrical 
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romance  of  Rauf  Colziar,  in  which  Charlemagne  is  introduced  as  the  un- 
known guest  of  a  charcoalman.1  It  seems  to  have  been  the  original  of 
other  poems  of  the  kind. 

In  merry  England  there  is  no  end  of  popular  ballads  on  this  theme.  The 
poem  of  John  the  Reeve,  or  Steward,  mentioned  by  Bishop  Percy,  in  the 
Reliques  of  English  Poetry,2  is  said  to  have  turned  on  such  an  incident ; 
and  we  have  besides,  the  King  and  the  Tanner  of  Tamworth,  the  King 
and  the  Miller  of  Mansfield,  and  others  on  the  same  topic.  But  the  pecu- 
liar tale  of  this  nature  to  which  the  author  of  Ivanhoe  has  to  acknowledge 
an  obligation,  is  more  ancient  by  two  centuries  than  any  of  these  last 
mentioned. 

It  was  first  communicated  to  the  public  in  that  curious  record  of  ancient 
literature,  which  has  been  accumulated  by  the  combined  exertions  of  Sir 
Egerton  Brydges  and  Mr  Hazlewood,  in  the  periodical  work  entitled  the 
British  Bibliographer.  From  thence  it  has  been  transferred  by  the 
Reverend  Charles  Henry  Hartshorne,  M.  A.,  editor  of  a  very  curious  volume, 
entitled  "Ancient  Metrical  Tales,  printed  chiefly  from  original  sources, 
1829."  Mr  Hartshorne  gives  no  other  authority  for  the  present  fragment, 
except  the  article  in  the  Bibliographer,  where  it  is  entitled  the  Kyng  and 
the  Hermite.  A  short  abstract  of  its  contents  will  show  its  similarity  to 
the  meeting  of  King  Richard  and  Friar  Tuck. 

King  Edward  (we  are  not  told  which  among  the  monarch s  of  that  name, 
but,  from  his  temper  and  habits,  we  may  suppose  Edward  IV.)  sets  fortli 
with  his  court  to  a  gallant  hunting-match  in  Sherwood  Forest,  in  which,  as 
is  not  unusual  for  princes  in  romance,  he  falls  in  with  a  deer  of  extraordi- 
nary size  and  swiftness,  and  pursues  it  closely,  till  he  has  outstripped  his 
whole  retinue,  tired  out  hounds  and  horse,  and  finds  himself  alone  under 
the  gloom  of  an  extensive  forest,  upon  which  night  is  descending.  Under 
the  apprehensions  natural  to  a  situation  so  uncomfortable,  the  king  recol- 
lects that  he  has  heard  how  poor  men,  when  apprehensive  of  a  bad  night's 
lodging,  pray  to  Saint  Julian,  who,  in  the  Romish  calendar,  stands  Quarter- 
Master  -  General  to  all  forlorn  travellers  that  render  him  due  homage. 
Edward  puts  up  his  orisons  accordingly,  and  by  the  guidance,  doubtless,  of 
the  good  Saint,  reaches  a  small  path,  conducting  him  to  a  chapel  in  the 
forest,  having  a  hermit's  cell  in  its  close  vicinity.  The  King  hears  the 
reverend  man,  with  a  companion  of  his  solitude,  telling  his  beads  within, 
and  meekly  requests  of  him  quarters  for  the  night.  "  I  have  no  accommo- 
dation for  such  a  lord  as  ye  be,"  said  the  Hermit.  "  I  live  here  in  the 
wilderness  upon  roots  and  rinds,  and  may  not  receive  into  my  dwelling 
even  the  poorest  wretch  that  lives,  unless  it  were  to  save  his  life."  The 
King  inquires  the  way  to  the  next  town,  and,  understanding  it  is  by  a  road 
which  he  cannot  find  without  difficulty,  even  if  he  had  daylight  to  befriend 
him,  he  declares,  that  with  or  without  the  Hermit's  consent,  he  was  deter- 
mined to  be  his  guest  that  night.  He  is  admitted  accordingly,  not  without 
a  hint  from  the  Recluse,  that  were  he  himself  out  of  his  priestly  weeds,  he 
would  care  little  for  his  threats  of  using  violence,  and  that  he  gives  way  to 
him  not  out  of  intimidation,  but  simply  to  avoid  scandal. 

The  King  is  admitted  into  the  cell — two  bundles  of  straw  are  shaken 
down  for  his  accommodation,  and  he  comforts  himself  that  he  is  now  under 
shelter,  and  that 

"  A  night  will  soon  be  gone." 


1  This  very  curious  poem,  long  a  desideratum  in  Scottish  literature,  and  given  up 
as  irrecoverably  lost,  was  lately  brought  to  light  by  the  researches  of  Dr  Irvine  of 
the  Advocates'  Library,  and  has  been  reprinted  by  Mr  David  Laing,  Edinburgh. 

2  Vol.  ii.  p.  167. 
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Other  wants,  however,  arise.  The  guest  becomes  clamorous  for  supper, 
observing, 

"  For  certainly,  as  I  you  say, 
I  ne  had  never  so  sorry  a  day, 
That  I  ne  had  a  merry  night." 

But  this  indication  of  his  taste  for  good  cheer,  joined  to  the  annunciation 
of  his  being  a  follower  of  the  Court,  who  had  lost  himself  at  the  great 
hunting-match,  cannot  induce  the  niggard  Hermit  to  produce  better  fare 
than  bread  and  cheese,  for  which  his  guest  showed  little  appetite  ;  and 
"  thin  drink,"  which  was  even  less  acceptable.  At  length  the  King  presses 
his  host  on  a  point  to  which  he  had  more  than  once  alluded,  without 
obtaining  a  satisfactory  reply  : 

<4  Then  said  the  King,  'by  Godys  grace, 
Thou  wert  in  a  merry  place, 

To  shoot  should  thou  lere ; 
When  the  foresters  go  to  rest, 
Sometyme  thou  might  have  of  the  best, 

All  of  the  wild  deer; 
I  wold  hold  it  for  no  scathe, 
Though  thou  badst  bow  and  arrows  baitb, 

Althoff  thou  best  a  Frere.' " 

The  Hermit,  in  return,  expresses  his  apprehension  that  his  guest  means 
to  drag  him  into  some  confession  of  offence  against  the  forest  laws,  which, 
being  betrayed  to  the  King,  might  cost  him  his  life.  Edward  answers  by 
fresh  assurances  of  secrecy,  and  again  urges  on  him  the  necessity  of  pro- 
curing some  venison.  The  Hermit  replies,  by  once  more  insisting  on  the 
duties  incumbent  upon  him  as  a  churchman,  and  continues  to  affirm  him- 
self free  from  all  such  breaches  of  order  : — 

"  Many  day  I  have  here  been, 
And  flesh-meat  I  eat  never, 

But  milk  of  the  kye  ; 
Warm  thee  well,  and  go  to  sleep, 
And  I  will  lap  thee  with  my  cope, 

Softly  to  lye."' 

It  would  seem  that  the  manuscript  is  here  imperfect,  for  we  do  not  find 
the  reasons  which  finally  induced  the  curtal  Friar  to  amend  the  King's 
cheer.  But  acknowledging  his  guest  to  be  such  a  "  good  fellow "  as  has 
seldom  graced  his  board,  the  holy  man  at  length  produces  the  best  his  cell 
affords.  Two  candles  are  placed  on  a  table,  white  bread  and  baked  pasties 
are  displayed  by  the  light,  besides  choice  of  venison,  both  salt  and  fresh, 
from  which  they  select  collops.  "  I  might  have  eaten  my  bread  dry,"  said 
the  King,  "  had  I  not  pressed  thee  on  the  score  of  archery,  but  now  have  I 
dined  like  a  prince — if  we  had  but  drink  enow." 

This  too  is  afforded  by  the  hospitable  anchorite,  who  despatches  an  assist- 
ant to  fetch  a  pot  of  four  gallons  from  a  secret  corner  near  his  bed,  and  the 
whole  three  set  in  to  serious  drinking.  This  amusement  is  superintended 
by  the  Friar,  according  to  the  recurrence  of  certain  fustian  words,  to  be 
repeated  by  every  compotator  in  turn  before  he  drank — a  species  of  High 
Jinks,  as  it  were,  by  which  they  regulated  their  potations,  as  toasts  were 
given  in  latter  times.  The  one  toper  says  fusty  bandias,  to  which  the  other 
is  obliged  to  reply,  strike  pantnere,  and  the  Friar  passes  many  jests  on  the 
King's  want  of  memory,  who  sometimes  forgets  the  words  of  action.  The 
night  is  spent  in  this  jolly  pastime.  Before  his  departure  in  the  morning, 
the  King  invites  his  reverend  host  to  Court,  promises,  at  least,  to  requite 
his  hospitality,  and  expresses  himself  much  pleased  with  his  entertainment. 
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The  jolly  Hermit  at  length  agrees  to  venture  thither,  and  to  inquire  for 
Jack  Fletcher,  which  is  the  name  assumed  by  the  King.  After  the  Hermit 
has  shown  Edward  some  feats  of  archery,  the  joyous  pair  separate.  The 
King  rides  home,  and  rejoins  his  retinue.  As  the  romance  is  imperfect,  we 
are  not  acquainted  how  the  discovery  takes  place  ;  but  it  is  probably  much 
in  the  same  manner  as  in  other  narratives  turning  on  the  same  subject, 
where  the  host,  apprehensive  of  death  for  having  trespassed  on  the  respect 
due  to  his  Sovereign,  while  incognito,  is  agreeably  surprised  by  receiving 
honours  and  reward. 

In  Mr  Hartshorne's  collection,  there  is  a  romance  on  the  same  founda- 
tion, called  King  Edward  and  the  Shepherd,1  which,  considered  as  illus- 
trating manners,  is  still  more  curious  than  the  King  and  the  Hermit  ;  but 
it  is  foreign  to  the  present  purpose.  The  reader  has  here  the  original 
legend  from  which  the  incident  in  the  romance  is  derived  ;  and  the  identi- 
fying the  irregular  Eremite  with  the  Friar  Tuck  of  Robin  Hood's  story,  was 
an  obvious  expedient. 

The  name  of  Ivanhoe  was  suggested  by  an  old  rhyme.  All  novelists  have 
had  occasion  at  some  time  or  other  to  wish  with  Falstaff,  that  they  knew 
where  a  commodity  of  good  names  was  to  be  had.  On  such  an  occasion  the 
author  chanced  to  call  to  memory  a  rhyme  recording  three  names  of  the 
manors  forfeited  by  the  ancestor  of  the  celebrated  Hampden,  for  striking 
the  Black  Prince  a  blow  with  his  racket,  when  they  quarrelled  at  tennis  ;— 

"  Tring,  Wing,  and  Ivanhoe, 
For  striking  of  a  blow, 
Hampden  did  forego, 
And  glad  he  could  escape  so." 

The  word  suited  the  author's  purpose  in  two  material  respects, — for,  first, 
it  had  an  ancient  English  sound  ;  and,  secondly,  it  conveyed  no  indication 
whatever  of  the  nature  of  the  story.  He  presumes  to  hold  this  last  quality 
to  be  of  no  small  importance.  What  is  called  a  taking  title,  serves  the 
direct  interest  of  the  bookseller  or  publisher,  who  by  this  means  sometimes 
sells  an  edition  while  it  is  yet  passing  the  press.  But  if  the  author  permits 
an  over  degree  of  attention  to  be  drawn  to  his  work  ere  it  has  appeared, 
he  places  himself  in  the  embarrassing  condition  of  having  excited  a  degree 
of  expectation  which,  if  he  proves  unable  to  satisfy,  is  an  error  fatal  to 
his  literary  reputation.  Besides,  when  we  meet  such  a  title  as  the  Gun- 
powder Plot,  or  any  other  connected  with  general  history,  each  reader, 
before  he  has  seen  the  book,  has  formed  to  himself  some  particular  idea  of 
the  sort  of  manner  in  which  the  story  is  to  be  conducted,  and  the  nature  of 
the  amusement  which  he  is  to  derive  from  it.  In  this  he  is  probably  dis- 
appointed, and  in  that  case  may  be  naturally  disposed  to  visit  upon  the 
author  or  the  work,  the  unpleasant  feelings  thus  excited.  In  such  a  case 
the  literary  adventurer  is  censured,  not  for  having  missed  the  mark  at 
which  he  himself  aimed,  but  for  not  having  shot  off  his  shaft  in  a  direction 
he  never  thought  of. 

On  the  footing  of  unreserved  communication  which  the  Author  has 
established  with  the  reader,  he  may  here  add  the  trifling  circumstance, 
that  a  roll  of  Norman  warriors,  occurring  in  the  Auchinleck  Manuscript, 
gave  him  the  formidable  name  of  Front-de-Bceuf. 

Ivanhoe  was  highly  successful  upon  its  appearance,  and  may  be  said  to 

1  Like  the  Hermit,  the  Shepherd  makes  havoc  amongst  the  King's  game  ;  but 
by  means  of  a  sling,  not  of  a  bow ;  like  the  Hermit,  too,  he  has  his  peculiar 
phrases  of  compotation,  the  sign  and  countersign  being  Passelodion  and  Bera- 
friend.  One  can  scarce  conceive  what  humour  our  ancestors  found  in  this  species 
of  gibberish;  but 

"  I  warrant  it  proved  an  excuse  for  the  glass." 
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liave  procured  for  its  author  the  freedom  of  the  Rules,  since  he  has  ever 
since  been  permitted  to  exercise  his  powers  of  fictitious  composition  in 
England,  as  well  as  Scotland. 

The  character  of  the  fair  Jewess  found  so  much  favour  in  the  eyes  of 
some  fair  readers,  that  the  writer  was  censured,  because,  when  arranging 
the  fates  of  the  characters  of  the  drama,  he  had  not  assigned  the  hand  of 
Wilfred  to  Eebecca,  rather  than  the  less  interesting  Rowena.  But,  not  to 
mention  that  the  prejudices  of  the  age  rendered  such  an  union  almost  im- 
possible, the  author  may,  in  passing,  observe,  that  he  thinks  a  character  of 
a  highly  virtuous  and  lofty  stamp,  is  degraded  rather  than  exalted  by  an 
attempt  to  reward  virtue  with  temporal  prosperity.  Such  is  not  the  re- 
compense which  Providence  has  deemed  worthy  of  suffering  merit,  and  it 
is  a  dangerous  and  fatal  doctrine  to  teach  young  persons,  the  most  common 
readers  of  romance,  that  rectitude  of  conduct  and  of  principle  are  either 
naturally  allied  with,  or  adequately  rewarded  by,  the  gratification  of  our 
passions,  or  attainment  of  our  wishes.  In  a  word,  if  a  virtuous  and  self- 
denied  character  is  dismissed  with  temporal  wealth,  greatness,  rank,  or  the 
indulgence  of  such  a  rashty-formed  or  ill-assorted  passion  as  that  of  Rebecca 
for  Ivanhoe,  the  reader  will  be  apt  to  say,  verily  Virtue  has  had  its  reward. 
But  a  glance  on  the  great  picture  of  life  will  show,  that  the  duties  of  self- 
denial,  and  the  sacrifice  of  passion  to  principle,  are  seldom  thus  remune- 
rated ;  and  that  the  internal  consciousness  of  their  high-minded  discharge 
of  duty,  produces  on  their  own  reflections  a  more  adequate  recompense,  in 
the  form  of  that  peace  which  the  world  cannot  give  or  take  away. 

Abbotsford,  1st  September  1830. 
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TO 

THE    REV.     DR    DRYASDUST,     F.A.  S. 

Residing  in  the  Castle- Gate,  York. 


Much  esteemed  and  dear  Sir, 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  mention  the  various  and  concurring  reasons 
which  induce  me  to  place  your  name  at  the  head  of  the  following  work. 
Yet  the  chief  of  these  reasons  may  perhaps  be  refuted  by  the  imperfections 
of  the  performance.  Could  I  have  hoped  to  render  it  worthy  of  your 
patronage,  the  public  would  at  once  have  seen  the  propriety  of  inscribing  a 
work  designed  to  illustrate  the  domestic  antiquities  of  England,  and  parti- 
cularly of  our  Saxon  forefathers,  to  the  learned  author  of  the  Essays  upon 
the  Horn  of  King  Ulphus,  and  on  the  Lands  bestowed  by  him  upon  the 
patrimony  of  St  Peter.     I  am  conscious,  however,  that  the  slight,  unsatis- 
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factory,  and  trivial  manner  in  which  the  result  of  my  antiquarian  researches 
has  been  recorded  in  the  following  pages,  takes  the  work  from  under  that 
class  which  bears  the  proud  motto,  Detur  digniori.  On  the  contrary,  I 
fear  I  shall  incur  the  censure  of  presumption  in  placing  the  venerable  name 
of  Dr  Jonas  Dryasdust  at  the  head  of  a  publication,  which  the  more  grave 
antiquary  will  perhaps  class  with  the  idle  novels  and  romances  of  the  day. 
I  am  anxious  to  vindicate  myself  from  such  a  charge  ;  for  although  I  might 
trust  to  your  friendship  for  an  apology  in  your  eyes,  yet  I  would  not  will- 
ingly stand  convicted  in  those  of  the  public  of  so  grave  a  crime,  as  my  fears 
lead  me  to  anticipate  my  being  charged  with. 

I  must  therefore  remind  you,  that  when  we  first  talked  over  together  that 
class  of  productions,  in  one  of  which  the  private  and  family  affairs  of  your 
learned  northern  friend,  Mr  Oldbuck  of  Monkbarns,  were  so  unjustifiably 
exposed  to  the  public,  some  discussion  occurred  between  us  concerning  the 
cause  of  the  popularity  these  works  have  attained  in  this  idle  age,  which, 
whatever  other  merit  they  possess,  must  be  admitted  to  be  hastily  written, 
and  in  violation  of  every  rule  assigned  to  the  epopeia.  It  seemed  then  to 
be  your  opinion,  that  the  charm  lay  entirely  in  the  art  with  which  the 
unknown  author  had  availed  himself,  like  a  second  M'Pherson,  of  the 
antiquarian  stores  which  lay  scattered  around  him,  supplying  his  own  in- 
dolence or  poverty  of  invention,  by  the  incidents  which  had  actually  taken 
place  in  his  country  at  no  distant  period,  by  introducing  real  characters, 
and  scarcely  suppressing  real  names.  It  was  not  above  sixty  or  seventy 
years,  you  observed,  since  the  whole  north  of  Scotland  was  under  a  state  of 
government  nearly  as  simple  and  as  patriarchal  as  those  of  our  good  allies 
the  Mohawks  and  Iroquois.  Admitting  that  the  author  cannot  himself  be 
supposed  to  have  witnessed  those  times,  he  must  have  lived,  you  observed, 
among  persons  who  had  acted  and  suffered  in  them  ;  and  even  within  these 
thirty  years,  such  an  infinite  change  has  taken  place  in  the  manners  of 
Scotland,  that  men  look  back  upon  the  habits  of  society  proper  to  their 
immediate  ancestors,  as  we  do  on  those  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  or  even 
the  period  of  the  Revolution.  Having  thus  materials  of  every  kind  lying 
strewed  around  him,  there  was  little,  you  observed,  to  embarrass  the  author, 
but  the  difficulty  of  choice.  It  was  no  wonder,  therefore,  that,  having 
begun  to  work  a  mine  so  plentiful,  he  should  have  derived  from  his  works 
fully  more  credit  and  profit  than  the  facility  of  his  labours  merited. 

Admitting  (as  I  could  not  deny)  the  general  truth  of  these  conclusions,  I 
cannot  but  think  it  strange  that  no  attempt  has  been  made  to  excite  an 
interest  for  the  traditions  and  manners  of  Old  England,  similar  to  that 
which  has  been  obtained  in  behalf  of  those  of  our  poorer  and  less  celebrated 
neighbours.  The  Kendal  green,  though  its  date  is  more  ancient,  ought 
surely  to  be  as  dear  to  our  feelings,  as  the  variegated  tartans  of  the  north. 
The  name  of  Robin  Hood,  if  duly  conjured  with,  should  raise  a  spirit  as  soon 
as  that  of  Rob  Roy  ;  and  the  patriots  of  England  deserve  no  less  their 
renown  in  our  modern  circles,  than  the  Bruces  and  Wallaces  of  Caledonia. 
If  the  scenery  of  the  south  be  less  romantic  and  sublime  than  that  of  the 
northern  mountains,  it  must  be  allowed  to  possess  in  the  same  proportion 
superior  softness  and  beauty ;  and  upon  the  whole,  we  feel  ourselves  entitled 
to  exclaim  with  the  patriotic  Syrian — "  Are  not  Pharpar  and  Abana,  rivers 
of  Damascus,  better  than  all  the  rivers  of  Israel  ?" 

Your  objections  to  such  an  attempt,  my  dear  Doctor,  were,  you  may  re- 
member, two-fold.  You  insisted  upon  the  advantages  which  the  Scotsman 
possessed,  from  the  very  recent  existence  of  that  state  of  society  in  which 
his  scene  was  to  be  laid.  Many  now  alive,  you  remarked,  well  remembered 
persons,  who  had  not  only  seen  the  celebrated  Roy  M'Gregor,  but  had 
feasted  and  even  fought  with  him.    All  those  minute  circumstances  be- 
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longing  to  private  life  and  domestic  character,  all  that  gives  verisimilitude 
to  a  narrative,  and  individuality  to  the  persons  introduced,  is  still  known 
and  remembered  in  Scotland  ;  whereas  in  England,  civilisation  has  been  so 
long  complete,  that  our  ideas  of  our  ancestors  are  only  to  be  gleaned  from 
musty  records  and  chronicles,  the  authors  of  which  seem  perversely  to  have 
conspired  to  suppress  in  their  narratives  all  interesting  details,  in  order  to 
find  room  for  flowers  of  monkish  eloquence,  or  trite  reflections  upon  morals. 
To  match  an  English  and  a  Scottish  author  in  the  rival  task  of  embodying 
and  reviving  the  traditions  of  their  respective  countries,  would  be,  you 
alleged,  in  the  highest  degree  unequal  and  unjust.  The  Scottish  magician, 
you  said,  was,  like  Lucan's  witch,  at  liberty  to  walk  over  the  recent  field  of 
battle,  and  to  select  for  the  subject  of  resuscitation  by  his  sorceries,  a  body 
whose  limbs  had  recently  quivered  with  existence,  and  whose  throat  had 
but  just  uttered  the  last  note  of  agony.  Such  a  subject  even  the  powerful 
Erictho  was  compelled  to  select,  as  alone  capable  of  being  reanimated  even 
by  her  potent  magic — 

gelidas  leto  serutata  medullas, 

Pulmonis  rigidi  stantes  sine  vulnere  fibras 
Inveuit,  et  vocem  dcfuncto  in  corpore  quserit. 

The  English  author,  on  the  other  hand,  without  supposing  him  less  of  a 
conjuror  than  the  Northern  Warlock,  can,  you  observed,  only  have  the 
liberty  of  selecting  his  subject  amidst  the  dust  of  antiquity,  where  nothing 
was  to  be  found  but  dry,  sapless,  mouldering,  and  disjointed  bones,  such 
as  those  which  filled  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat.  You  expressed,  besides, 
your  apprehension,  that  the  unpatriotic  prejudices  of  my  countrymen  would 
not  allow  fair  play  to  such  a  work  as  that  of  which  I  endeavoured  to  de- 
monstrate the  probable  success.  And  this,  you  said,  was  not  entirely  owing 
to  the  more  general  prejudice  in  favour  of  that  which  is  foreign,  but  that  it 
rested  partly  upon  improbabilities,  arising  out  of  the  circumstances  in 
which  the  English  reader  is  placed.  If  you  describe  to  him  a  set  of  wild 
manners,  and  a  state  of  primitive  society  existing  in  the  Highlands  of 
Scotland,  he  is  much  disposed  to  acquiesce  in  the  truth  of  what  is  asserted. 
And  reason  good.  If  he  be  of  the  ordinary  class  of  readers,  he  has  either 
never  seen  those  remote  districts  at  all,  or  he  has  wandered  through  those 
desolate  regions  in  the  course  of  a  summer  tour,  eating  bad  dinners,  sleeping 
on  truckle  beds,  stalking  from  de.solation  to  desolation,  and  fully  prepared 
to  believe  the  strangest  things  that  could  be  told  him  of  a  people,  wild  and 
extravagant  enough  to  be  attached  to  scenery  so  extraordinary.  But  the 
same  worthy  person,  when  placed  in  his  own  snug  parlour,  and  surrounded 
by  all  the  comforts  of  an  Englishman's  fireside,  is  not  half  so  much  disposed 
to  believe  that  his  own  ancestors  led  a  very  different  life  from  himself ;  that 
the  shattered  tower,  which  now  forms  a  vista  from  his  window,  once  held 
a  baron  who  would  have  hung  him  up  at  his  own  door  without  any  form  of 
trial  ;  that  the  hinds  by  whom  his  little  pet-farm  is  managed,  a  few 
centuries  ago  would  have  been  his  slaves  ;  and  that  the  complete  influence 
of  feudal  tyranny  once  extended  over  the  neighbouring  village,  where  the 
attorney  is  now  a  man  of  more  importance  than  the  lord  of  the  manor. 

While  I  own  the  force  of  these  objections,  I  must  confess,  at  the  same 
time,  that  they  do  not  appear  to  me  to  be  altogether  insurmountable.  The 
scantiness  of  materials  is  indeed  a  formidable  difficulty  ;  but  no  one  knows 
better  than  Dr  Dryasdust,  that  to  those  deeply  read  in  antiquity,  hints 
concerning  the  private  life  of  our  ancestors  lie  scattered  through  the  pages 
of  our  various  historians,  bearing,  indeed,  a  slender  proportion  to  the  other 
matters  of  which  they  treat,  but  still,  when  collected  together,  sufficient  to 
throw  considerable  light  upon  the  vie  privee  of  our  forefathers  ;  indeed,  I 
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am  convinced,  that  however  I  myself  may  fail  in  the  ensuing  attempt,  yet, 
with  more  labour  in  collecting,  or  more  skill  in  using,  the  materials  within 
his  reach,  illustrated  as  they  have  been  by  the  labours  of  Dr  Henry,  of  the 
late  Mr  Strutt,  and,  above  all,  of  Mr  Sharon  Turner,  an  abler  hand  would 
have  been  successful ;  and  therefore  I  protest,  beforehand,  against  any 
argument  which  may  be  founded  on  the  failure  of  the  present  experiment. 

On  the  other  hand,  I  have  already  said,  that  if  anything  like  a  true 
picture  of  old  English  manners  could  be  drawn,  I  would  trust  to  the 
good-nature  and  good  sense  of  my  countrymen  for  insuring  its  favourable 
reception. 

Having  thus  replied,  to  the  best  of  my  power,  to  the  first  class  of  your 
objections,  or  at  least  having  shown  my  resolution  to  overleap  the  barriers 
which  your  prudence  has  raised,  I  will  be  brief  in  noticing  that  which  is 
more  peculiar  to  myself.  It  seemed  to  be  your  opinion,  that  the  very  office 
of  an  antiquary,  employed  in  grave,  and,  as  the  vulgar  will  sometimes 
allege,  in  toilsome  and  minute  research,  must  be  considered  as  incapacitat- 
ing him  from  successfully  compounding  a  tale  of  this  sort.  But  permit  me 
to  say,  my  dear  Doctor,  that  this  objection  is  rather  formal  than  substan- 
tial. It  is  true  that  such  slight  compositions  might  not  suit  the  severer 
genius  of  our  friend  Mr  Oldbuck.  Yet  Horace  Walpole  wrote  a  goblin  tale 
which  has  thrilled  through  many  a  bosom  ;  and  George  Ellis  could  transfer 
all  the  playful  fascination  of  a  humour,  as  delightful  as  it  was  uncommon, 
into  his  Abridgment  of  the  Ancient  Metrical  Romances.  So  that,  however 
I  may  have  occasion  to  rue  my  present  audacity,  I  have  at  least  the  most 
respectable  precedents  in  my  favour. 

Still  the  severer  antiquary  may  think,  that,  by  thus  intermingling  fiction 
with  truth,  I  am  polluting  the  well  of  history  with  modern  inventions,  and 
impressing  upon  the  rising  generation  false  ideas  of  the  age  which  I  describe. 
I  cannot  but  in  some  sense  admit  the  force  of  this  reasoning,  which  I  yet 
hope  to  traverse  by  the  following  considerations. 

It  is  true  that  I  neither  can,  nor  do  pretend,  to  the  observation  of  com- 
plete accuracy,  even  in  matters  of  outward  costume,  much  less  in  the  more 
important  points  of  language  and  manners.  But  the  same  motive  which 
prevents  my  writing  the  dialogue  of  the  piece  in  Anglo-Saxon  or  in  Norman- 
French,  and  which  prohibits  my  sending  forth  to  the  public  this  essay 
printed  with  the  types  of  Caxton  or  Wynken  de  Worde,  prevents  my 
attempting  to  confine  myself  within  the  limits  of  the  period  in  which  my 
story  is  laid.  It  is  necessary,  for  exciting  interest  of  any  kind,  that  the 
subject  assumed  should  be,  as  it  were,  translated  into  the  manners,  as  well 
as  the  language,  of  the  age  we  live  in.  No  fascination  has  ever  been 
attached  to  Oriental  literature,  equal  to  that  produced  by  Mr  Galland's  first 
translation  of  the  Arabian  Tales  ;  in  which,  retaining  on  the  one  hand  the 
splendour  of  Eastern  costume,  and  on  the  other  the  wildness  of  Eastern 
fiction,  he  mixed  these  with  just  so  much  ordinary  feeling  and  expression, 
as  rendered  them  interesting  and  intelligible,  while  he  abridged  the  long- 
winded  narratives,  curtailed  the  monotonous  reflections,  and  rejected  the 
endless  repetitions  of  the  Arabian  original.  The  tales,  therefore,  though 
less  purely  Oriental  than  in  their  first  concoction,  were  eminently  better 
fitted  for  the  European  market,  and  obtained  an  unrivalled  degree  of  public 
favour,  which  they  certainly  would  never  have  gained  had  not  the  manners 
and  style  been  in  some  degree  familiarised  to  the  feelings  and  habits  of  the 
Western  reader. 

In  point  of  justice,  therefore,  to  the  multitudes  who  will,  I  trust,  devour 
this  book  with  avidity,  I  have  so  far  explained  our  ancient  manners  in 
modern  language,  and  so  far  detailed  the  characters  and  sentiments  of  my 
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persons,  that  the  modern  reader  will  not  find  himself,  I  should  hope,  much 
trammelled  by  the  repulsive  dryness  of  mere  antiquity.  In  this,  I  respect- 
fully contend,  I  have  in  no  respect  exceeded  the  fair  licence  due  to  the 
author  of  a  fictitious  composition.  The  late  ingenious  Mr  Strutt,  in  his 
romance  of  Queen-Hoo-Hall,1  acted  upon  another  principle  ;  and  in  dis- 
tinguishing between  what  was  ancient  and  modern,  forgot,  as  it  appears  to 
me,  that  extensive  neutral  ground,  the  large  proportion,  that  is,  of  manners 
and  sentiments  which  are  common  to  us  and  to  our  ancestors,  having  been 
handed  down  unaltered  from  them  to  us,  or  which,  arising  out  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  our  common  nature,  must  have  existed  alike  in  either  state 
of  society.  In  this  manner  a  man  of  talent,  and  of  great  antiquarian  eru- 
dition, limited  the  popularity  of  his  work,  by  excluding  from  it  everything 
which  was  not  sufficiently  obsolete  to  be  altogether  forgotten  and  unintelli- 
gible. 

The  licence  which  I  would  here  vindicate,  is  so  necessary  to  the  execu- 
tion of  my  plan,  that  I  will  crave  your  patience  while  I  illustrate  my  argu- 
ment a  little  farther. 

He  who  first  opens  Chaucer,  or  any  other  ancient  poet,  is  so  much 
struck  with  the  obsolete  spelling,  multiplied  consonants,  and  antiquated 
appearance  of  the  language,  that  he  is  apt  to  lay  the  work  down  in  despair, 
as  encrusted  too  deep  with  the  rust  of  antiquity,  to  permit  his  judging  of 
its  merits  or  tasting  its  beauties.  But  if  some  intelligent  and  accomplished 
friend  points  out  to  him,  that  the  difficulties  by  which  he  is  startled  are 
more  in  appearance  than  reality,  if,  by  reading  aloud  to  him,  or  by  reducing 
the  ordinary  words  to  the  modern  orthography,  he  satisfies  his  proselyte 
that  only  about  one-tenth  part  of  the  words  employed  are  in  fact  obsolete, 
the  novice  may  be  easily  persuaded  to  approach  the  "  well  of  English  unde- 
nted," with  the  certainty  that  a  slender  degree  of  patience  will  enable  him 
to  enjoy  both  the  humour  and  the  pathos  with  which  Old  Geoffrey  delighted 
the  age  of  Cressy  and  of  Poictiers. 

To  pursue  this  a  little  farther.  If  our  neophyte,  strong  in  the  new-born 
love  of  antiquity,  were  to  undertake  to  imitate  what  he  had  learnt  to 
admire,  it  must  be  allowed  he  would  act  very  injudiciously,  if  he  were  to 
select  from  the  Glossary  the  obsolete  words  which  it  contains,  and  employ 
those  exclusive  of  all  phrases  and  vocables  retained  in  modern  days.  This 
was  the  error  of  the  unfortunate  Chatterton.  In  order  to  give  his  language 
the  appearance  of  antiquity,  he  rejected  every  word  that  was  modern,  and 
produced  a  dialect  entirely  different  from  any  that  had  ever  been  spoken  in 
Great  Britain.  He  who  would  imitate  an  ancient  language  with  success, 
must  attend  rather  to  its  grammatical  character,  turn  of  expression,  and 
mode  of  arrangement,  than  labour  to  collect  extraordinary  and  antiquated 
terms,  which,  as  I  have  already  averred,  do  not  in  ancient  authors  approach 
the  number  of  words  still  in  use,  though  perhaps  somewhat  altered  in  sense 
and  spelling,  in  the  proportion  of  one  to  ten. 

What  I  have  applied  to  language,  is  still  more  justly  applicable  to  senti- 
ments and  manners.  The  passions,  the  sources  from  which  these  must 
spring  in  all  their  modifications,  are  generally  the  same  in  all  ranks  and 
conditions,  all  countries  and  ages  ;  and  it  follows,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
that  the  opinions,  habits  of  thinking,  and  actions,  however  influenced  by 
the  peculiar  state  of  society,  must  still,  upon  the  whole,  bear  a  strong 
resemblance  to  each  other.  Our  ancestors  were  not  more  distinct  from 
us,  surely,  than  Jews  are  from  Christians  ;  they  had  "  eyes,  hands,  organs, 
dimensions,  senses,  affections,  passions  ;"  were  "fed  with  the  same  food, 
hurt  with  the  same  weapons,  subject  to  the  same  diseases,  warmed  and 

1  The  author  had  revised  this  posthumous  work  of  Mr  Strutt. 
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cooled  by  the  same  winter  and  summer,"  as  ourselves.  The  tenor,  there- 
fore, of  their  affections  and  feelings,  must  have  borne  the  same  general  pro- 
portion to  our  own. 

It  follows,  therefore,  that  of  the  materials  which  an  author  has  to  use  in 
a  romance,  or  fictitious  composition,  such  as  I  have  ventured  to  attempt, 
he  will  find  that  a  great  proportion,  both  of  language  and  manners,  is  as 
proper  to  the  present  time  as  to  those  in  which  he  has  laid  his  time  of 
action.  The  freedom  of  choice  which  this  allows  him,  is  therefore  much 
greater,  and  the  difficulty  of  his  task  much  more  diminished,  than  at  first 
appears.  To  take  an  illustration  from  a  sister  art,  the  antiquarian  details 
may  be  said  to  represent  the  peculiar  features  of  a  landscape  under  delinea- 
tion of  the  pencil.  His  feudal  tower  must  arise  in  due  majesty  ;  the  figures 
which  he  introduces  must  have  the  costume  and  character  of  their  age  ; 
the  piece  must  represent  the  peculiar  features  of  the  scene  which  he  has 
chosen  for  his  subject,  with  all  its  appropriate  elevation  of  rock,  or  precipi- 
tate descent  of  cataract.  His  general  colouring,  too,  must  be  copied  from 
nature  :  the  sky  must  be  clouded  or  serene,  according  to  the  climate,  and 
the  general  tints  must  be  those  which  prevail  in  a  natural  landscape.  So 
far  the  painter  is  bound  down  by  the  rules  of  his  art,  to  a  precise  imitation 
of  the  features  of  nature  ;  but  it  is  not  required  that  he  should  descend  to 
copy  all  her  more  minute  features,  or  represent  with  absolute  exactness  the 
very  herbs,  flowers,  and  trees,  with  which  the  spot  is  decorated.  These, 
as  well  as  all  the  more  minute  points  of  light  and  shadow,  are  attributes 
proper  to  scenery  in  general,  natural  to  each  situation,  and  subject  to  the 
artist's  disposal,  as  his  taste  or  pleasure  may  dictate. 

It  is  true,  that  this  license  is  confined  in  either  case  within  legitimate 
bounds.  The  painter  must  introduce  no  ornament  inconsistent  with  the 
climate  or  country  of  his  landscape  ;  he  must  not  plant  cypress  trees  upon 
Inch  Merrin,  or  Scots  firs  among  the  ruins  of  Persepolis  ;  and  the  author  lies 
under  a  corresponding  restraint.  However  far  he  may  venture  in  a  more 
full  detail  of  passions  and  feelings,  than  is  to  be  found  in  the  ancient  com- 
positions which  he  imitates,  he  must  introduce  nothing  inconsistent  with 
the  manners  of  the  age  ;  his  knights,  squires,  grooms,  and  yeomen,  may  be 
more  fully  drawn  than  in  the  hard,  dry  delineations  of  an  ancient  illumi- 
nated manuscript ;  but  the  character  and  costume  of  the  age  must  remain 
inviolate  ;  they  must  be  the  same  figures,  drawn  by  a  better  pencil,  or,  to 
speak  more  modestly,  executed  in  an  age  when  the  principles  of  art  were 
better  understood.  His  language  must  not  be  exclusively  obsolete  and  un- 
intelligible ;  but  he  should  admit,  if  possible,  no  word  or  turn  of  phraseology 
betraying  an  origin  directly  modern.  It  is  one  thing  to  make  use  of  the 
language  and  sentiments  which  are  common  to  ourselves  and  our  fore- 
fathers, and  it  is  another  to  invest  them  with  the  sentiments  and  dialect 
exclusively  proper  to  their  descendants. 

This,  my  dear  friend,  I  have  found  the  most  difficult  part  of  my  task  ; 
and,  to  speak  frankly,  I  hardly  expect  to  satisfy  your  less  partial  judgment, 
and  more  extensive  knowledge  of  such  subjects,  since  I  have  hardly  been 
able  to  please  my  own. 

I  am  conscious  that  I  shall  be  found  still  more  faulty  in  the  tone  of 
keeping  and  costume,  by  those  who  may  be  disposed  rigidly  to  examine 
my  Tale,  with  reference  to  the  manners  of  the  exact  period  in  which  my 
actors  flourished  :  It  may  be  that  I  have  introduced  little  which  can  posi- 
tively be  termed  modern  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  extremely  probable 
that  I  may  have  confused  the  manners  of  two  or  three  centuries,  and  intro- 
duced, during  the  reign  of  Richard  the  First,  circumstances  appropriated 
to  a  period  either  considerably  earlier,  or  a  good  deal  later  than  that  era. 
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It  is  my  comfort  that  errors  of  this  kind  will  escape  the  general  class  of 
readers,  and  that  I  may  share  in  the  ill-deserved  applause  of  those  archi- 
tects who,  in  their  modern  Gothic,  do  not  hesitate  to  introduce,  without 
rule  or  method,  ornaments  proper  to  different  styles  and  to  different  periods 
of  the  art.  Those  whose  extensive  researches  have  given  them  the  means 
of  judging  my  backslidings  with  more  severity,  will  probably  be  lenient 
in  proportion  to  their  knowledge  of  the  difficulty  of  my  task.  My  honest 
and  neglected  friend,  Ingulphus,  has  furnished  me  with  many  a  valuable 
hint ;  but  the  light  afforded  by  the  Monk  of  Croydon  and  Geoffrey  de 
Vinsauff  is  dimmed  by  such  a  conglomeration  of  uninteresting  and  unin- 
telligible matter,  that  we  gladly  fly  for  relief  to  the  delightful  pages  of  the 
gallant  Froissart,  although  he  flourished  at  a  period  so  much  more  remote 
from  the  date  of  my  history.  If,  therefore,  my  dear  friend,  you  have 
generosity  enough  to  pardon  the  presumptuous  attempt  to  frame  for  myself 
a  minstrel  coronet,  partly  out  of  the  pearls  of  pure  antiquity,  and  partly 
from  the  Bristol  stones  and  paste,  with  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate 
them,  I  am  convinced  your  opinion  of  the  difficulty  of  the  task  will  reconcile 
you  to  the  imperfect  manner  of  its  execution. 

Of  my  materials  I  have  but  little  to  say  :  They  may  be  chiefly  found 
in  the  singular  Anglo-Norman  MS.  which  Sir  Arthur  Wardour  preserves 
with  such  jealous  care  in  the  third  drawer  of  his  oaken  cabinet,  scarcely 
allowing  any  one  to  touch  it,  and  being  himself  not  able  to  read  one 
syllable  of  its  contents.  I  should  never  have  got  his  consent,  on  my  visit 
to  Scotland,  to  read  in  those  precious  pages  for  so  many  hours,  had  I 
not  promised  to  designate  it  by  some  emphatic  mode  of  printing,  as 
®JJB  Ifttatar  3EanU5rript :  giving  it  thereby  an  individuality  as  impor- 
tant as  the  Bannatyne  MS.,  the  Auchinleck  MS.,  and  any  other  monument 
of  the  patience  of  a  Gothic  scrivener.  I  have  sent,  for  your  private  con- 
sideration, a  list  of  the  contents  of  this  curious  piece,  which  I  shall  perhaps 
subjoin,  with  your  approbation,  to  the  third  volume  of  my  Tale,  in  case 
the  printer's  devil  should  continue  impatient  for  copy,  when  the  whole 
of  my  narrative  has  been  imposed. 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend  ;  I  have  said  enough  to  explain,  if  not  to  vindicate, 
the  attempt  which  I  have  made,  and  which,  in  spite  of  your  doubts,  and 
my  own  incapacity,  I  am  still  willing  to  believe  has  not  been  altogether 
made  in  vain. 

I  hope  you  are  now  well  recovered  from  your  spring  fit  of  the  gout,  and 
shall  be  happy  if  the  advice  of  your  learned  physician  should  recommend 
a  tour  to  these  parts.  Several  curiosities  have  been  lately  dug  up  near 
the  wall,  as  well  as  at  the  ancient  station  of  Habitancum.  Talking  of  the 
latter,  I  suppose  you  have  long  since  heard  the  news,  that  a  sulky  churlish 
boor  has  destroyed  the  ancient  statue,  or  rather  bas-relief,  popularly  called 
Robin  of  Redesdale.  It  seems  Robin's  fame  attracted  more  visitants  than 
was  consistent  with  the  growth  of  the  heather,  upon  a  moor  worth  a  shil- 
ling an  acre.  Reverend  as  you  write  yourself,  be  revengeful  for  once,  and 
pray  with  me  that  he  may  be  visited  with  such  a  fit  of  the  stone,  as  if  he 
had  all  the  fragments  of  poor  Robin  in  that  region  of  his  viscera  where  the 
disease  holds  its  seat.  Tell  this  not  in  Gath,  lest  the  Scots  rejoice  that 
they  have  at  length  found  a  parallel  instance  among  their  neighbours,  to 
that  barbarous  deed  which  demolished  Arthur's  Oven.  But  there  is  no 
end  to  lamentation  when  we  betake  ourselves  to  such  subjects.  My 
respectful  compliments  attend  Miss  Dryasdust ;  I  endeavoured  to  match 
the  spectacles  agreeable  to  her  commission,  during  my  late  journey  to 
London,  and  hope  she  has  received  them  safe,  and  found  them  satisfac- 
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tory.  I  send  this  by  the  blind  carrier,  so  that  probably  it  mav  be  some 
time  upon  its  journey.1  The  last  news  which  I  hear  from  Edinburgh  is 
that  the  gentleman  who  fills  the  situation  of  Secretary  to  the  Society  of 
Antiquaries  of  Scotland,2  is  the  best  amateur  draftsman  in  that  kingdom 
and  that  much  is  expected  from  his  skill  and  zeal  in  delineating  those 
specimens  of  national  antiquity  which  are  either  mouldering  under  the 
slow  touch  of  time,  or  swept  away  by  modern  taste,  with  the  same  besom 
of  destruction  which  John  Knox  used  at  the  Eeformation.  Once  more 
adieu  ;  vale  tandem,  non  immemor  met.    Believe  me  to  be, 

Keverend,  and  very  dear  Sir, 

Your  most  faithful  humble  Servant, 

LAUKENCE  TEMPLETON. 
toppingwold,  near  egremont,  \ 
Cumberland,  Nov.  17,  1817.    / 


This  anticipation  proved"  but  too  true,  as  my  learned  correspondent  did  not 
receive  my  letter  until  a  twelvemonth  after  it  was  written.  I  mention  this  cir- 
cumstance, that  a  gentleman  attached  to  the  cause  of  learning,  who  now  holds 
the  principal  control  of  the  post-office,  may  consider  whether,  by  some  mitigation 
of  the  present  enormous  rates,  some  favour  might  not  be  shown  to  the  correspon- 
dents of  the  principal  Literary  and  Antiquarian  Societies.  I  understand,  indeed 
that  this  experiment  was.once  tried,  but  that  the  mail-coach  having  broke  down 
under  the  weight  of  packages  addressed  to  members  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries 
it  was  relinquished  as  a  hazardous  experiment.  Surely,  however,  it  would  be 
possible  to  build  these  vehicles  in  a  form  more  substantial,  stronger  in  the  perch 
and  broader  in  the  wheels,  so  as  to  support  the  weight  of  Antiquarian  learning; 
when  if  they  should  be  found  to  travel  more  slowly,  they  would  be  not  the  lets 
agreeable  to  quiet  travellers  like  myself.— L.  T. 

•    •  ^ru?kin1/  of  Rubislaw  is  here  intimated,  to  whose  taste  and  skill  the  author 
these  novels     risirf8  °f  etcbings'  exhibiting  the  various  localities  alluded  to  in 
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Thus  communed  these  ;  while  to  their  lowly  dome, 
The  full-fed  swine  returu'd  with  evening  home  ; 
Compell'd,  reluctant,  to  the  several  sties, 
With  din  obstreperous,  and  ungrateful  cries. 

Pope's  Odyssey. 

In  that  pleasant  district  of  merry  England  which  is  watered  by 
the  river  Don,  there  extended  in  ancient  times  a  large  forest, 
covering"  the  greater  part  of  the  beautiful  hills  and  valleys  which  lie 
between  Sheffield  and  the  pleasant  town  of  Doncaster.  The  remains 
of  this  extensive  wood  are  still  to  be  seen  at  the  noble  seats  of  Went- 
worth,  of  Wharncliffe  Park,  and  around  Rotherham.  Here  haunted 
of  yore  the  fabulous  Dragon  of  Wantley ;  here  we  fought  many  of 
the  most  desperate  battles  during  the  Civil  Wars  of  the  Roses ;  and 
here  also  flourished  in  ancient  times  those  bands  of  gallant  outlaws, 
whose  deeds  have  been  rendered  so  popular  in  English  song. 

Such  being  our  chief  scene,  the  date  of  our  story  refers  to  a 
period  towards  the  end  of  the  reign  of  Richard  I.  when  his  return 
from  his  long  captivity  had  become  an  event  rather  wished  than 
hoped  for  by  his  despairing  subjects,  who  were  in  the  mean  time  sub- 
jected to  every  species  of  subordinate  oppression.  The  nobles, 
whose  power  had  become  exorbitant  during  the  reign  of  Stephen, 
and  whom  the  prudence  of  Henry  the  Second  had  scarce  reduced 
into  some  degree  of  subjection  to  the  crown,  had  now  resumed  their 
ancient  licence  in  its  utmost  extent ;  despising  the  feeble  interfer- 
ence of  the  English  Council  of  State,  fortifying  their  castles,  increas- 
ing the  number  of  their  dependants,  reducing  all  around  them  to  a 
state  of  vassalage,  and  striving  by  every  means  in  their  power  to 
place  themselves  each  at  the  head  of  such  forces  as  might  enable 
him  to  make  a  figure  in  the  national  convulsions  which  appeared  to 
be  impending. 

The  situation  of  the  inferior  gentry,  or  Franklins,  as  they  were 
called,  who,  by  the  law  and  spirit  of  the  English  constitution,  were 
entitled  to  hold  themselves  independent  of  feudal  tyranny,  became 
now  unusually  precarious.    If,  as  was  most  generally  the  case,  they 
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placed  themselves  under  the  protection  of  any  of  the  petty  kings  in 
their  vicinity,  accepted  of  feudal  offices  in  his  household,  or  bound 
themselves,  by  mutual  treaties  of  alliance  and  protection,  to  support 
him  in  his^  enterprises,  they  might  indeed  purchase  temporary  re- 
pose ;  but  it  must  be  with  the  sacrifice  of  that  independence  which 
was  so  dear  to  every  English  bosom,  and  at  the  certain  hazard  of 
being  involved  as  a  party  in  whatever  rash  expedition  the  ambition 
of  their  protector  might  lead  him  to  undertake.  On  the  other  hand, 
such  and  so  multiplied  were  the  means  of  vexation  and  oppression 
possessed  by  the  great  Barons,  that  they  never  wanted  the  pretext, 
and  seldom  the  will,  to  harass  and  pursue,  even  to  the  very  edge  of 
destruction,  any  of  their  less  powerful  neighbours,  who  attempted  to 
separate  themselves  from  their  authority,  and  to  trust  for  their  pro- 
tection, during  the  dangers  of  the  times,  to  their  own  inoffensive 
conduct,  and  to  the  laws  of  the  land. 

A  circumstance  which  greatly  tended  to  enhance  the  tyranny  of 
the  nobility,  and  the  sufferings  of  the  inferior  classes,  arose  from  the 
consequences  of  the  Conquest  by  Duke  William  of  Normandy. 
Four  generations  had  not  sufficed  to  blend  the  hostile  blood  of  the 
Normans  and  Anglo-Saxons,  or  to  unite,  by  common  language  and 
mutual  interests,  two  hostile  races,  one  of  which  still  felt  the  elation 
of  triumph,  while  the  other  groaned  under  all  the  consequences 
of  defeat.  The  power  had  been  completely  placed  in  the  hands  of 
the  Norman  nobility,  by  the  event  of  the  battle  of  Hastings,  and  it 
had  been  used,  as  our  histories  assure  us,  with  no  moderate  hand. 
The  whole  race  of  Saxon  princes  and  nobles  had  been  extirpated  or 
disinherited,  with  few  or  no  exceptions ;  nor  were  the  numbers  great 
who  possessed  land  in  the  country  of  their  fathers,  even  as  pro- 

Erietors  of  the  second,  or  of  yet  inferior  classes.  The  royal  policy 
ad  long  been  to  weaken,  by  every  means,  legal  or  illegal,  the 
strength  of  a  part  of  the  population  which  was  justly  considered  as 
nourishing  the  most  inveterate  antipathy  to  their  victor.  All  the 
monarchs  of  the  Norman  race  had  shown  the  most  marked  predilec- 
tion for  their  Norman  subjects  ;  the  laws  of  the  chase,  and  many 
others  equally  unknown  to  the  milder  and  more  free  spirit  of  the 
Saxon  constitution,  had  been  fixed  upon  the  necks  of  the  subjugated 
inhabitants,  to  add  weight,  as  it  were,  to  the  feudal  chains  with  which 
they  were  loaded.  At  court,  and  in  the  castles  of  the  great  nobles, 
where  the  pomp  and  state  of  a  court  was  emulated,  Norman- 
French  was  the  only  language  employed;  in  courts  of  law,  the 
pleadings  and  judgments  were  delivered  in  the  same  tongue.  In 
short,  French  was  the  language  of  honour,  of  chivalry,  and  even  of 
justice,  while  the  far  more  manly  and  expressive  Anglo-Saxon  was 
abandoned  to  the  use  of  rustics  and  hinds,  who  knew  no  other.  Still, 
however,  the  necessary  intercourse  between  the  lords  of  the  soil,  and 
those  oppressed  inferior  beings  by  whom  that  soil  was  cultivated, 
occasioned  the  gradual  formation  of  a  dialect,  compounded  betwixt 
the  French  and  the  Anglo-Saxon,  in  which  they  could  render  them- 
selves mutually  intelligible  to  each  other ;  and  from  this  necessity 
arose  by  degrees  the  structure  of  our  present  English  language,  in 
which  the  speech  of  the  victors  and  the  vanquished  have  been  so 
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happily  blended  together;  and  which  has  since  been  so  richly  improved 
by  importations  from  the  classical  languages,  and  from  those  spoken 
by  the  southern  nations  of  Europe    . 

This  state  of  things  I  have  thought  it  necessary  to  premise  for  the 
information  of  the  general  reader,  who  might  be  apt  to  forget,  that, 
although  no  great  historical  events,  such  as  war  or  insurrection, 
mark  the  existence  of  the  Anglo-Saxons  as  a  separate  people  subse- 
quent to  the  reign  of  William  the  Second  ;  yet  the  great  national  dis- 
tinctions betwixt  them  and  their  conquerors,  the  recollection  of  what 
they  had  formerly  been,  and  to  what  they  were  now  reduced,  con- 
tinued down  to  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third,  to  keep  open  the 
wounds  which  the  Conquest  had  inflicted,  and  to  maintain  a  line  of 
separation  betwixt  the  descendants  of  the  victor  Normans  and  the 
vanquished  Saxons. 

The  sun  was  setting  upon  one  of  the  rich  grassy  glades  of  that 
forest,  which  we  have  mentioned  in  the  beginning  of  the  chapter. 
Hundreds  of  broad-headed,  short- stemmed,  wide-branched  oaks, 
which  had  witnessed  perhaps  the  stately  march  of  the  Roman 
soldiery,  flung  their  gnarled  arms  over  a  thick  carpet  of  the  most 
delicious  greensward ;  in  some  places  they  were  intermingled  with 
beeches,  hollies,  and  copsewood  of  various  descriptions,  so  closely  as 
totally  to  intercept  the  level  beams  of  the  sinking  sun ;  in  others  they 
receded  from  each  other,  forming  those  long  sweeping  vistas,  in  the 
intricacy  of  which  the  eye  delights  to  lose  itself,  while  imagination 
considers  them  as  the  paths  to  yet  wilder  scenes  of  sylvan  solitude. 
Here  the  red  rays  of  the  sun  shot  a  broken  and  discoloured  light, 
that  partially  hung  upon  the  shattered  boughs  and  mossy  trunks  of  the 
trees,  and  there  they  illuminated  in  brilliant  patches  the  portions  of 
turf  to  which  they  made  their  way.  A  considerable  open  space,  in 
the  midst  of  this  glade,  seemed  formerly  to  have  been  dedicated  to 
the  rites  of  Druidical  superstition ;  for,  on  the  summit  of  a  hillock, 
so  regular  as  to  seem  artificial,  there  still  remained  part  of  a  circle 
of  rough  unhewn  stones,  of  large  dimensions.  Seven  stood  upright ; 
the  rest  had  been  dislodged  from  their  places,  probably  by  the  zeal 
of  some  convert  to  Christianity,  and  lay,  some  prostrate  near 
their  former  site,  and  others  on  the  side  of  the  hill.  One  large  stone 
only  had  found  its  way  to  the  bottom,  and  in  stopping  the  course  of 
a  small  brook,  which  glided  smoothly  round  the  foot  of  the  eminence, 
gave,  by  its  opposition,  a  feeble  voice  of  murmur  to  the  placid  and 
elsewhere  silent  streamlet. 

The  human  figures  which  completed  this  landscape  were  in  num- 
ber two,  partaking,  in  their  dress  .and  appearance,  of  that  wild  and 
rustic  character  which  belonged  to  the  woodlands  of  the  West- 
Riding  of  Yorkshire  at  that  early  period.  The  eldest  of  these  men 
had  a  stern,  savage,  and  wild  aspect.  His  garment  was  of  the 
simplest  form  imaginable,  being  a  close  jacket  with  sleeves,  com- 
posed of  the  tanned  skin  of  some  animal,  on  which  the  hair  had  been 
originally  left,  but  which  had  been  worn  off  in  so  many  places  that 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  distinguish,  from  the  patches  that 
remained,  to  what  creature  the  fur  had  belonged.     This  primeval 
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vestment  reached  from  the  throat  to  the  knees,  and  served  at  once 
all  the  usual  purposes  of  body-clothing' ;  there  was  no  wider  opening* 
at  the  collar  than  was  necessary  to  admit  the  passage  of  the  head, 
from  which  it  may  be  inferred  that  it  was  put  on  by  slipping"  it  over 
the  head  and  shoulders,  in  the  manner  of  a  modern  shirt,  or  ancient 
hauberk.  Sandals,  bound  with  thongs  made  of  boars' Jhide,  protected 
the  feet,  and  a  roll  of  thin  leather  was  twined  artificially  around  the 
legs,  and,  ascending"  above  the  calf,  left  the  knees  bare,  like  those 
of  a  Scottish  Highlander.  To  make  the  jacket  sit  yet  more  close 
to  the  body,  it  was  gathered  at  the  middle  by  a  broad  leathern  belt, 
secured  by  a  brass  buckle ;  to  one  side  of  which  was  attached  a  sort  of 
scrip,  and  to  the  other  a  ram's  horn,  accoutred  with  a  mouthpiece, 
for  the  purpose  of  blowing.  In  the  same  belt  was  stuck  one  of  those 
long,  broad,  sharp-pointed,  and  two-edged  knives,  with  a  buck's- 
horn  handle,  which  were  fabricated  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  bore 
even  at  this  early  period  the  name  of  a  Sheffield  whittle.  The  man 
had  no  covering  upon  his  head,  which  was  only  defended  by  his  own 
thick  hair,  matted  and  twisted  together,  and  scorched  by  the  influence 
of  the  sun  into  a  rusty  dark-red  colour,  forming  a  contrast  with  the 
overgrown  beard  upon  his  cheeks,  which  was  rather  of  a  yellow  or 
amber  hue.  One  part  of  his  dress  only  remains,  but  it  is  too  remark- 
able to  be  suppressed ;  it  was  a  brass  ring,  resembling  a  dog's  collar, 
but  without  any  opening,  and  soldered  fast  round  his  neck — so  loose 
as  to  form  no  impediment  to  his  breathing,  yet  so  tight  as  to  be 
incapable  of  being  removed,  excepting  by  the  use  of  the  file.  On 
this  singular  gorget  was  engraved,  in  Saxon  characters,  an  inscrip- 
tion of  the  following  purport : — "  Gurth,  the  son  of  Beowulph,  is 
the  born  thrall  of  Cedric  of  Rotherwood." 

Beside  the  swineherd— for  such  was  Gurth's  occupation — was 
seated,  upon  one  of  the  fallen  Druidical  monuments,  a  person  about 
ten  years  younger  in  appearance,  and  whose  dress,  though  resem- 
bling his  companion's  in  form,  was  of  better  materials,  and  of  a  more 
fantastic  appearance.  His  jacket  had  been  stained  of  a  bright  purple 
hue,  upon  which  there  had  been  some  attempt  to  paint  grotesque 
ornaments  in  different  colours.  To  the  jacket  he  added  a  short 
cloak,  which  scarcely  reached  half-way  down  his  thigh;  it  was  of 
crimson  cloth,  though  a  good  deal  soiled,  lined  with  bright  yellow : 
and  as  he  could  transfer  it  from  one  shoulder  to  the  other,  or  at  his 
pleasure  draw  it  all  round  him,  its  width,  contrasted  with  its  want 
of  longitude,  formed  a  fantastic  piece  of  drapery.  He  had  thin  silver 
bracelets  upon  his  arms,  and  on  his  neck  a  collar  of  the  same  metal, 
bearing  the  inscription,  "  Wamba,  the  son  of  Witless,  is  the  thrall  of 
Cedric  of  Rotherwood."  This  personage  had  the  same  sort  of 
sandals  with  his  companion,  but  instead  of  the  roll  of  leather  thong, 
his  legs  were  cased  in  a  sort  of  gaiters,  of  which  one  was  red  and 
the  other  yellow.  He  was  provided  also  with  a  cap,  having  around 
it  more  than  one  bell,  about  the  size  of  those  attached  to  hawks, 
which  jingled  as  he  turned  his  head  to  one  side  or  other;  and  as  he 
seldom  remained  a  minute  in  the  same  posture,  the  sound  might  be 
considered  as  incessant.  Around  the  edge  of  this  cap  was  a  stiff 
bandeau  of  leather,  cut  at  the  top  into  open  work,  resembling  acoro- 
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net,  while  a  prolonged  bag  arose  from  within  it,  and  fell  down  on 
one  shoulder  like  an  old-fashioned  nightcap,  or  a  jelly -bag,  or  the 
head-gear  of  a  modern  hussar.  It  was  to  this  part  of  the  cap  that 
the  bells  were  attached :  which  circumstance,  as  well  as  the  shape 
of  his  head-dress,  and  his  own  half-crazed,  half-cunning  expression 
of  countenance,  sufficiently  pointed  him  out  as  belonging  to  the  race 
of  domestic  clowns  or  jesters,  maintained  in  the  houses  of  the  wealthy, 
to  help  away  the  tedium  of  those  lingering  hours  which  they  were 
obliged  to  spend  within  doors.  He  bore,  like  his  companion,  a  scrip 
attached  to  his  belt,  but  had  neither  horn  nor  knife,  being  probably 
considered  as  belonging  to  a  class  whom  it  is  esteemed  dangerous  to 
intrust  with  edge-tools.  In  place  of  these  he  was  equipped  with  a 
sword  of  lath,  'resembling  that  with  which  Harlequin  operates  his 
wonders  upon  the  modern  stage. 

The  outward  appearance  of  these  two  men  formed  scarce  a 
stronger  contrast  than  their  look  and  demeanour.  That  of  the  serf, 
or  bondsman,  was  sad  and  sullen ;  his  aspect  was  bent  on  the  ground 
with  an  appearance  of  deep  dejection,  which  might  be  almost  con- 
strued into  apathy,  had  not  the  fire  which  occasionally  sparkled  in 
his  red  eye  manifested  that  there  slumbered,  under  the  appearance 
of  sullen  despondency,  a  sense  of  oppression,  and  a  disposition  to 
resistance.  The  looks  of  Wamba,  on  the  other  hand,  indicated,  as 
usual  with  his  class,  a  sort  of  vacant  curiosity,  and  fidgetty  impatience 
of  any  posture  of  repose,  together  with  the  utmost  self-satisfaction 
respecting  his  own  situation,  and  the  appearance  which  he  made. 
The  dialogue  which  they  maintained  between  them  was  carried  on 
in  Anglo-Saxon,  which,  as  we  said  before,  was  universally  spoken  by 
the  inferior  classes,  excepting  the  Norman  soldiers,  and  the  imme- 
diate personal  dependants  of  the  great  feudal  nobles.  But  to  give 
their  conversation  in  the  original  would  convey  but  little  information 
to  the  modern  reader,  for  whose  benefit  we  beg  to  offer  the  following 
translation : 

"  The  curse  of  St  Withold  upon  these  infernal  porkers I"  said  the 
swineherd,  after  blowing  his  horn  obstreperously,  to  collect  together 
the  scattered  herd  of  swine,  which,  answering  his  call  with  notes 
equally  melodious,  made,  however,  no  haste  to  remove  themselves 
from  the  luxurious  banquet  of  beech-mast  and  acorns  on  which  they 
had  fattened,  or  to  forsake  the  marshy  banks  of  the  rivulet,  where 
several  of  them,  half  plunged  in  mud,  lay  stretched  at  their  ease, 
altogether  regardless  of  the  voice  of  their  keeper.  "  The  curse  of 
St  Withold  upon  them  and  upon  me!"  said  Gurth;  "if  the  two-legged 
wolf  snap  not  up  some  of  them  ere  nightfall,  I  am  no  true  man. 
Here,  Fangs !  Fangs !"  he  ejaculated  at  the  top  of  his  voice  to  a  rag- 
ged wolfish-looking  dog,  a' sort  of  lurcher,  half  mastiff,  half  grey- 
hound, which  ran  limping  about  as  if  with  the  purpose  of  seconding 
his  master  in  collecting  the  refractory  grunters ;  but  which,  in  fact, 
from  misapprehension  of  the  swineherd's  signals,  ignorance  of  his 
own  duty,  or  malice  prepense,  only  drove  them  hither  and  thither, 
and  increased  the  evil  which  he  seemed  to  design  to  remedy.  "A 
devil  draw  the  teeth  of  him,"  said  Gurth,  "and  the  mother  of  mis- 
chief confound  the  Ranger  of  the  Forest,  that  cuts  the  fore-claws  off 
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our  dogs,  and  makes  them  unfit  for  their  trade  I1  Wamba,  up  and 
help  me  an  thou  beest  a  man;  take  a  turn  round  the  back  o'  the  hill 
to  gain  the  wind  on  them ;  and  when  thou'st  got  the  weather-gage, 
thou  mayst  drive  them  before  thee  as  gently  as  so  many  innocent 
lambs." 

tt  Truly,"  said  Wamba,  without  stirring  from  the  spot,  "  I  have 
consulted  my  legs  upon  this  matter,  and  they  are  altogether  of 
opinion,  that  to  carry  my  gay  garments  through  these  sloughs  would 
be  an  act  of  unfriendship  to  my  sovereign  person  and  royal  ward- 
robe ;  wherefore,  Gurth,  I  advise  thee  to  call  off  Fangs,  and  leave 
the  herd  to  their  destiny,  which,  whether  they  meet  with  bands  of 
travelling  soldiers,  or  of  outlaws,  or  of  wandering  pilgrims,  can  be 
little  else  than  to  be  converted  into  Normans  before  morning,  to  thy 
no  small  ease  and  comfort." 

"  The  swine  turned  Normans  to  my  comfort ! "  quoth  Gurth ;  "  ex- 
pound that  to  me,  Wamba,  for  my  brain  is  too  dull,  and  my  mind  too 
vexed,  to  read  riddles." 

"  Why,  how  call  you  those  grunting  brutes  running  about  on  their 
four  legs?"  demanded  Wamba. 

"  Swine,  fool,  swine,"  said  the  herd ;  "  every  fool  knows  that." 

'*  And  swine  is  good  Saxon,"  said  the  Jester ;  "  but  how  call  you 
the  sow  when  she  is  flayed,  and  drawn,  and  quartered,  and  hung  up 
by  the  heels,  like  a  traitor?" 

"Pork,"  answered  the  swineherd. 

"I  am  very  glad  every  fool  knows  that  too,"  said  Wamba,  "and 
pork,  I  think,  is  good  Norman-French ;  and  so  when  the  brute  lives, 
and  is  in  the  charge  of  a  Saxon  slave,  she  goes  by  her  Saxon  name ; 
but  becomes  a  Norman,  and  is  called  pork,  when  she  is  carried  to  the 
Castle-hall  to  feast  among  the  nobles ;  what  dost  thou  think  of  this, 
friend  Gurth,  ha?" 

"  It  is  but  too  true  doctrine,  friend  Wamba,  however  it  got  into 
thy  fool's  pate." 

"  Nay,  I  can  tell  you  more,"  said  Wamba,  in  the  same  tone ;  "  there 
is  old  Alderman  Ox  continues  to  hold  his  Saxon  epithet,  while  he  is 
under  the  charge  of  serfs  and  bondsmen  such  as  thou,  but  becomes 
Beef,  a  fiery  French  gallant,  when  he  arrives  before  the  worshipful 
jaws  that  are  destined  to  consume  him.  Mynheer  Calf,  too,  becomes 
Monsieur  de  Veau  in  the  like  manner ;  he  is  Saxon  when  he  requires 
tendance,  and  takes  a  Norman  name  when  he  becomes  matter  of 
enjoyment." 

"  By  St  Dunstan,"  answered  Gurth,  "  thou  speakest  but  sad  truths ; 
little  is  left  to  us  but  the  air  we  breathe,  and  that  appears  to  have 
been  reserved  with  much  hesitation,  solely  for  the  purpose  of  ena- 
bling us  to  endure  the  tasks  they  lay  upon  our  shoulders.  The  finest 
and'  the  fattest  is  for  their  board :  the  loveliest  is  for  their  couch ; 
the  best  and  bravest  supply  their  foreign  masters  with  soldiers,  and 
whiten  distant  lands  with  their  bones,  leaving  few  here  who  have 
either  will  or  the  power  to  protect  the  unfortunate  Saxon.  God's 
blessing  on  our  master  Cedric,  he  hath  done  the  work  of  a  man  in 

1  See  Note  A.     The  Ranger  of  the  Forest,  that  cuts  the  fore-claws  off  our  dogs. 
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standing  in  the  gap ;  but  Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf  is  coming  down 
to  this  country  in  person,  and  we  shall  soon  see  how  little  Cedric's 
trouble  will  avail  him. — Here,  here,"  he  exclaimed  again,  raising  his 
voice,  "  So  ho !  so  ho !  well  done,  Fangs !  thou  hast  them  all  before 
thee  now,  and  bring'st  them  on  bravely,  lad." 

"  Gurth,"  said  the  Jester,  "  I  know  thou  thinkest  me  a  fool,  or  thou 
wouldst  not  be  so  rash  in  putting  thy  head  into  my  mouth.  One 
word  to  Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf,  or  Philip  de  Malvoisin,  that  thou 
hast  spoken  treason  against  the  Norman, — and  thou  art  but  a  cast- 
away swineherd, — thou  wouldst  waver  on  one  of  these  trees  as  a  ter- 
ror to  all  evil-speakers  against  dignities." 

"Dog,  thou  wouldst  not  betray  me,"  said  Gurth,  "after  having  led 
me  on  to  speak  so  much  at  disadvantage?" 

"  Betray  thee !"  answered  the  Jester ;  "  no,  that  were  the  trick  of 
a  wise  man ;  a  fool  cannot  half  so  well  help  himself— but  soft,  whom 
have  we  here  ?"  he  said,  listening  to  the  trampling  of  several  horses 
which  became  then  audible. 

"Never  mind  whom,"  answered  Gurth,  who  had  now  got  his  herd 
before  him,  and,  with  the  aid  of  Fangs,  was  driving  them  down  one 
of  the  long  dim  vistas  which  we  have  endeavoured  to  describe. 

"  Nay,  but  I  must  see  the  riders,"  answered  Wamba ;  "  perhaps 
they  are  come  from  Fairyland  with  a  message  from  King  Oberon." 

"  A  murrain  take  thee,"  rejoined  the  swineherd ;  "  wilt  thou  talk  of 
such  things,  while  a  terrible  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning  is  raging 
within  a  few  miles  of  us  ?  Hark,  how  the  thunder  rumbles !  and  for 
summer  rain,  I  never  saw  such  broad  downright  flat  drops  fall  out  of 
the  clouds;  the  oaks,  too,  notwithstanding  the  calm  weather,  sob 
and  creak  with  their  great  'boughs  as  if  announcing  a  tempest.  Thou 
canst  play  the  rational  if  thou  wilt ;  credit  me  for  once,  and  let  us 
home  ere  the  storm  begins  to  rage,  for  the  night  will  be  fearful." 

Wamba  seemed  to  feel  the  force  of  this  appeal,  and  accompanied 
his  companion,  who  began  his  journey  after  catching  up  a  long 
quarter-staff  which  lay  upon  the  grass  beside  him.  This  second 
Kumseus  strode  hastily  down  the  forest  glade,  driving  before  him,  with 
the  assistance  of  Fangs,  the  whole  herd  of  his  inharmonious  charge. 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  Monk  there  was,  a  fayre  for  the  maistrie, 
An  outrider  that  loved  venerie ; 
A  manly  man,  to  be  an  Abbot  able, 
Full  many  a  daintie  horse  had  he  in  stable ; 
And  whan  he  rode,  men  might  his  bridle  hear 
Gingeling  in  a  whistling  wind  as  clear, 
And  eke  as  loud,  as  doth  the  chapell  bell, 
There  as  this  lord  was  keeper  of  the  cell. 

Chauckr. 

Notwithstanding  the  occasional  exhortation  and  chiding  of  his 
companion,  the  noise  of  the  horsemen's  feet  continuing  to  approach, 
Wamba  could  not  be  prevented  from  lingering  occasionally  on  the 
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road,  upon  every  pretence  which  occurred ;  now  catching*  from  the 
hazel  a  cluster  of  half-ripe  nuts,  and  now  turning"  his  head  to  leer 
after  a  cottage  maiden  who  crossed  their  path.  The  horsemen,  there- 
fore, soon  overtook  them  on  the  road. 

Their  numbers  amounted  to  ten  men,  of  whom  the  two  who  rode 
foremost  seemed  to  be  persons  of  considerable  importance,  and  the 
others  their  attendants.  It  was  not  difficult  to  ascertain  the  condi- 
tion and  character  of  one  of  these  personages.  He  was  obviously  an 
ecclesiastic  of  high  rank ;  his  dress  was  that  of  a  Cistercian  Monk, 
but  composed  of  materials  much  finer  than  those  which  the  rule  of 
that  order  admitted.  His  mantle  and  hood  were  of  the  best  Flanders 
cloth,  and  fell  in  ample  and  not  ungraceful  folds,  around  a  hand- 
some though  somewhat  corpulent  person.  His  countenance  bore 
as  little  the  marks  of  self-denial  as  his  habit  indicated  contempt  of 
worldly  splendour.  His  features  might  have  been  called  good,  had 
there  not  lurked  under  the  pent-house  of  his  eye  that  sly  epicurean 
twinkle  which  indicates  the  cautious  voluptuary.  In  other  respects 
his  profession  and  situation  had  taught  him  a  ready  command  over 
his  countenance,  which  he  could  contract  at  pleasure  into  solemnity, 
although  its  natural  expression  was  that  of  good-humoured  social 
indulgence.  In  defiance  of  conventual  rules,  and  the  edicts  of  popes 
and  councils,  the  sleeves  of  this  dignitary  were  lined  and  turned  up 
with  rich  furs,  his  mantle  secured  at  the  throat  with  a  golden  clasp, 
and  the  whole  dress  proper  to  his  order  as  much  refined  upon  and 
ornamented,  as  that  of  a  quaker  beauty  of  the  present  day,  who, 
while  she  retains  the  garb  and  costume  of  her  sect,  continues  to  give 
to  its  simplicity,  by  the  choice  of  materials  and  the  mode  of  disposing 
them,  a  certain  air  of  coquettish  attraction,  savouring  but  too  much 
of  the  vanities  of  the  world. 

This  worthy  churchman  rode  upon  a  well-fed  ambling  mule,  whose 
furniture  was  highly  decorated,  and  whose  bridle,  according  to  the 
fashion  of  the  day,  was  ornamented  with  silver  bells.  In  his  seat  he 
had  nothing  of  the  awkwardness  of  the  convent,  but  displayed  the 
easy  and  habitual  grace  of  a  well- trained  horseman.  Indeed,  it 
seemed  that  so  humble  a  conveyance  as  a  mule,  in  however  good  case, 
and  however  well  broken  to  a  pleasant  and  accommodating  amble, 
was  only  used  by  the  gallant  monk  for  travelling"  on  the  road.  A 
lay  brother,  one  of  those  who  followed  in  the  train,  had,  for  his  use 
on  other  occasions,  one  of  the  most  handsome  Spanish  jennets  ever 
bred  in  Andalusia,  which  merchants  used  at  that  time  to  import, 
with  great  trouble  and  risk,  for  the  use  of  persons  of  wealth  and  dis- 
tinction. The  saddle  and  housings  of  this  superb  palfrey  were 
covered  by  a  long  foot-cloth,  which  reached  nearly  to  the  ground, 
and  on  which  were  richly  embroidered,  mitres,  crosses,  and  other 
ecclesiastical  emblems.  Another  lay  brother  led  a  sumpter-mule, 
loaded  probably  with  his  superior's  baggage ;  and  two  monks  of  his 
own  order,  of  inferior  station,  rode  together  in  the  rear,  laughing  and 
conversing  with  each  other,  without  taking  much  notice  of  the  other 
members  of  the  cavalcade. 

The  companion  of  the  church  dignitary  was  a  man  past  forty,  thin, 
strong,  tall,  and  muscular;  an  athletic  figure,  which  long  fatigue  and 
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constant  exercise  seemed  to  have  left  none  of  the  softer  part  of  the 
human  form,  having  reduced  the  whole  to  brawn,  bones,  and  sinews, 
which  had  sustained  a  thousand  toils,  and  were  ready  to  dare  a 
thousand  more.  His  head  was  covered  with  a  scarlet  cap,  faced  with 
fur — of  that  kind  which  the  French  call  mortier,  from  its  resem- 
blance to  the  shape  of  an  inverted  mortar.  His  countenance  was 
therefore  fully  displayed,  and  its  expression  was  calculated  to  impress 
a  degree  of  awe,  if  not  of  fear,  upon  strangers.  High  features, 
naturally  strong  and  powerfully  expressive,  had  been  burnt  almost 
into  Negro  blackness  by  constant  exposure  to  the  tropical  sun,  and 
might,  in  their  ordinary  state,  be  said  to  slumber  after  the  storm  of 

Eassion  had  passed  away ;  but  the  projection  of  the  veins  of  the  fore- 
ead,  the  readiness  with  which  the  upper  lip  and  its  thick  black 
mustaches  quivered  upon  the  slightest  emotion,  plainly  intimated 
that  the  tempest  might  be  again  and  easily  awakened.  His  keen, 
piercing,  dark  eyes,  told  in  every  glance  a  history  of  difficulties  sub- 
dued, and  dangers  dared,  and  seemed  to  challenge  opposition  to  his 
wishes,  for  the  pleasure  of  sweeping  it  from  his  road  by  a  determined 
exertion  of  courage  and  of  will ;  a  deep  scar  on  his  brow  gave  addi- 
tional sternness  to  his  countenance,  and  a  sinister  expression  to  one 
of  his  eyes,  which  had  been  slightly  injured  on  the  same  occasion, 
and  of  which  the  vision,  though  perfect,  was  in  a  slight  and  partial 
degree  distorted. 

The  upper  dress  of  this  personage  resembled  that  of  his  companion 
in  shape,  being  a  long  monastic  mantle ;  but  the  colour,  being  scarlet, 
showed  that  he  did  not  belong  to  any  of  the  four  regular  orders  of 
monks.  On  the  right  shoulder  of  the  mantle  there  was  cut,  in  white 
cloth,  a  cross  of  a  peculiar  form.  This  upper  robe  concealed  what 
at  first  view  seemed  rather  inconsistent  with  its  form,  a  shirt,  namely, 
of  linked  mail,  with  sleeves  and  gloves  of  the  same,  curiously  plaited 
and  interwoven,  as  flexible  to  the  body  as  those  which  are  now 
wrought  in  the  stocking-loom,  out  of  less  obdurate  materials.  The 
fore-part  of  his  thighs,  where  the  folds  of  his  mantle  permitted  them 
to  be  seen,  were  also  covered  with  linked  mail ;  the  knees  and  feet 
were  defended  by  splints,  or  thin  plates  of  steel,  ingeniously  jointed 
upon  each  other;  and  mail  hose,  reaching  from  the  ankle  to  the 
knee,  effectually  protected  the  legs,  and  completed  the  rider's  defen- 
sive armour.  In  his  girdle  he  wore  a  long  and  double-edged  dagger, 
which  was  the  only  offensive  weapon  about  his  person. 

He  rode,  not  a* mule,  like  his  companion,  but  a  strong  hackney  for 
the  road,  to  save  his  gallant  war-horse,  which  a  squire  led  behind, 
fully  accoutred  for  battle,  with  a  chamfron  or  plaited  head-piece  upon 
his  head,  having  a  short  spike  projecting  from  the  front.  On  one 
side  of  the  saddle  hung  a  short  battle-axe,  richly  inlaid  with  Damas- 
cene carving ;  on  the  other  the  rider's  plumed  head-piece  and  hood 
of  mail,  with  a  long  two-handed  sword,  used  by  the  chivalry  of  the 
period. ^  A  second  squire  held  aloft  his  master's  lance,  from  the 
extremity  of  which  fluttered  a  small  banderole,  or  streamer,  bearing 
a  cross  of  the  same  form  with  that  embroidered  upon  his  cloak.  He 
also  carried  his  small  triangular  shield,  broad  enough  at  the  top  to 
protect  the  breast,  and  from  thence  diminishing  to  a  point.     It  was 
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covered  with  a  scarlet  cloth,  which  prevented  the  device  from  being- 
seen. 

m  These  two  squires  were  followed  by  two  attendants,  whose  dark 
visages,  white  turbans,  and  the  Oriental  form  of  their  garments, 
showed  them  to  be  natives  of  some  distant  Eastern  country.1  The 
whole  appearance  of  this  warrior  and  his  retinue  was  wild  and  out- 
landish ;  the  dress-  of  his  squires  was  gorgeous,  and  his  Eastern 
attendants  wore  silver  collars  round  their  throats,  and  bracelets  of 
the  same  metal  upon  their  swarthy  legs  and  arms,  of  which  the  former 
were  naked  from  the  elbow,  and  the  latter  from  mid-leg  to  ankle. 
Silk  and  embroidery  distinguished  their  dresses,  and  marked  the 
wealth  and  importance  of  their  master ;  forming,  at  the  same  time, 
a  striking  contrast  with  the  martial  simplicity  of  his  own  attire. 
They  were  armed  with  crooked  sabres,  having  the  hilt  and  baldric 
inlaid  with  gold,  and  matched  with  Turkish  daggers  of  yet  more 
costly  workmanship.  Each  of  them  bore  at  his  saddle-bow  a  bundle 
of  darts  or  javelins,  about  four  feet  in  length,  having  sharp  steel 
heads— a  weapon  much  in  use  among  the  Saracens,  and  of  which  the 
memory  is  yet  preserved  in  the  martial  exercise  called  El  Jerrid, 
still  practised  in  the  Eastern  countries. 

The  steeds  of  these  attandants  were  in  appearance  as  foreign  as 
their  riders.  They  were  of  Saracen  origin,  and  consequently  of 
Arabian  descent ;  and  their  fine  slender  limbs,  small  fetlocks,  thin 
manes,  and  easy  springy  motion,  formed  a  marked  contrast  with  the 
large-jointed  heavy  horses,  of  which  the  race  was  cultivated  in  Flan- 
ders and  in  Normandy,  for  mounting  the  men-at-arms  of  the  period 
in  all  the  panoply  of  plate  and  mail ;  and  which,  placed  by  the  side 
of  those  Eastern  coursers,  might  have  passed  for  a  personification  of 
substance  and  of  shadow. 

The  singular  appearance  of  this  cavalcade  not  only  attracted  the 
curiosity  of  Wamba,  but  excited  even  that  of  his  less  volatile  com- 
panion. The  monk  he  instantly  knew  to  be  the  Prior  of  Jorvaulx 
Abbey,  well  known  for  many  miles  around  as  a  lover  of  the  chase,  of 
the  banquet,  and,  if  fame  did  him  not  wrong,  of  other  worldly  plea- 
sures still  more  inconsistent  with  his  monastic  vows. 

Yet  so  loose  were  the  ideas  of  the  times  respecting  the  conduct  of 
the  clergy,  whether  secular  or  regular,  that  the  Prior  Aymer  main- 
tained a  fair  character  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  abbey.  His  free 
and  jovial  temper,  and  the  readiness  with  which  he  granted  absolu- 
tion from  all  ordinary  delinquencies,  rendered  him  a  favourite  among 
the  nobility  and  principal  gentry,  to  several  of  whom  he  was  allied 
by  birth,  being  of  a  distinguished  Norman  family.  The  ladies,  in 
particular,  were  not  disposed  to  scan  too  nicely  the  morals  of  a  man 
who  was  a  professed  admirer  of  their  sex,  and  wlm  possessed  many 
means  of  dispelling  the  ennui  which  was  too  apt  to  intrude  upon  the 
halls  and  bowers  of  an  ancient  feudal  castle.  The  Prior  mingled 
in  the  sports  of  the  field  with  more  than  due  eagerness,  and 
was  allowed  to  possess  the  best  trained  hawks,  and  the  fleetest 
greyhounds  in  the  North  Riding;  circumstances  which  strongly 
recommended  him  to  the  youthful  gentry.      With  the  old,  he  had 

1  See  Note  B.     N&yro  Slaves. 
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another  part  to  play,  which,  when  needful,  he  could  sustain  with 
great  decorum.  His"  knowledge  of  books,  however  superficial,  was 
sufficient  to  impress  upon  their  ignorance  respect  for  his  supposed 
learning ;  and  the  gravity  of  his  deportment  and  language,  with  the 
high  tone  which  he  exerted  in  setting  forth  the  authority  of  the 
church  and  of  the  priesthood,  impressed  them  no  less  with  an  opinion 
of  his  sanctity.  Even  the  common  people,  the  severest  critics  of  the 
conduct  of  their  betters,  had  commiseration  with  the  follies  of  Prior 
Aymer.  He  was  generous  ;  and  charity,  as  it  is  well  known,  covereth 
a  multitude  of  sins,  in  another  sense  than  that  in  which  it  is  said  to 
do  so  in  Scripture.  The  revenues  of  the  monastery,  of  which  a  large 
part  was  at  his  disposal,  while  they  gave  him  the  means  of  supplying 
his  own  very  considerable  expenses,  afforded  also  those  largesses 
which  he  bestowTed  among  the  peasantry,  and  with  which  he  frequently 
relieved  the  distresses  of  the  oppressed.  If  Prior  Aymer  rode  hard  in 
the  chase,  or  remained  long  at  the  banquet,— if  Prior  Aymer  was  seen, 
at  the  early  peep  of  dawn,  to  enter  the  postern  of  the  abbey,  as  he 
glided  home  from  some  rendezvous  which  had  occupied  the  hours  of 
darkness,  men  only  shrugged  up  their  shoulders,  and  reconciled 
themselves  to  his  irregularities  by  recollecting  that  the  same  were 
practised  by  many  of  his  brethren  who  had  no  redeeming  qualities 
whatsoever  to  atone  for  them.  Prior  Aymer,  therefore,  and  his 
character,  were  well  known  to  our  Saxon  serfs,  who  made  their  rude 
obeisance,  and  received  his  "  bsnedicite,  mesfilz"  in  return. 

But  the  singular  appearance  of  his  companion  and  his  attendants, 
arrested  their  attention  and  excited  their  wonder,  and  they  could 
scarcely  attend  to  the  Prior  of  Jorvaulx'  question,  when  he  demanded 
if  they  knew  of  any  place  of  harbourage  in  the  vicinity ;  so  much 
were  they  surprised  at  the  half  monastic,  half  military  appearance  of 
the  swarthy  stranger,  and  at  the  uncouth  dress  and  arms  of  his 
Eastern  attendants.  It  is  probable,  too,  that  the  language  in  which 
the  benediction  was  conferred,  and  the  information  asked,  sounded 
ungracious,  though  not  probably  unintelligible,  in  the  ears  of  the 
Saxon  peasants. 

"  1  asked  you,  my  children/'  said  the  Prior  raising  his  voice,  and 
using  the  lingua  Franca,  or  mixed  language,  in  which  the  Norman 
and  Saxon  races  conversed  with  each  other,  "  if  there  be  in  this 
neighbourhood  any  good  man,  who  for  the  love  of  God,  and  devotion 
to  Mother  Church,  will  give  two  of  her  humblest  servants,  with  their 
train,  a  night's  hospitality  and  refreshment  ?  " 

This  he  spoke  with  a  tone  of  conscious  importance,  which  formed 
a  strong  contrast  to  the  modest  terms  which  he  thought  it  proper  to 
employ. 

"  Two  of  the  humblest  servants  of  Mother  Church ! "  repeated 
Wamba  to  himself, — but,  fool  as  he  was,  taking  care  not  to  make  his 
observation  audible ;  "  I  should  like  to  see  her  seneschals,  her  chief 
butlers,  and  her  other  principal  domestics  ?  " 

After  this  internal  commentary  on  the  Prior's  speech  he  raised  his 
eyes,  and  replied  to  the  question  which  had  been  put. 

"  If  the  reverend  fathers,"  he  said,  "  loved  good  cheer  and  soft 
lodging,  few  miles  of  riding  would  carry  them  to  the  Priory  of 
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Brinxworth,  where  their  quality  could  not  but  secure  them  the  most 
honourable  reception ;  or  if  they  preferred  spending'  a  penitential 
evening",  they  might  turn  down  yonder  wild  glade,  which  would 
bring"  them  to  the  hermitage  of  Copmanhurst,  where  a  pious 
anchoret  would  make  them  sharers  for  the  night  of  the  shelter  of  his 
roof  and  the  benefit  of  his  prayers." 

The  Prior  shook  his  head  at  both  proposals. 

"  Mine  honest  friend,"  said  he,  "  if  the  jangling  of  thy  bells  had  not 
dizzied  thine  understanding,  thou  mightest  have  known  Clericus 
clericum  non  decimat ;  that  is  to  say,  we  churchmen  do  not  exhaust 
each  other's  hospitality,  but  rather  require  that  of  the  laity,  giving 
them  thus  an  opportunity  to  serve  God  in  honouring  and  relieving 
his  appointed  servants." 

"  It  is  true,"  replied  Wamba,  "  that  I,  being  but  an  ass,  am,  never- 
theless, honoured  to  bear  the  bells  as  well  as  your  reverence's  mule ; 
notwithstanding,  I  did  conceive  that  the  charity  of  Mother  Church 
and  her  servants  might  be  said,  with  other,  charity,  to  begin  at 
home," 

"  A  truce  to  thine  insolence,  fellow,"  said  the  armed  rider,  breaking 
in  on  his  prattle  with  a  high  and  stern  voice, "  and  tell  us,  if  thou 
canst,  the  road  to How  called  you  your  Franklin,  Prior  Aymer  ?  " 

"  Cedric,"  answered  the  Prior ;  "  Cedric  the  Saxon. — Tell  me,  good 
fellow,  are  we  near  his  dwelling,  and  can  you  show  us  the  road  ?  " 

"  The  road  will  be  uneasy  to  find,"  answered  Gurth,  who  broke 
silence  for  the  first  time,  "and  the  family  of  Cedric  retire  early  to 
rest." 

"  Tush,  tell  not  me,  fellow,"  said  the  military  rider  ;  "  'tis  easy  for 
them  to  arise  and  supply  the  wants  of  travellers  such  as  we  are,  who 
will  not  stoop  to  beg  the  hospitality  which  we  have  a  right  to  com- 
mand." 

"  I  know  not,"  said  Gurth,  sullenly,  "  if  I  should  show  the  way  to 
my  master's  house,  to  those  who  demand  as  a  right,  the  shelter 
which  most  are  fain  to  ask  as  a  favour." 

"  Do  you  dispute  with  me,  slave ! "  said  the  soldier ;  and,  setting 
spurs  to  his  horse,  he  caused  him  make  a  demivolte  across  the  path, 
raising  at  the  same  time  the  riding  rod  which  he  held  in  his  hand, 
with  a  purpose  of  chastising  what  he  considered  as  the  insolence  of 
the  peasant. 

Gurth  darted  at  him  a  savage  and  revengeful  scowl,  and  with  a 
fierce,  yet  hesitating  motion,  laid  his  hand  on  the  haft  of  his  knife ; 
but  the  interference  of  Prior  Aymer,  who  pushed  his  mule  betwixt 
his  companion  and  the  swineherd,  prevented  the  meditated  violence. 

"  Nay,  by  St  Mary,  brother  Brian,  you  must  not  think  you.  are  now 
in  Palestine,  predominating  over  heathen  Turks  and  infidel  Saracens; 
we  islanders  love  not  blows,  save  those  of  holy  Church,  who  chas- 
teneth  whom  she  loveth. — Tell  me,  good  fellow,"  said  he  to  Wamba, 
and  seconded  his  speech  by  a  small  piece  of  silver  coin,  "  the  way  to 
Cedric  the  Saxon's  ;  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of  it,  and  it  is  your  duty 
to  direct  the  wanderer  even  when  his  character  is  less  sanctified 
than  ours." 

"  In  truth,  venerable  father,"  answered  the  Jester,  "  the  Saracen 
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head  of  your  right  reverend  companion  has  frightened  out  of  mine 
the  way  home— I  am  not  sure  I  shall  get  there  to-night  myself." 

"  Tush,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  thou  canst  tell  us  if  thou  wilt.  This 
reverend  brother  has  been  all  his  life  engaged  in  fighting  among  the 
Saracens  for  the  recovery  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  ;  he  is  of  the  order 
of  Knights  Templars,  whom  you  may  have  heard  of;  he  is  half  a 
monk,  half  a  soldier." 

"  If  he  is  but  half  a  monk,"  said  the  Jester,  "  he  should  not  be 
wholly  unreasonable  with  those  whom  he  meetsupon  the  road,  even 
if  they  should  be  in  no  hurry  to  answer  questions  that  noway  con- 
cern them." 

"  I  forgive  thy  wit,"  replied  the  Abbot,  "  on  condition  thou  wilt 
show  me  the  way  to  Cedric's  mansion." 

"  Well,  then,"  answered  Wamba,  "  your  reverences  must  hold  on 
this  path  till  you  come  to  a  sunken  cross,  of  which  scarce  a  cubit's 
length  remains  above  ground;  then  take  the  path  to  the  left,  for 
there  are  four  which  meet  at  Sunken  Cross,  and  I  trust  your  rever- 
ences will  obtain  shelter  before  the  storm  comes  on." 

The  Abbot  thanked  his  sage  adviser ;  and  the  cavalcade,  setting 
spurs  to  their  horses,  rode  on  as  men  do  who  wish  to  reach  their 
inn  before  the  bursting  of  a  night-storm.  As  their  horses'  hoofs 
died  away,  Gurth  said  to  his  companion,  "  If  they  follow  thy  wise 
direction,  the  reverend  fathers  will  hardly  reach  Rotherwood  this 
night." 

li  No,"  said  the  Jester,  grinning,  "  but  they  may  reach  Sheffield  if 
they  have  good  luck,  and  that  is  as  fit  a  place  for  them.  I  am  not  so 
bad  a  woodsman  as  to  show  the  dog  where  the  deer  lies,  if  I  have  no 
mind  he  should  chase  him." 

"  Thou  art  right,"  said  Gurth ;  "  it  were  ill  that  Aymer  saw  the 
Lady  Rowena ;  and  it  were  worse,  it  may  be,  for  Cedric  to  quarrel, 
as  is  most  likely  he  would,  with  this  military  monk.  But,  like  good 
servants,  let  us  hear  and  see,  and  say  nothing." 

We  return  to  the  riders,  who  had  soon  left  the  bondsmen  far  be- 
hind them,  and  who  maintained  the  following  conversation  in  the 
Norman-French  language,  usually  employed  by  the  superior  classes, 
with  the  exception  of  the  few  who  were  still  inclined  to  boast  their 
Saxon  descent. 

"  What  mean  these  fellows  by  their  capricious  insolence?"  said  the 
Templar  to  the  Benedictine,  "  and  why  did  you  prevent  me  from 
chastising  it  ?  " 

"  Marry,  brother  Brian,"  replied  the  Prior,  "  touching  the  one  of 
them,  it  were  hard  for  me  to  render  a  reason  for  a  fool  speaking 
according  to  his  folly ;  and  the  other  churl  is  of  that  savage,  fierce, 
intractable  race,  some  of  whom,  as  I  have  often  told  you,  are  still  to 
be  found  among  the  descendants  of  the  conquered  Saxons,  and  whose 
supreme  pleasure  it  is  to  testify,  by  all  means  in  their  power,  their 
aversion  to  their  conquerors." 

"  I  would  soon  have  beat  him  into  courtesy,"  observed  Brian ;  "  I 
am  accustomed  to  deal  with  such  spirits.  Our  Turkish  captives  are 
as  fierce  and  intractable  as  Odin  himself  could  have  been  ;  yet  two 
months  in  my  household,  under  the  management  of  my  master  of  the 
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slaves,  has  made  them  humble,  submissive,  serviceable,  and  observant 
of  your  will.  Marry,  sir,  you  must  beware  of  the  poison  and  the 
dagger ;  for  they  use  either  with  free  will  when  you  give  them  the 
slightest  opportunity." 

"  Ay,  but/'  answered  Prior  Aymer,  "  every  land  has  its  own  man- 
ners and  fashions ;  and,  besides  that  beating  this  fellow  could  pro- 
cure us  no  information  respecting  the  road  to  Cedric's  house,  it 
would  have  been  sure  to  have  established  a  quarrel  betwixt  you  and 
him  had  we  found  our  way  thither.  Remember  what  I  told  you ; 
this  wealthy  Franklin  is  proud,  fierce,  jealous,  and  irritable  ;  a  with- 
stander  of  the  nobility,  and  even  of  his  neighbours,  Reginald  Front- 
de-Boeuf,  and  Philip  Malvoisin,  who  are  no  babes  to  strive  with.  He 
stands  up  so  sternly  for  the  privileges  of  his  race,  and  is  so  proud  of 
his  uninterrupted  descent  from  Hereward,  a  renowned  champion  of 
the  Heptarchy,*  that  he  is  universally  called  Cedric  the  Saxon ;  and 
makes  a  boast  of  his  belonging  to  a  people  from  whom  many  others 
endeavour  to  hide  their  descent,  lest  they  should  encounter  a  share 
of  the  vae  victis,  or  severities  imposed  upon  the  vanquished." 

"  Prior  Aymer,"  said  the  Templar,  "  you  are  a  man  of  gallantry, 
learned  in  the  study  of  beauty,  and  as  expert  as  a  troubadour  in  all 
matters  concerning  the  arrets  of  love;  but  I  shall  expect  much 
beauty  in  this  celebrated  Rowena,  to  counterbalance  the  self-denial 
and  forbearance  which  I  must  exert,  if  I  am  to  court  the  favour  of 
such  a  seditious  churl  as  you  have  described  her  father  Cedric." 

"  Cedric  is  not  her  father,"  replied  the  Prior,  "  and  is  but  of 
remote  relation ;  she  is  descended  from  higher  blood  than  even  he 
pretends  to,  and  is  but  distantly  connected  with  him  by  birth.  Her 
guardian,  however,  he  is,  self-constituted  as  I  believe  ;  but  his  ward 
is  as  dear  to  him  as  if  she  were  his  own  child.  Of  her  beauty  you 
shall  soon  be  judge ;  and  if  the  purity  of  her  complexion,  and  the 
majestic,  yet  soft  expression  of  a  mild  blue  eye,  do  not  chase  from 
your  memory  the  black-tressed  girls  of  Palestine,  ay,  or  the  houris 
of  old  Mahound's  paradise,  I  am  an  infidel,  and  no  true  son  of  the 
church." 

"  Should  your  boasted  beauty,"  said  the  Templar,  "  be  weighed  in 
the  balance  and  found  wanting,  youjaiow  our  wager?" 

"  My  good  collar,"  answered  the  Prior,  "  against  ten  butts  of  Chian 
wine ;  they  are  mine  as  securely  as  if  they  were  already  in  the  con- 
vent vaults,  under  the  key  of  old  Dennis  the  cellarer." 

"And  I  am  myself  to  be  judge,"  said  the  Templar,  "and  am  only  to 
be  convicted  on  my  own  admission,  that  I  have  seen  no  maiden  so 
beautiful  since  Pentecost  was  a  twelvemonth.  Ran  it  not  so? — 
Prior,  your  collar  is  in  danger ;  I  will  wear  it  over  my  gorget  in  the 
lists  of  Ashby-de-la-Zouche." 

"  Win  it  fairly,"  said  the  Prior,  "  and  wear  it  as  ye  will ;  I  will 
trust  your  giving  true  response,  on  your  word  as  a  knight  and  as  a 
churchman.  Yet,  brother,  take  my  advice,  and  file  your  tongue  to  a 
little  more  courtesy  than  your  habits  of  predominating  over  infidel 
captives  and  eastern  bondsmen  have  accustomed  you.  Cedric  the 
Saxon,  if  offended,— and  he  is  no  way  slack  in  taking  offence, — is  a 
man  who,  without  respect  to  your  knighthood,  my  high  office,  or  the 
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sanctity  of  either,  would  clear  his  house  of  us,  and  send  us  to  lodge 
with  the  larks,  though  the  hour  were  midnight.  And  be  careful  how 
you  look  on  Rowena,  whom  he  cherishes  with  the  most  jealous  care ; 
an  he  take  the  least  alarm  in  that  quarter,  we  are  but  lost  men. 
It  is  said  he  banished  his  only  son  from  his  family  for  lifting  his 
eyes  in  the  way  of  affection  towards  this  beauty,  who  may  be  wor- 
shipped, it  seems,  at  a  distance,  but  is  not  to  be  approached  with 
other  thoughts  than  such  as  we  bring  to  the  shrine  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin." 

"  Well,  you  have  said  enough/'  answered  the  Templar ;  "  I  will  for 
a  night  put  on  the  needful  restraint,  and  deport  me  as  meekly  as  a 
maiden ;  but  as  for  the  fear  of  his  expelling  us  by  violence,  myself 
and  squires,  with  Hamet  and  Abdalla,  will  warrant  you  against  that 
disgrace.  Doubt  not  that  we  shall  be  strong  enough  to  make  good 
our  quarters." 

"  We  must  not  let  it  come  so  far,"  answered  the  Prior ;  "  but  here 
is  the  clown's  sunken  cross,  and  the  night  is  so  dark  that  we  can 
hardly  see  which  of  the  roads  we  are  to  follow.  He  bid  us  turn,  I 
think,  to  the  left." 

"  To  the  right,"  said  Brian,  "  to  the  best  of  my  remembrance." 

"  To  the  left,  certainly,  the  left ;  I  remember  his  pointing  with  his 
wooden  sword." 

"  Ay,  but  he  held  his  sword  in  his  left  hand,  and  so  pointed  across 
his  body  with  it,"  said  the  Templar. 

Each  maintained  his  opinion  with  sufficient  obstinacy,  as  is  usual 
in  all  such  cases  ;  the  attendants  were  appealed  to,  but  they  had  not 
been  near  enough  to  hear  Wamba's  directions.  At  length  Brian  re- 
marked, what  had  at  first  escaped  him  in  the  twilight ;  "  Here  is 
some  one  either  asleep,  or  lying  dead  at  the  foot  of  this  cross — Hugo, 
stir  him  with  the  but-end  of  thy  lance." 

This  was  no  sooner  done  than  the  figure  arose,  exclaiming  in  good 
French,  "  Whosoever  thou  art,  it  is  discourteous  in  you  to  disturb  my 
thoughts." 

"  We  did  but  wish  to  ask  you,"  said  the  Prior,  "  the  road  to  Rother- 
wood,  the  abode  of  Cedric  the  Saxon." 

"  I  myself  am  bound  thither,"  replied  the  stranger  ;  "  and  if  I  had 
a  horse,  I  would  be  your  guide,  for  the  way  is  somewhat  intricate, 
though  perfectly  well  known  to  me." 

"Thou  shalt  have  both  thanks  and  reward,  my  friend,  said  the 
Prior,  "  if  thou  wilt  bring  us  to  Cedric's  in  safety." 

And  he  caused  one  of  his  attendants  to  mount  his  own  led  horse, 
and  give  that  upon  which  he  had  hitherto  ridden  to  the  stranger,  who 
was  to  serve  for  a  guide. 

Their  conductor  pursued  an  opposite  road  from  that  which  Wamba 
had  recommended,  for  the  purpose  of  misleading  them.  The  path 
soon  led  deeper  into  the  woodland,  and  crossed  more  than  one  brook, 
the  approach  to  which  was  rendered  perilous  by  the  marshes  through 
which  it  flowed ;  but  the  stranger  seemed  to  know,  as  if  by  instinct, 
the  soundest  ground  and  the  safest  points  of  passage ;  and  by  dint  of 
caution  and  attention,  brought  the  party  safely  into  a  wilder  avenue 
than  any  they  had  yet  seen  ;  and,  pointing  to  a  large,  low,  irregular 
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building*  at  the  upper  extremity,  he  said  to  the  Prior,  "  Yonder  is 
Rotherwood,  the  dwelling  of  Cedric  the  Saxon-" 

This  was  a  joyful  intimation  to  Aymer,  whose  nerves  were  none  of 
the  strongest,  and  who  had  suffered  such  agitation  and  alarm  in  the 
course  of  passing  through  the  dangerous  bogs,  that  he  had  not  yet 
had  the  curiosity  to  ask  his  guide  a  single  question.  Finding  him- 
self now  at  his  ease  and  near  shelter,  his  curiosity  began  to  awake, 
and  he  demanded  of  the  guide  who  and  what  he  was. 

"  A  Palmer,  just  returned  from  the  Holy  Land,"  was  the  answer. 

"  You  had  better  have  tarried  there  to  fight  for  the  recovery  of 
the  Holy  Sepulchre,"  said  the  Templar. 

"  True,  Reverend  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  Palmer,  to  whom  the 
appearance  of  the  Templar  seemed  perfectly  familiar,  "but  when 
those  who  are  under  oath  to  recover  the  holy  city  are  found  travel- 
ling at  such  a  distance  from  the  scene  of  their  duties,  can  you  wonder 
that  a  peaceful  peasant  like  me  should  decline  the  task  which  they 
have  abandoned  ?  " 

The  Templar  would  have  made  an  angry  reply,  but  was  interrupted 
by  the  Prior,  who  again  expressed  his  astonishment  that  their  guide, 
after  such  long  absence,  should  be  so  perfectly  acquainted  with  the 
passes  of  the  forest. 

"  I  was  born  a  native  of  these  parts,"  answered  their  guide,  and  as 
he  made  the  reply  they  stood  before  the  mansion  of  Cedric, — a  low, 
irregular  building,  containing  several  courtyards  or  enclosures,  ex- 
tending over  a  considerable  space  of  ground,  and  which,  though  its 
size  argued  the  inhabitant  to  be  a  person  of  wealth,  differed  entirely 
from  the  tall,  turreted,  and  castellated  buildings  in  which  the  Norman 
nobility  resided,  and  which  had  become  the  universal  style  of  archi- 
tecture throughout  England. 

Rotherwood  was  not,  however,  without  defences;  no  habitation, 
m  that  disturbed  period,  could  have  been  so,  without  the  risk  of 
being  plundered  and  burnt  before  the  next  morning.  A' deep  fosse, 
or  ditch,  was  drawn  round  the  whole  building  and  filled  with  water 
from  a  neighbouring  stream.  A  double  stockade,  or  palisade,  com- 
posed of  pointed  beams,  which  the  adjacent  forest  supplied,  defended 
the  outer  and  inner  bank  of  the  trench.  There  was  an  entrance 
from  the  west  through  the  outer  stockade,  which  communicated  by 
a  drawbridge,  with  a  similar  opening  in  the  interior  defences.  Some 
precautions  had  been  taken  to  place  those  entrances  under  the  pro- 
tection of  projecting  .angles,  by  which  they  might  be  flanked  in  case 
of  need  by  archers  or  slingers. 

Before  this  entrance  the  Templar  wound  his  horn  loudly ;  for  the 
rain,  which  had  long  threatened,  began  now  to  descend  with  great 
violence. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Then  (sad  relief!)  from  the  bleak  coast  that  hears 
The  German  Ocean  roar,  deep-blooming,  strong, 
And  yellow-hair'd,  the  blue-eyed  Saxon  came. 

Thomson's  Liberty. 

In  a  hall,  the  height  of  which  was  greatly  disproportioned  to  its 
extreme  length  and  width,  a  long  oaken  table,  formed  of  planks 
rough-hewn  from  the  forest,  and  which  had  scarcely  received  any 
polish,  stood  ready  prepared  for  the  evening  meal  of  Cedric  the 
Saxon.  The  roof,  composed  of  beams  and  rafters,  had  nothing  to 
divide  the  apartment  from  the  sky  excepting  the  planking  and 
thatch ;  there  was  a  huge  fireplace  at  either  end  of  the  hall,  but  as 
the  chimneys  were  constructed  in  a  very  clumsy  manner,  at  least  as 
much  of  the  smoke  found  its  way  into  the  apartment  as  escaped  by 
the  proper  vent.  The  constant  vapour  which  this  occasioned  had 
polished  the  rafters  and  beams  of  the  low-browed  hall,  by  encrusting 
them  with  a  black  varnish  of  soot.  On  the  sides  of  the  apartment 
hung  implements  of  war  and  of  the  chase,  and  there  were  at  each 
corner  folding  doors,  which  gave  access  to  other  parts  of  the  exten- 
sive building. 

The  other  appointments  of  the  mansion  partook  of  the  rude  sim- 
plicity of  the  Saxon  period,  which  Cedric  piqued  himself  upon  main- 
taining. The  floor  was  composed  of  earth  mixed  with  lime,  trodden 
into  a  hard  substance,  such  as  is  often  employed  in  flooring  our 
modern  barns.  For  about  one  quarter  of  the  length  of  the  apart- 
ment the  floor  was  raised  by  a  step,  and  this  space,  which  was  called 
the  dais,  was  occupied  only  by  the  principal  members  of  the  family, 
and  visitors  of  distinction.  For  this  purpose,  a  table  richly  covered 
with  scarlet  cloth  was  placed  transversely  across  the  platform,  from 
the  middle  of  which  ran  the  longer  and  lower  board,  at  which  the 
domestics  and  inferior  persons  fed,  down  towards  the  bottom  of  the 
hall.  The  whole  resembled  the  form  of  the  letter  T,  or  some  of 
those  ancient  dinner-tables,  which,  arranged  on  the  same  principles, 
may  be  stilly  seen  in  the  antique  colleges  of  Oxford  or  Cambridge. 
Massive  chairs  and  settles  of  carved  oak  were  placed  upon  the  dais, 
and  over  these  seats  and  the  more  elevated  table  was  fastened  a 
canopy  of  cloth,  which  served  in  some  degree  to  protect  the  digni- 
taries who  occupied  that  distinguished  station  from  the  weather,  and 
especially  from  the  rain,  which  in  some  places  found  its  way  through 
the  ill-constructed  roof. 

The  walls  of  this  upper  end  of  the  hall,  as  far  as  the  dais  extended, 
were  covered  with  hangings  or  curtains,  and  upon  the  floor  there 
was  a  carpet,  both  of  which  were  adorned  with  some  attempts  at 
tapestry,  or  embroidery,  executed  with  brilliant  or  rather  gaudy 
colouring.  Over  the  lower  range  of  table,  the  roof,  as  we  have 
noticed,  had  no  covering;  the  rough  plastered  walls  were  left  bare, 
and  the  rude  earthen  floor  was  uncarpeted ;  the  board  was  uncovered 
by  a  cloth,  and  rude  massive  benches  supplied  the  place  of  chairs. 

In  the  centre  of  the  upper  table  were  placed  two  chairs,  more 

B 


18  IVANHOE. 

elevated  than  the  rest,  for  the  master  and  mistress  of  the  family,  who 
presided  over  the  scene  of  hospitality,  and  from  doing"  so  derived 
their  Saxon  title  of  honour,  which  signifies  "  the  Dividers  of  Bread." 

To  each  of  these  chairs  was  added  a  footstool,  curiously  carved 
and  inlaid  with  ivory,  which  mark  of  distinction  was  peculiar  to 
them.  One  of  these  seats  was  at  present  occupied  by  Cedric  the 
Saxon,  who,  though  but  in  rank  a  thane,  or,  as  the  Normans  called 
him,  a  Franklin,  felt,  at  the  delay  of  his  evening1  meal,  an  irritable 
impatience,  which  might  have  become  an  alderman,  whether  of  ancient 
or  of  modern  times. 

It  appeared,  indeed,  from  the  countenance  of  this  proprietor,  that 
he  was  of  a  frank,  but  hasty  and  choleric  temper.  He  was  not  above 
the  middle  stature,  but  broad-shouldered,  long-armed,  and  powerfully 
made,  like  one  accustomed  to  endure  tlie  fatigue  of  war  or  of  the 
chase ;  his  face  was  broad,  with  large  blue  eyes,  open  and  frank 
features,  fine  teeth,  and  a  well-formed  head,  altogether  expressive  of 
that  sort  of  good-humour  which  often  lodges  with  a  sudden  and 
hasty  temper.  Pride  and  jealousy  there  was  in  his  eye,  for  his  life 
had  been  spent  in  asserting*  rights  which  were  constantly  liable  to 
invasion  ;  and  the  prompt,  fiery,  and  resolute  disposition  of  the  man 
had  been  kept  constantly  upon  the  alert  by  the  circumstances  of  his 
situation.  His  long"  yellow  hair  was  equally  divided  on  the  top  of  his 
head  and  upon  his  brow,  and  combed  down  on  each  side  to  the  length 
of  his  shoulders  :  it  had  but  little  tendency  to  grey,  although  Cedric 
was  approaching  to  his  sixtieth  year. 

His  dress  was  a  tunic  of  forest  green,  furred  at  the  throat  and 
cuffs  with  what  was  called  minever ;  a  kind  of  fur  inferior  in  quality 
to  ermine,  and  formed,  it  is  believed,  of  the  skin  of  the  grey  squirrel. 
This  doublet  hung  unbuttoned  over  a  close  dress  of  scarlet  which 
sate  tight  to  his  body ;  he  had  breeches  of  the  same,  but  they  did  not 
reach  below  the  lower  part  of  the  thigh,  leaving  the  knee  exposed. 
His  feet  had  sandals  ot  the  same  fashion  with  the  peasants,  but  of 
finer  materials,  and  secured  in  the  front  with  golden  clasps.  He  had 
bracelets  of  gold  upon  his  arms,  and  a  broad  collar  of  the  same  pre- 
cious metal  around  his  neck.  About  his  waist  he  wore  a  richly- 
studded  belt,  in  which  was  stuck  a  short  straight  two-edged  sword, 
with  a  sharp  point,  so  disposed  as  to  hang  almost  perpendicularly  by 
his  side.  Behind  his  seat  was  hung  a  scarlet  cloth  cloak  lined  with 
fur,  and  a  cap  of  the  same  materials  richly  embroidered,  which  com- 
pleted the  dress  of  the  opulent  landholder  when  he  chose  to  go  forth. 
A  short  boar-spear,  with  a  broad  and  bright  steel  head,  also  reclined 
against  the  back  of  his  chair,  which  served  him,  when  he  walked 
abroad,  for  the  purposes  of  a  staff  or  of  a  weapon,  as  chance  might 
require. 

Several  domestics,  whose  dress  held  various  proportions  betwixt 
the  richness  of  their  master's  and  the  coarse  and  simple  attire  of  J 
Gurth  the  swineherd,  watched  the  looks  and  waited  the  commands  J 
of  the  Saxon  dignitary.  Two  or  three  servants  of  a  superior  order  | 
stood  behind  their  master  upon  the  dais;  the  rest  occupied  the  lower  I 
part  of  the  hall.  Other  attendants  there  were  of  a  different  descrip-l 
tion  ;  two  or  three  large  and  shaggy  greyhounds,  such  as  were  theull 
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employed  in  hunting'  the  stag  and  wolf;  as  many  slow-hounds  of  a 
large  bony  breed,  with  thick  necks,  large  heads,  and  long  ears  ;  and 
one  or  two  of  the  smaller  dogs,  now  called  terriers,  which  waited 
with  impatience  the  arrival  of  the  supper ;  but  with  the  sagacious 
knowledge  of  physiognomy  peculiar  to  their  race,  forbore  to  intrude 
upon  the  moody  silence  of  their  master,  apprehensive  probably  of  a 
small  white  truncheon  which  lay  by  Cedric's  trencher,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  repelling  the  advances  of  his  four-legged  dependants.  One 
grisly  old  wolf-dog  alone,  with  the  liberty  of  an  indulged  favourite, 
had  planted  himself  close  by  the  chair  of  state,  and  occasionally  ven- 
tured to  solicit  notice  by  putting  his  large  hairy  head  upon  his 
master's  knee,  or  pushing  his  nose  into  his  hand.  Even  he  was  re- 
pelled by  the  stern  command,  "  Down,  Balder,  down !  I  am  not  in 
the  humour  for  foolery." 

In  fact,  Cedric,  as  we  have  observed,  was  in  no  very  placid  state  of 
mind.  The  Lady  Rowena,  who  had  been  absent  to  attend  an  even- 
ing mass  at  a  distant  church,  had  but  just  returned,  and  was  changing 
her  garments,  which  had  been  wetted  by  the  storm.  There  were  as 
yet  no  tidings  of  Gurth  and  his  charge,  which  should  long  since  have 
been  driven  home  from  the  forest ;  and  such  was  the  insecurity  of 
the  period,  as  to  render  it  probable  that  the  delay  might  be  explained 
by  some  depredation  of  the  outlaws,  with  whom  the  adjacent  forest 
abounded,  or  by  the  violence  of  some  neighbouring  baron,  whose 
consciousness  of  strength  made  him  equally  negligent  of  the  laws  of 
property.  The  matter  was  of  consequence,  for  great  part  of  the 
domestic  wealth  of  the  Saxon  proprietors  consisted  in  numerous 
herds  of  swine,  especially  in  forest-land,  where  those  animals  easily 
found  their  food. 

Besides  these  subjects  of  anxiety,  the  Saxon  thane  was  impatient 
for  the  presence  of  his  favourite  clown  Wamba,  whose  jests,  such  as 
they  were,  served  for  a  sort  of  seasoning  to  his  evening  meal,  and  to 
the  deep  draughts  of  ale  and  wine  with  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
accompanying  it.  Add  to  all  this,  Cedric  had  fasted  since  noon,  and 
his  usual  supper  hour  was  long  past,  a  cause  of  irritation  common  to 
country  squires,  both  in  ancient  and  modern  times.  His  displeasure 
was  expressed  in  broken  sentences,  partly  muttered  to  himself,  partly 
addressed  to  the  domestics  who  stood  around;  and  particularly  to 
his  cupbearer,  who  offered  him  from  time  to  time,  as  a  sedative,  a 
silver  goblet  filled  with  wine — "  Why  tarries  the  Lady  Rowena  ?  " 

"  She  is  but  changing  her  head-gear,"  replied  a  female  attendant, 
with  as  much  confidence  as  the  favourite  lady's-maid  usually  answers 
the  master  of  a  modern  family ;  "  you  would  not  wish  her  to  sit  down 
to  the  banquet  in  her  hood  and  kirtle  ?  and  no  lady  within  the  shire 
can  be  quicker  in  arraying  herself  than  my  mistress." 

This  undeniable  argument  produced  a  sort  of  acquiescent  umph! 
on  the  part  of  the  Saxon,  with  the  addition,  "  I  wish  her  devotion 
may  choose  fair  weather  for  the  next  visit  to  St  John's  Kirk ; — but 
what,  in  the  name  of  ten  devils,"  continued  he,  turning  to  the  cup- 
bearer, and  raising  his  voice  as  if  happy  to  have  found  a  channel 
into  which  he  might  divert  his  indignation  without  fear  or  control — 
"  what,  in  the  name  of  ten  devils,  keeps  Gurth  so  long  a-field  ?    I 
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suppose  we  shall  have  an  evil  account  of  the  herd ;  he  was  wont  to 
be  a  faithful  and  cautious  drudge,  and  I  had  destined  him  for  some- 
thing better ;  perchance  I  might  even  have  made  him  one  of  my 
warders." * 

Oswald  the  cupbearer  modestly  suggested,  "  that  it  was  scarce  an 
hour  since  the  tolling  of  the  curfew;"  an  ill-chosen  apology,  since  it 
turned  upon  a  topic  so  harsh  to  Saxon  ears. 

'•  The  foul  fiend,"  exclaimed  Cedric,  "  take  the  curfew-bell,  and 
the  tyrannical  bastard  by  whom  it  was  devised,  and  the  heartless 
slave  who  names  it  with  a  Saxon  tongue  to  a  Saxon  ear  !  The 
curfew ! "  he  added,  pausing,  "  ay,  the  curfew ;  which  compels  true 
men  to  extinguish  their  lights,  that  thieves  and  robbers  may  work 
their  deeds  in  darkness !— Ay,  the  curfew ; — Reginald  Front-de- 
Boeuf  and  Philip  de  Malvoisin  know  the  use  of  the  curfew  as  well 
as  William  the  bastard  himself,  or  e'er  a  Norman  adventurer  that 
fought  at  Hastings.  I  shall  hear,  I  guess,  that  my  property  has 
been  swept  off  to  save  from  starving  the  hungry  banditti,  whom 
they  cannot  support  but  by  theft  and  robbery.  My  faithful  slave 
is  murdered,  and  my  goods  are  taken  for  a  prey— and  Wamba — 
where  is  Wamba?  Said  not  some  one  he  had  gone  forth  with 
Gurth?" 

Oswald  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"Ay!  why  this  is  better  and  better!  he  is  carried  off  too,  the 
Saxon  fool,  to  serve  the  Norman  lord.  Fools  are  we  all  indeed  that 
serve  them,  and  fitter  subjects  for  their  scorn  and  laughter,  than  if 
we  were  born  with  but  half  our  wits.  But  I  will  be  avenged,"  he 
added,  starting  from  his  chair  in  impatience  at  the  supposed  injury, 
and  catching  hold  of  his  boar-spear;  "I  will  go  with  my  complaint 
to  the  great  council ;  I  have  friends,  I  have  followers — man  to  man 
will  I  appeal  the  Norman  to  the  lists ;  let  him  come  in  his  plate  and 
his  mail,  and  all  that  can  render  cowardice  bold ;  I  have  sent  such 
a  javelin  as  this  through  a  stronger  fence  than  three  of  their  war 
shields ! — Haply  they  think  me  old ;  but  they  shall  find,  alone  and 
childless  as  I  am,  the  blood  of  Hereward  is  in  the  veins  of  Cedric — 
Ah,  Wilfred,  Wilfred!"  he  exclaimed  in  a  lower  tone,  "couldst  thou 
have  ruled  thine  unreasonable  passion,  thy  father  had  not  been  left 
in  his  age  like  the  solitary  oak  that  throws  out  its  shattered  and 
unprotected  branches  against  the  full  sweep  of  the  tempest !"  The 
reflection  seemed  to  conjure  into  sadness  his  irritated  feelings. 
Replacing  his  javelin,  he  resumed  his  seat,  bent  his  looks  down- 
ward, and  appeared  to  be  absorbed  in  melancholy  reflection. 

From  his  musing,  Cedric  was  suddenly  awakened  by  the  blast 
of  a  horn,  which  was  replied  to  by  the  clamorous  yells  and  barking 
of  all  the  dogs  in  the  hall,  and  some  twenty  or  thirty  which  were 
quartered  in  other  parts  of  the  building.    It  cost  some  exercise  of 

1  The  original  has  Cmchts,  by  which  the  Saxons  seem  to  have  designated  a  class 
of  military  attendants,  sometimes  free,  sometimes  bondsmen,  but  always  ranking 
above  an  ordinary  domestic,  whether  in  the  royal  household  or  in  those  of  the 
aldermen  and  thanes.  But  the  term  cnicht,  now  spelt  knight,  having  been 
received  into  the  English  language  as  equivalent  to  the  Norman  word  chevalier, 
I  have  avoided  using  it  in  its  more  ancient  sense,  to  prevent  confusion. — L.  T. 
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the  white  truncheon,  well  seconded  by  the  exertions  of  the  domestics, 
to  silence  this  canine  clamour. 

"  To  the  gate,  knaves  I "  said  the  Saxon,  hastily,  as  soon  as  the 
tumult  was  so  much  appeased  that  the  dependants  could  hear  his 
voice.  "  See  what  tidings  that  horn  tells  us  of— to  announce,  I 
ween,  some  hership1  and  robbery  which  has  been  done  upon  my 
lands." 

Returning  in  less  than  three  minutes,  a  warder  announced,  "  that 
the  Prior  Aymer  of  Jorvaulx,  and  the  good  knight  Brian  de  Bois- 
Guilbert,  commander  of  the  valiant  and  venerable  order  of  Knights 
Templars,  with  a  small  retinue,  requested  hospitality  and  lodging 
for  the  night,  being  on  their  way  to  a  tournament  which  was  to  be 
held  not  far  from  Ashby-de-la-Zouche,  on  the  second  day  from  the 
present." 

"  Aymer,  the  Prior  Aymer !  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert ! " — muttered 
Cedric;  "Normans  both; — but  Norman  or  Saxon,  the  hospitality 
of  Rotherwood  must  not  be  impeached ;  they  are  welcome,  since 
they  have  chosen  to  halt — more  welcome  would  they  have  been  to 
have  ridden  farther  on  their  way — But  it  were  unworthy  to  murmur 
for  a  night's  lodgings  and  a  night's  food ;  in  the  quality  of  guests, 
at  least,  even  Normans  must  suppress  their  insolence.  Go,  Hunde- 
bert,"  he  added,  to  a  sort  of  major-domo  who  stood  behind  him  with 
a  white  wand ;  "  take  six  of  the  attendants,  and  introduce  the 
strangers  to  the  guests'  lodging.  Look  after  their  horses  and  mules, 
and  see  their  train  lack  nothing.  Let  them  have  change  of  vestments 
if  they  require  it,  and  fire,  and  water  to  wash,  and  wine  and  ale ;  and 
bid  the  cooks  add  what  they  hastily  can  to  our  evening  meal ;  and 
let  it  be  put  on  the  board  when  those  strangers  are  ready  to  share 
it.  Say  to  them,  Hundebert,  that  Cedric  would  himself  bid  them 
welcome,  but  he  is  under  a  vow  never  to  step  more  than  three  steps 
from  the  dais  of  his  own  hall  to  meet  any  who  shares  not  the  blood 
of  Saxon  royalty.  Begone !  see  them  carefully  tended ;  let  them 
not  say  in  their  pride,  the  Saxon  churl  has  shown  at  once  his  poverty 
and  his  avarice." 

The  major-domo  departed  with  several  attendants  to  execute  his 
master's  commands.  "  The  Prior  Aymer ! "  repeated  Cedric,  looking 
to  Oswald,  "  the  brother,  if  I  mistake  not,  of  Giles  de  Mauleverer, 
now  lord  of  Middleham  ?" 

Oswald  made  a  respectful  sign  of  assent.  "  His  brother  sits  in 
the  seat,  and  usurps  the  patrimony,  of  a  better  race,  the  race  of 
Ulfgar  of  Middleham ;  but  what  Norman  lord  doth  not  the  same  ? 
This  Prior  is,  they  say,  a  free  and  jovial  priest,  who  loves  the  wine- 
cup  and  the  bugle-horn  better  than  bell  and  book :  Good ;  let  him 
come,  he  shall  be  welcome.     How  named  ye  the  Templar  ?  " 

"  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert." 

"  Bois-Guilbert ! "  said  Cedric,  still  in  the  musing,  half-arguing 
tone,  which  the  habit  of  living  among  dependants  had  accustomed 
him  to  employ,  and  which  resembled  a  man  who  talks  to  himself 
rather  than  to  those  around  him — "Bois-Guilbert?  that  name  has 

i  Tillage. 
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been  spread  wide  both  for  good  and  evil.  They  say  he  is  valiant  as 
the  bravest  of  his  order ;  but  stained  with  their  usual  vices,  pride, 
arrogance,  cruelty,  and  voluptuousness;  a  hard-hearted  man,  who 
knows  neither  fear  of  earth  nor  awe  of  Heaven.  So  say  the  few 
warriors  who  have  returned  from  Palestine. — Well ;  it  is  but  for  one 
night;  he  shall  be  welcome  too. — Oswald,  broach  the  oldest  wine- 
cask  ;  place  the  best  mead,  the  mightiest  ale,  the  richest  morat,  the 
most  sparkling  cider,  the  most  odoriferous  pigments,  upon  the  board ; 
fill  the  largest  horns 1 — Templars  and  Abbots  love  good  wines  and 
good  measure. — Elgitha,  let  thy  Lady  Rowena  know  we  shall  not 
this  night  expect  her  in  the  hall,  unless  such  be  her  especial 
pleasure." 

"But  it  will  be  her  especial  pleasure,"  answered  Elgitha,  with 
great  readiness,  "  for  she  is  ever  desirous  to  hear  the  latest  news 
from  Palestine." 

Cedric  darted  at  the  forward  damsel  a  glance  of  hasty  resentment; 
but  Rowena,  and  whatever  belonged  to  her,  were  privileged  and 
secure  from  his  anger.  He  only  replied,  "  Silence,  maiden ;  thy 
tongue  outruns  thy  discretion.  Say  my  message  to  thy  mistress, 
and  let  her  do  her  pleasure.  Here,  at  least,  the  descendant  of  Alfred 
still  reigns  a  princess."    Elgitha  left  the  apartment. 

"  Palestine ! "  repeated  the  Saxon  ;  "  Palestine !  how  many  ears 
are  turned  to  the  tales  which  dissolute  crusaders,  or  hypocritical 
pilgrims,  bring  from  that  fatal  land !  I  too  might  ask — I  too  might 
inquire — I  too  might  listen  with  a  beating  heart  to  fables  which  the 
wily  strollers  devise  to  cheat  us  into  hospitality — but  no — The  son 
who  has  disobeyed  me  is  no  longer  mine ;  nor  will  I  concern  myself 
more  for  his  fate  than  for  that  of  the  most  worthless  among  the 
millions  that  ever  shaped  the  cross  on  their  shoulder,  rushed  into 
excess  and  blood-guiltiness,  and  called  it  an  accomplishment  of  the 
will  of  God." 

He  knit  his  brows,  and  fixed  his  eyes  for  an  instant  on  the  ground; 
as  he  raised  them,  the  folding  doors  at  the  bottom  of  the  hall  were 
cast  wide,  and,  preceded  by  the  major-domo  with  his  wand,  and  four 
domestics  bearing  blazing  torches,  the  guests  of  the  evening  entered 
the  apartment. 

1  These  were  drinks  used  by  the  Saxons,  as  we  are  informed  by  Mr  Turner: 
Morat  was  made  of  honey  flavoured  with  the  juice  of  mulberries ;  Pigment  was 
a  sweet  and  rich  liquor,  composed  of  wine  highly  spiced,  and  sweetened  also  with 
honey  ;  the  other  liquors  need  no  explanation. — L.  T. 
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With  sheep  and  shaggy  goats  the  porkers  bled, 
And  the  proud  steer  was  on  the  marble  spread  ; 
With  fire  prepared,  they  deal  the  morsels  round, 
Wine  rosy  bright  the  brimming  goblets  crown'd. 

Disposed  apart,  Ulysses  shares  the  treat ; 
A  trivet  table  and  ignobler  seat, 

The  Prince  assigns 

Odyssey,  book  21. 

The  Prior  Aymer  had  taken  the  opportunity  afforded  him  of 
changing  his  riding-robe  for  one  of  yet  more  costly  materials,  over 
which  he  wore  a  cope  curiously  embroidered.     Besides  the  massive 

f olden  signet-ring,  which  marked  his  ecclesiastical  dignity,  his 
ngers,  though  contrary  to  the  canon,  were  loaded  with  precious 
gems ;  his  sandals  were  of  the  finest  leather  which  was  imported 
from  Spain ;  his  beard  trimmed  to  as  small  dimensions  as  his  order 
would  possibly  permit,  and  his  shaven  crown  concealed  by  a  scarlet 
cap  richly  embroidered. 

The  appearance  of  the  Knight  Templar  was  also  changed ;  and 
though  less  studiously  bedecked  with  ornament,  his  dress  was  as 
rich,  and  his  appearance  far  more  commanding,  than  that  of  his 
companion.  He  had  exchanged  his  shirt  of  mail  for  an  under  tunic 
of  dark  purple  silk,  garnished  with  furs,  over  which  flowed  his  long' 
robe  of  spotless  white,  in  ample  folds.  The  eight-pointed  cross  of 
his  order  was  cut  on  the  shoulder  of  his  mantle  in  black  velvet. 
The  high  cap  no  longer  invested  his  brows,  which  were  only  shaded 
by  short  and  thick  curled  hair  of  a  raven  blackness,  corresponding' 
to  his  unusually  swart  complexion.  Nothing  could  be  more  grace- 
fully majestic  than  his  step  and  manner,  had  they  not  been  marked 
by  a  predominant  air  of  haughtiness,  easily  acquired  by  the  exercise 
of  unresisted  authority. 

These  two  dignified  persons  were  followed  by  their  respective 
attendants,  and  at  a  more  humble  distance  by  their  guide,  whose 
figure  had  nothing  more  remarkable  than  it  derived  from  the  usual 
weeds  of  a  pilgrim.  A  cloak  or  mantle  of  coarse  black  serge 
enveloped  his  whole  body.  It  was  in  shape  something'  like  the  cloak 
of  a  modern  hussar,  having  similar  flaps  for  covering  the  arms,  and 
was  called  a  Sclaveyn,  or  Sclavonian.  Coarse  sandals,  bound  with 
thongs,  on  his  bare  feet ;  a  broad  and  shadowy  hat,  with  cockle-shells 
stitched  on  its  brim,  and  a  long  staff  shod  with  iron,  to  the  upper 
end  of  which  was  attached  a  branch  of  palm,  completed  the  palmer's 
attire.  He  followed  modestly  the  last  of  the  train  which  entered 
the  hall ;  and  observing'  that  the  lower  table  scarce  afforded  room 
sufficient  for  the  domestics  of  Cedric  and  the  retinue  of  his  guests, 
he  withdrew  to  a  settle  placed  beside  and  almost  under  one  of  the 
large  chimneys,  and  seemed  to  employ  himself  in  drying"  his  garments, 
until  the  retreat  of  some  one  should  make  room  at  the  board,  or  the 
hospitality  of  the  steward  should  supply  him  with  refreshments  in 
the  place  he  had  chosen  apart, 
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Cedric  rose  to  receive  his  guests  with  an  air  of  dignified  hospi- 
tality, and,  descending  from  the  dais,  or  elevated  part  of  his  hall, 
made  three  steps  towards  them,  and  then  awaited  their  approach. 

"  I  grieve,"  he  said,  "  reverend  Prior,  that  my  vow  binds  me  to 
advance  no  farther  upon  this  floor  of  my  fathers,  even  to  receive 
such  guest?  as  you,  and  this  valiant  Knight  of  the  Holy  Temple. 
But  my  steward  has  expounded  to  you  the  cause  of  my  seeming 
discourtesy.  Let  me  also  pray  that  you  will  excuse  my  speaking  to 
you  in  my  native  language,  and  that  you  will  reply  in  the  same  if 
your  knowledge  of  it  permits ;  if  not,  I  sufficiently  understand 
Norman  to  follow  your  meaning/' 

"  Vows,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  must  be  unloosed,  worthy  Franklin,  or 
permit  me  rather  to  say,  worthy  Thane,  though  the  title  is  anti- 
quated. Vows  are  the  knots  which  tie  us  to  Heaven — they  are  the 
cords  which  bind  the  sacrifice  to  the  horns  of  the  altar, — and  are 
therefore, — as  I  said  before, — to  be  unloosened  and  discharged, 
unless  our  holy  Mother  Church  shall  pronounce  the  contrary.  And 
respecting  language,  I  willingly  hold  communication  in  that  spoken 
by  my  respected  grandmother,  Hilda  of  Middleham,  who  died  in 
odour  of  sanctity,  little  short,  if  we  may  presume  to  say  so,  of  her 
glorious  namesake,  the  blessed  Saint  Hilda  of  Whitby,  God  be 
gracious  to  her  soul !  * 

When  the  Prior  had  ceased  what  he  meant  as  a  conciliatory  har- 
angue, his  companion  said  briefly  and  emphatically,  u  I  speak  ever 
French,  the  language  of  King  Richard  and  his  nobles ;  but  I  under- 
stand English  sufficiently  to  communicate  with  the  natives  of  the 
country." 

Cedric  darted  at  the  speaker  one  of  those  hasty  and  impatient 
glances,  which  comparisons  between  the  two  rival  nations  seldom 
failed  to  call  forth;  but,  recollecting  the  duties  of  hospitality,  he 
suppressed  farther  show  of  resentment,  and,  motioning  with  his 
hand,  caused  his  guests  to  assume  two  seats  a  little  lower  than  his 
own,  but  placed  close  beside  him,  and  gave  a  signal  that  the  evening 
meal  should  be  placed  upon  the  board. 

While  the  attendants  hastened  to  obey  Cedric's  commands,  his  eye 
distinguished  Gurth  the  swineherd,  who,"  with  his  companion  Wamba, 
had  just  entered  the  hall.  "  Send  these  loitering  knaves  up  hither," 
said  the  Saxon,  impatiently.  And  when  the  culprits  came  before  the 
dais, — "  How  comes  it,  villains !  that  you  have  loitered  abroad  so  late 
as  this  ?  Hast  thou  brought  home  thy  charge,  sirrah  Gurth,  or  hast 
thou  left  them  to  robbers  and  marauders  ?" 

"  The  herd  is  safe,  so  please  ye,"  said  Gurth. 

"But  it  does  not  please  me,  thou  knave,"  said  Cedric,  "that  I 
should  be  made  to  suppose  otherwise  for  two  hours,  and  sit  here 
devising  vengeance  against  my  neighbours  for  wrongs  they  have  not 
done  me.  I  tell  thee,  shackles  and  the  prison-house  shall  punish  the 
next  offence  of  this  kind." 

Gurth,  knowing  his  master's  irritable  temper,  attempted  no  excul- 
pation ;  but  the  Jester,  who  could  presume  upon  Cedric's  tolerance, 
by  virtue  of  his  privileges  as  a  fool,  replied  for  them  both :  "  In  troth, 
uncle  Cedric,  you  are  neither  wise  nor  reasonable  to-night." 
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" How,  sir?"  said  his  master ;  "you  shall  to  the  porter's  lodge,  and 
taste  of  the  discipline  there,  if  you  give  your  foolery  such  licence." 

"First  let  your  wisdom  tell  me,"  said  Wamba,  "is  it  just  and 
reasonable  to  punish  one  person  for  the  fault  of  another?" 

"  Certainly  not,  fool,"  answered  Cedric. 

"  Then  why  should  you  shackle  poor  Gurth,  uncle,  for  the  fault  of 
his  dog  Fangs  ?  for  I  dare  be  sworn  we  lost  not  a  minute  by  the  way, 
when  we  had  got  our  herd  together,  which  Fangs  did  not  manage  until 
we  heard  the  vesper-bell." 

"  Then  hang  up  Fangs,"  said  Cedric,  turning  hastily  towards  the 
swineherd,  "  if  the  fault  is  his,  and  get  thee  another  dog." 

"  Under  favour,  uncle,"  said  the  Jester,  "  that  were  still  somewhat 
on  the  bow-hand  of  fair  justice ;  for  it  was  no  fault  of  Fangs  that  he 
was  lame  and  could  not  gather  the  herd,  but  the  fault  of  those  that 
struck  off  two  of  his  fore- claws,  an  operation  for  which,  if  the  poor 
fellow  had  been  consulted,  he  would  scarce  have  given  his  voice." 

"  And  who  dared  to  lame  an  animal  which  belonged  to  my  bonds- 
man ?  "  said  the  Saxon,  kindling  in  wrath. 

"Marry,  that  did  old  Hubert,"  said  Wamba,  "Sir  Philip  de  Mal- 
voisin's  keeper  of  the  chase.  He  caught  Fangs  strolling  in  the  forest, 
and  said  he  chased  the  deer  contrary  to  his  master's  right,  as  warden 
of  the  walk." 

"  The  foul  fiend  take  Malvoisin,"  answered  the  Saxon,  "  and  his 
keeper  both !  I  will  teach  them  that  the  wood  was  disforested  in 
terms  of  the  great  Forest  Charter.  But  enough  of  this.  Go  to, 
knave,  go  to  thy  place— and  thou,  Gurth,  get  thee  another  dog,  and 
should  the  keeper  dare  to  touch  it,  I  will  mar  his  archery ;  the  curse 
of  a  coward  on  my  head  if  I  strike  not  off  the  forefinger  of  his  right 
hand ! — he  shall  draw  bowstring  no  more. — I  crave  your  pardon,  my 
worthy  guests.  I  am  beset  here  with  neighbours  that  match  your 
infidels,  Sir  Knight,  in  Holy  Land.  But  your  homely  fare  is  before 
you  ;  feed,  and  let  welcome  make  amends  for  hard  fare." 

The  feast,  however,  which  was  spread  upon  the  board,  needed  no 
apologies  from  the  lord  of  the  mansion.  Swine's  flesh,  dressed  in 
several  modes,  appeared  on  the  lower  part  of  the  board,  as  also  that  of 
fowls,  deer,  goats,  and  hares,  and  various  kinds  of  fish,  together  with 
huge  loaves  and  cakes  of  bread,  and  sundry  confections  made  of  fruits 
and  honey.  The  smaller  sorts  of  wild-fowl,  of  which  there  was  abun- 
dance, were  not  served  up  in  platters,  but  brought  in  upon  small 
wooden  spits  or  broaches,  and  offered  by  the  pages  and  domestics  who 
bore  them,  to  each  guest  in  succession,  who  cut  from  them  such  a  por- 
tion as  he  pleased.  Beside  each  person  of  rank  was  placed  a  goblet  of 
silver;  the  lower  board  was  accommodated  with  large  drinking-horns. 

When  the  repast  was  about  to  commence,  the  major-domo,  or 
steward,  suddenly  raising  his  wand,  said  aloud, — "  Forbear ! — Place 
for  the  Lady  Rowena."  A  side-door  at  the  upper  end  of  the  hall  now 
opened  behind  the  banquet-table,  and  Rowena,  followed  by  four 
female  attendants,  entered  the  apartment.  Cedric,  though  surprised, 
and  perhaps  not  altogether  agreeably  so,  at  his  ward  appearing  in 
public  on  this  occasion,  hastened  to  meet  her,  and  to  conduct  her, 
with  respectful  ceremony,  to  the  elevated  seat  at  his  own  right  hand, 
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appropriated  to  the  lady  of  the  mansion.  All  stood  up  to  receive 
her;  and,  replying"  to  their  courtesy  by  a  mute  gesture  of  salutation, 
she  moved  gracefully  forward  to  assume  her  place  at  the  board.  Ere 
she  had  time  to  do  so,  the  Templar  whispered  to  the  Prior,  "  I  shall 
wear  no  collar  of  gold  of  yours  at  the  tournament.  The  Chian  wine 
is  your  own." 

"  Said  I  not  so  ? "  answered  the  Prior ;  "  but  check  your  raptures, 
the  Franklin  observes  you." 

Unheeding  this  remonstrance,  and  accustomed  only  to  act  upon 
the  immediate  impulse  of  his  own  wishes,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert 
kept  his  eyes  riveted  on  the  Saxon  beauty,  more  striking  perhaps  to 
his  imagination,  because  differing  widely  from  those  of  the  Eastern 
sultanas. 

Formed  in  the  best  proportions  of  her  sex,  Rowena  was  tall  in 
stature,  yet  not  so  much  so  as  to  attract  observation  on  account  of 
superior  height.  Her  complexion  was  exquisitely  fair,  but  the  noble 
cast  of  her  head  and  features  prevented  the  insipidity  which  some- 
times attaches  to  fair  beauties.  Her  clear  blue  eye,  which  sate 
enshrined  beneath  a  graceful  eyebrow  of  brown  sufficiently  marked 
to  give  expression  to  the  forehead,  seemed  capable  to  kindle  as  well 
as  melt,  to  command  as  well  as  to  beseech.  If  mildness  were  the 
more  natural  expression  of  such  a  combination  of  features,  it  was 
plain  that,  in  the  present  instance,  the  exercise  of  habitual  superi- 
ority, and  the  reception  of  general  homage,  had  given  to  the  Saxon 
lady  a  loftier  character,  which  mingled  with  and  qualified  that 
bestowed  by  nature.  Her  profuse  hair,  of  a  colour  betwixt  brown 
and  flaxen,  was  arranged  in  a  fanciful  and  graceful  manner  in  numer- 
ous ringlets,  to  form  which  art  had  probably  aided  nature.  These  locks 
were  braided  with  gems,  and,  being  worn  at  full  length,  intimated 
the  noble  birth  and  free-born  condition  of  the  maiden.  A  golden 
chain,  to  which  was  attached  a  small  reliquary  of  the  same  metal, 
hung  round  her  neck.  She  wore  bracelets  on  her  arms,  which  were 
bare.  Her  dress  was  an  under-gown  and  kirtle  of  pale  sea-green 
silk,  over  which  hung  a  long'  loose  robe,  which  reached  to  the  ground, 
having  very  wide  sleeves,  which  came  down,  however,  very  little  be- 
low the  elbow.  This  robe  was  crimson,  and  manufactured  out  of  the 
very  finest  wool.  A  veil  of  silk,  interwoven  with  gold,  was  attached 
to  the  upper  part  of  it,  which  could  be,  at  the  wearer's  pleasure, 
either  drawn  over  the  face  and  bosom  after  the  Spanish  fashion,  or 
disposed  as  a  sort  of  drapery  round  the  shoulders. 

When  Rowena  perceived  the  Knight  Templar's  eyes  bent  on  her  with 
an  ardour  that,  compared  with  the  dark  caverns  under  which  they 
moved,  gave  them  the  effect  of  lighted  charcoal,  she  drew  with  dig*- 
nity  the  veil  around  her  face,  as  an  intimation  that  the  determined 
freedom  of  his  glance  was  disagreeable.  Cedric  saw  the  motion  and 
its  cause.  "  Sir  Templar,"  said  he,  "  the  cheeks  of  our  Saxon  maidens 
have  seen  too  little  of  the  sun  to  enable  them  to  bear  the  fixed  glance 
of  a  crusader/' 

"  If  I  have  offended,"  replied  Sir  Brian,  "  I  crave  your  pardon, — 
that  is,  I  crave  the  lady  Rowena' s  pardon,— for  my  humility  will  carry 
me  no  lower." 
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"The  lady  Rowena,"  said  the  Prior,  "lias  punished  us  all  in 
chastising*  the  boldness  of  my  friend.  Let  me  hope  she  will  be  less 
cruel  to  the  splendid  train  which  are  to  meet  at  the  tournament." 

"  Our  going-  thither,"  said  Cedric,  "is  uncertain.  I  love  not  these 
vanities,  which  were  unknown  to  my  fathers  when  England  was  free." 

"  Let  us  hope,  nevertheless,"  said  the  Prior,  "  our  company  may 
determine  you  to  travel  thitherward ;  when  the  roads  are  so  unsafe, 
the  escort  of  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  is  not  to  be  despised." 

"  Sir  Prior,"  answered  the  Saxon,  "  wheresoever  I  have  travelled 
in  this  land,  I  have  hitherto  found  myself,  with  the  assistance  of  my 
good  sword  and  faithful  followers,  in  no  respect  needful  of  other  aid. 
At  present,  if  we  indeed  journey  to  Ashby-de-la-Zouche,  we  do  so 
with  my  noble  neighbour  and  countryman  Athelstane  of  Conings- 
burgh,  and  with  such  a  train  as  would  set  outlaws  and  feudal  enemies 

at  defiance. 1  drink  to  you,  Sir  Prior,  in  this  cup  of  wine,  which  I 

trust  your  taste  will  approve,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  courtesy. 
Should  you  be  so  rigid  in  adhering  to  monastic  rule,"  he  added,  "  as 
to  prefer  your  acid  preparation  of  milk,  I  hope  you  will  not  strain 
courtesy  to  do  me  reason." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Priest,  laughing,  "  it  is  only  in  our  abbey  that  we 
confine  ourselves  to  the  lac  dulce  or  the  lac  acidum  either.  Con- 
versing with  the  world,  we  use  the  world's  fashions,  and  therefore  I 
answer  your  pledge  in  this  honest  wine,  and  leave  the  weaker  liquor 
to  my  lay-brother." 

"  And  I,"  said  the  Templar,  filling  his  goblet,  "  drink  wassail  to  the 
fair  Rowena ;  for  since  her  namesake  introduced  the  word  into  Eng- 
land, has  never  been  one  more  worthy  of  such  a  tribute.  By  my  faith, 
I  could  pardon  the  unhappy  Vortigern,  had  he  half  the  cause  that  we 
now  witness,  for  making  shipwreck  of  his  honour  and  his  kingdom." 

"  I  will  spare  your  courtesy,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Rowena  with  dig- 
nity, and  without  unveiling  herself;  "or  rather  I  will  tax  it  so  far  as 
to  require  of  you  the  latest  news  from  Palestine,  a  theme  more  agree- 
able to  our  English  ears  than  the  compliments  which  your  French 
breeding  teaches." 

"  I  have  little  of  importance  to  say,  lady,"  answered  Sir  Brian  de 
Bois-Guilbert,  "  excepting  the  confirmed  tidings  of  a  truce  with 
Saladin." 

He  was  interrupted  by  Wamba,  who  had  taken  his  appropriated 
seat  upon  a  chair,  the  back  of  which  was  decorated  with  two  ass's 
ears,  and  which  was  placed  about  two  steps  behind  that  of  his  master, 
who,  from  time  to  time,  supplied  him  with  victuals  from  his  own 
trencher ;  a  favour,  however,  which  the  Jester  shared  with  the  fav- 
ourite dogs,  of  whom,  as  we  have  already  noticed,  there  were  several 
in  attendance.  Here  sat  Wamba,  with  a  small  table  before  him,  his 
heels  tucked  up  against  the  bar  of  the  chair,  his  cheeks  sucked  up 
so  as  to  make  his  jaws  resemble  a  pair  of  nut-crackers,  and  his  eyes 
half-shut,  yet  watching  with  alertness  every  opportunity  to  exercise 
his  licensed  foolery. 

"  These  truces  with  the  infidels,"  he  exclaimed,  without  caring  how 
suddenly  he  interrupted  the  stately  Templar,  "  make  an  old  man  of 
me ! " 
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"  Go  to,  knave ;  how  so  ? "  said  Cedric,  his  features  prepared  to 
receive  favourably  the  expected  jest. 

"  Because,"  answered  Wamba,  "  I  remember  three  of  them  in  my 
day,  each  of  which  was  to  endure  for  the  course  of  fifty  years ;  so 
that,  by  computation,  I  must  be  at  least  a  hundred  and  fifty  years 

"  I  will  warrant  you  against  dying"  of  old  age,  however,"  said  the 
Templar,  who  now  recognised  his  friend  of  the  forest ;  "  I  will  assure 
you  from  all  deaths  but  a  violent  one,  if  you  give  such  directions  to 
wayfarers  as  you  did  this  night  to  the  Prior  and  me." 

"  How,  sirrah !  "  said  Cedric,  "  misdirect  travellers  ?  We  must 
have  you  whipt ;  you  are  at  least  as  much  rogue  as  fool." 

"  I  pray  thee,  uncle,"  answered  the  Jester,  "  let  my  folly,  for  once, 

Erotect  my  roguery.  I  did  but  make  a  mistake  between  my  right 
and  and  my  left ;  and  he  might  have  pardoned  a  greater,  who  took 
a  fool  for  his  counsellor  and  guide." 

Conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  porter's 
page,  who  announced  that  there  was  a  stranger  at  the  gate,  implor- 
ing admittance  and  hospitality. 

"  Admit  him,"  said  Cedric,  "  be  he  who  or  what  he  may ;— a  night 
like  that  which  roars  without  compels  even  wild  animals  to  herd  with 
tame,  and  to  seek  the  protection  of  man,  their  mortal  foe,  rather  than 
perish  by  the  elements.  Let  his  wants  be  ministered  to  with  all  care 
— look  to  it,  Oswald." 

And  the  steward  left  the  banquetiug-hall  to  see  the  commands  of 
his  patron  obeyed. 


CHAPTER  V 

Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ?  Hath  not  a  Jew  hands,  organs,  dimensions,  senses,  affec- 
tions, passions  ?  Fed  with  the  same  food,  hurt  with  the  same  weapons,  subject  to 
the  same  diseases,  healed  by  the  same  means,  warmed  and  cooled  by  the  same  winter 
and  summer,  as  a  Christian  is  ? 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

Oswald,  returning,  whispered  into  the  ear  of  his  master,  "  It  is  a 
Jew,  who  calls  himself  Isaac  of  York ;  is  it  fit  I  should  marshal  him 
into  the  hall?" 

"  Let  Gurth  do  thine  office,  Oswald,"  said  Wamba  with  his  usual 
effrontery ;  "  the  swineherd  will  be  a  fit  usher  to  the  Jew." 

"  Saint  Mary ! "  said  the  Abbot,  crossing  himself,  "  an  unbelieving 
Jew,  and  admitted  into  this  presence ! " 

"  A  dog  Jew,"  echoed  the  Templar,  "  to  approach  a  defender  of 
the  Holy  Sepulchre !  " 

"  By  my  faith,"  said  Wamba,  "  it  would  seem  the  Templars  love 
the  Jews'  inheritance  better  than  they  do  their  company." 

"  Peace,  my  worthy  guests,"  said  Cedric ;  "  my  hospitality  must 
not  be  bounded  by  your  dislikes.  If  Heaven  bore  with  the  whole 
nation  of  stiff-necked  unbelievers  for  more  years  than  a  layman  can 
number,  we  may  endure  the  presence  of  one  Jew  for  a  few  hours. 
But  I  constrain  no  man  to  converse  or  to  feed  with  him.    Let  him 
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have  a  board  and  a  morsel  apart,  —  unless,"  he  said  smiling1,  "  these 
turbaned  strangers  will  admit  his  society." 

"  Sir  Franklin,"  answered  the  Templar,  "  my  Saracen  slaves  are 
true  Moslems,  and  scorn  as  much  as  any  Christian  to  hold  intercourse 
with  a  Jew." 

"  Now,  in  faith,"  said  Wamba,  "  I  cannot  see  that  the  worshippers 
of  Mahound  and  Termagaunt  have  so  greatly  the  advantage  over 
the  people  once  chosen  of  Heaven." 

"  He  shall  sit  with  thee,  Wamba,"  said  Cedric ;  "  the  fool  and  the 
knave  will  be  well  met." 

"  The  fool,"  answered  Wamba,  raising  the  relics  of  a  gammon  of 
bacon,  "  will  take  care  to  erect  a  bulwark  against  the  knave." 

"  Hush,"  said  Cedric,  "  for  here  he  comes." 

Introduced  with  little  ceremony,  and  advancing  with  fear  and 
hesitation,  and  many  a  bow  of  deep  humility,  a  tall  thin  old  man, 
who,  however,  had  lost  by  the  habit  of  stooping  much  of  his  actual 
height,  approached  the  lower  end  of  the  board.  His  features,  keen 
and  regular,  with  an  aquiline  nose,  and  piercing  black  eyes ;  his  high 
and  wrinkled  forehead,  and  long  grey  hair  and  beard,  would  have 
been  considered  as  handsome,  had  they  not  been  the  marks  of  a 
physiognomy  peculiar  to  a  race,  which,  during  those  dark  ages,  was 
alike  detested  by  the  credulous  and  prejudiced  vulgar,  and  persecuted 
by  the  greedy  and  rapacious  nobility,  and,  who,  perhaps,  owing  to 
that  very  hatred  and  persecution,  had  adopted  a  national  character, 
in  which  there  was  much,  to  say  the  least,  mean  and  unamiable. 

The  Jew's  dress,  which  appeared  to  have  suffered  considerably 
from  the  storm,  was  a  plain  russet  cloak  of  many  folds,  covering  a 
dark  purple  tunic.  He  had  large  boots  lined  with  fur,  and  a  belt 
around  his  waist,  which  sustained  a  small  knife,  together  with  a  case 
for  writing  materials,  but  no  weapon.  He  wore  a  high  square 
yellow  cap  of  a  peculiar  fashion,  assigned  to  his  nation  to  distinguish 
them  from  Christians,  and  which  he  doffed  with  great  humility  at 
the  door  of  the  hall. 

The  reception  of  this  person  in  the  hall  of  Cedric  the  Saxon  was 
such  as  might  have  satisfied  the  most  prejudiced  enemy  of  the  tribes 
of  Israel.  Cedric  himself  coldly  nodded  in  answer  to  the  Jew's  re- 
peated salutations,  and  signed  to  him  to  take  place  at  the  lower  end 
of  the  table,  where,  however,  no  one  offered  to  make  room  for  him. 
On  the  contrary,  as  he  passed  along  the  file,  casting  a  timid  suppli- 
cating glance,  and  turning  towards  each  of  those  who  occupied  the 
lower  end  of  the  board,  the  Saxon  domestics  squared  their  shoulders, 
and  continued  to  devour  their  supper  with  great  perseverance,  pay- 
ing not  the  least  attention  to  the  wants  of  the  new  guest.  The 
attendants  of  the  Abbot  crossed  themselves,  with  looks  of  pious 
horror,  and  the  very  heathen  Saracens,  as  Isaac  drew  near  them, 
curled  up  their  whiskers  with  indignation,  and  laid  their  hands  on 
their  poniards,  as  if  ready  to  rid  themselves  by  the  most  desperate 
means  from  the  apprehended  contamination  of  his  nearer  approach. 

Probably  the  same  motives  which  induced  Cedric  to  openhis  hall 
to  this  son  of  a  rejected  people,  would  have  made  him  insist  on  his 
attendants  receiving  Isaac  with  more  courtesy.     But  the  Abbot  had, 
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at  this  moment,  engaged  him  in  a  most  interesting  discussion  on  the 
breed  and  character  of  his  favourite  hounds,  which  he  would  not 
have  interrupted  for  matters  of  much  greater  importance  than  that 
of  a  Jew  going  to  bed  supperless.  While  Isaac  thus  stood  an  out- 
cast in  the  present  society,  like  his  people  among  the  nations,  looking 
in  vain  for  welcome  or  resting-place,  the  pilgrim  who  sat  by  the 
chimney  took  compassion  upon  him,  and  resigned  his  seat,  saying 
briefly,  "  Old  man,  my  garments  are  dried,  my  hunger  is  appeased, 
thou  art  both  wet  and  fasting."  So  saying,  he  gathered  together, 
and  brought  to  a  flame,  the  decaying  brands  which  lay  scattered  on 
the  ample  hearth ;  took  from  the  larger  board  a  mess  of  pottage  and 
seethed  kid,  placed  it  upon  the  small  table  at  which  he  had  himself 
supped,  and,  without  waiting  the  Jew's  thanks,  went  to  the  other 
side  of  the  hall ;— whether  from  unwillingness  to  hold  more  close 
communication  with  the  object  of  his  benevolence,  or  from  a  wish  to 
draw  near  to  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  seemed  uncertain. 

Had  there  been  painters  in  those  days  capable  to  execute  such  a 
subject,  the  Jew,  as  he  bent  his  withered  form,  and  expanded  his 
chilled  and  trembling  hands  over  the  lire,  would  have  formed  no  bad 
emblematical  personification  of  the  Winter  season.  Haying  dispelled 
the  cold,  he  turned  eagerly  to  the  smoking  mess  which  was  placed 
before  him,  and  ate  with  a  haste  and  an  apparent  relish,  that  seemed 
to  betoken  Ions:  abstinence  from  food.  m 

Meanwhile  the  Abbot  and  Cedric  continued  their  discourse  upon 
hunting ;  the  Lady  Rowena  seemed  engaged  m  conversation  with 
one  of  her  attendant  females  ;  and  the  haughty  Templar,  whose  eye 
wandered  from  the  Jew  to  the  Saxon  beauty,  revolved  in  his  mind 
thoughts  which  appeared  deeply  to  interest  him. 

"  I  marvel,  worthy  Cedric,"  said  the  Abbot,  as  their  discourse  pro- 
ceeded, "that,  great  as  your  predilection  is  for  your  own  manly 
language,  you  do  not  receive  the  Norman-French  into  your  favour, 
so  far  at  least  as  the  mystery  of  woodcraft  and  hunting  is  concerned. 
Surely  no  tongue  is  so  rich  in  the  various  phrases  which  the  neld- 
sports  demand,  or  furnishes  means  to  the  experienced  woodman  so 
well  to  express  his  jovial  art."  .  T 

«  Good  Father  Aymer,"  said  the  Saxon,  "be  it  known  to  you,  1 
care  not  for  those  over-sea  refinements,  without  which  I  can  well 
enouffh  take  my  pleasure  in  the  woods.  I  can  wind  my  horn,  though 
I  call  not  the  blast  either  a  recheate  or  a  morte—I  can  cheer  my  dogs 
on  the  prey,  and  I  can  flay  and  quarter  the  animal  when  it  is  brought 
down,  without  using  the  newfangled  jargon  of  curee,  arbor,  nombles, 
and  all  the  babble  of  the  fabulous  Sir  Tristrem.'      _ 

"  The  French,"  said  the  Templar,  raising  his  voice  with  the  pre- 
sumptuous and  authoritative  tone  which  he  used  upon  all  occasions, 
"  is  not  only  the  natural  language  of  the  chase,  but  that  of  love  and 
war,  in  which  ladies  should  be  won  and  enemies  defied     _ 

"Pledge  me  in  a  cup  of  wine,  Sir  Templar,"  said  Cedric,  and  fill 
another  to  the  Abbot,  while  I  look  back  some  thirty  years  to  tell  you 
another  tale.     As  Cedric  the  Saxon  then  was,  his  plain  English  tale 

i  See  Note  C.    Language  of  the  Chase. 
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needed  no  garnish  from  French  troubadours,  when  it  was  told  m  the 
ear  of  beauty ;  and  the  field  of  Northallerton,  upon  the  day  of  the 
Holy  Standard,  could  tell  whether  the  Saxon  war-cry  was  not  heard 
as  far  within  the  ranks  of  the  Scottish  host  as  the  cri  de  guerre  of 
the  boldest  Norman  baron.  To  the  memory  of  the  brave  who  fought 
there  ! — Pledge  me,  my  guests."  He  drank  deep,  and  went  on  with 
increasing  warmth.  "  Ay,  that  was  a  day  of  cleaving  of  shields,  when 
a  hundred  banners  were  bent  forwards  over  the  heads  of  the  valiant, 
and  blood  flowed  round  like  water,  and  death  was  held  better  than 
flight.  A  Saxon  bard  had  called  it  a  feast  of  the  swords — a  gather- 
ing of  the  eagles  to  the  prey — the  clashing  of  bills  upon  shield  and 
helmet,  the  shouting  of  battle  more  joyful  than  the  clamour  of  & 
bridal.  But  our  bards  are  no  more,"  he  said  ;  "  our  deeds  are  lost  in 
those  of  another  race — our  language — our  very  name — is  hastening 
to  decay,  and  none  mourns  for  it  save  one  solitary  old  man — Cup^ 
bearer !  knave,  fill  the  goblets — To  the  strong  in  arms,  Sir  Templar, 
be  their  race  or  language  what  it  will,  who  now  bear  them  best  in 
Palestine  among  the  champions  of  the  Cross  ! " 

"  It  becomes  not  one  wearing  this  badge  to  answer,"  said  Sir  Brian 
de  Bois-Guilbert ;  "  yet  to  whom,  besides  the  sworn  Champions  of 
the  Holy  Sepulchre,  can  the  palm  be  assigned  among  the  champions 
of  the  Cross  ?  " 

"  To  the  Knights  Hospitallers,"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  I  have  a  brother 
of  their  order." 
"  I  impeach  not  their  fame,"  said  the  Templar ;  "  nevertheless—" 
"I  think,  friend  Cedric,"  said  Wamba,  interfering,  "that  had 
Richard  of  the  Lion's  Heart  been  wise  enough  to  have  taken  a 
fool's  advice,  he  might  have  stayed  at  home  with  his  merry  English- 
men, and  left  the  recovery  of  Jerusalem  to  those  same  Knights  who 
had  most  to  do  with  the  loss  of  it." 

"Were  there,  then,  none  in  the  English  army,"  said  the  Lady 
Rowena,  "  whose  names  are  worthy  to  be  mentioned  with  the 
Knights  of  the  Temple,  and  of  St  John  ?  " 

"  Forgive  me,  lady,"  replied  De  Bois-Guilbert ;  "  the  English 
monarch  did,  indeed,  bring  to  Palestine  a  host  of  gallant  warriors, 
second  only  to  those  whose  breasts  have  been  the  unceasing  bulwark 
of  that  blessed  land." 

"  Second  to  none,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  who  had  stood  near  enough 
to  hear,  and  had  listened  to  this  conversation  with  marked  impa- 
tience. All  turned  toward  the  spot  from  whence  this  unexpected 
asseveration  was  heard.  "  I  say,"  repeated  the  Pilgrim,  in  a  firm  and 
strong  voice,  "  that  the  English  chivalry  were  second  to  none  who 
ever  drew  sword  in  defence  of  the  Holy  Land.  I  say  besides,  for  I 
saw  it,  that  King  Richard  himself  and  five  of  his  knights  held  a  tour- 
nament after  the  taking  of  St  John-de-Acre,  as  challengers  against 
all  comers.  I  say  that,  on  that  day,  each  knight  ran  three  courses, 
and  cast  to  the  ground  three  antagonists.  I  add,  that  seven  of  these 
assailants  were  Knights  of  the  Temple— and  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guil- 
bert well  knows  the  truth  of  what  I  tell  you." 

It  is  impossible  for  language  to  describe  the  bitter  scowl  of  rage 
which  rendered  yet  darker  the  swarthy  countenance  of  the  Templar. 
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In  the  extremity  of  his  resentment  and  confusion  his  quivering  fin- 
gers griped  towards  the  handle  of  his  sword,  and  perhaps  only  with- 
drew, from  the  consciousness  that  no  act  of  violence  could  be  safely 
executed  in  that  place  and  presence.  Cedric,  whose  feelings  were 
all  of  a  right  onward  and  simple  kind,  and  were  seldom  occupied  by 
more  than  one  object  at  once,  omitted,  in  the  joyous  glee  with  which 
he  heard  of  the  glory  of  his  countrymen,  to  remark  the  angry  confu- 
sion of  his  guest ;  "I  would  give  thee  this  golden  bracelet,  Pilgrim, 
he  said,  "  couldst  thou  tell  me  the  names  of  those  knights  who  upheld 
so  gallantly  the  renown  of  merry  England."  m 

"  That  will  I  do  blithely ,"  replied  the  Pilgrim,  "and  without  guer- 
don ;  my  oath,  for  a  time,  prohibits  me  from  touching  gold." 

"  I  will  wear  the  bracelet  for  you,  if  you  will,  friend  Palmer,"  said 
Wamba.  .  .  .       .        •     .,  . 

"  The  first  in  honour  as  m  arms,  in  renown  as  in  place,  said  tne 
Pilgrim,  "  was  the  brave  Richard,  King  of  England." 

"  I  forgive  him,"  said  Cedric ;  "  I  forgive  him  his  descent  from  the 
tyrant  Duke  William."  ,  . 

"  The  Earl  of  Leicester  was  the  second,"  continued  the  Pilgrim  ; 
"  Sir  Thomas  Multon  of  Gilsland  was  the  third." 

"  Of  Saxon  descent,  he  at  least,"  said  Cedric,  with  exultation. 

"  Sir  Foulk  Doilly  the  fourth,"  proceeded  the  Pilgrim. 

"  Saxon  also,  at  least  by  the  mother's  side,"  continued  Cedric,  who 
listened  with  the  utmost  eagerness,  and  forgot,  in  part  at  least,  his 
hatred  to  the  Normans,  in  the  common  triumph  of  the  King  of  Eng- 
land and  his  islanders.     "  And  who  was  the  fifth  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  The  fifth  was  Sir  Edwin  Turneham."  -      . 

"  Genuine  Saxon,  by  the  soul  of  Hengist ! "  shouted  Cedric—"  And 
the  sixth?"  he  continued  with  eagerness— "how  name  you  the  sixth  t 

"  The  sixth,"  said  the  Palmer,  after  a  pause,  in  which  he  seemed 
to  recollect  himself,  "  was  a  young  knight  of  lesser  renown  and  lower 
rank,  assumed  into  that  honourable  company,  less  to  aid  their  enter- 
prise than  to  make  up  their  number— his  name  dwells  not  in  my 

m«nS°iryPalmer,"  said  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  scornfully,  "this 
assumed  forgetfulness,  after  so  much  has  been  remembered,  comes 
too  late  to  serve  your  purpose.    I  will  myself  tell  the  name  of  the  j 
knight  before  whose  lance  fortune  and  my  horse's  fault  occasioned  (| 
my  frilling— -it  was  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe  ;  nor  was  there  one  of  the  \\ 
six  that,  for  his  years,  had  more  renown  in  arms.— Yet  this  will  I  say,  I 
and  loudly— that  were  he  in  England,  and  durst  repeat,  in  this  week  s 
tournament,  the  challenge  of  St  John-de-Acre,  I,  mounted  and  armed 
as  I  now  am,  would  give  him  every  advantage  of  weapons,  and  abide 
flip  vpmilf 

"  Your  challenge  would  be  soon  answered,"  replied  the  Palmer, 
"  were  your  antagonist  near  you.  As  the  matter  is,  disturb  not  the 
peaceful  hall  with  vaunts  of  the  issue  of  a  conflict  which  you  well 
know  cannot  take  place.  If  Ivanhoe  ever  returns  from  Palestine,  1 
will  be  his  surety  that  he  meets  you."  '  •  '        , 

"A  goodly  security!"  said  the  Knight  Templar;  "and  what  do 
you  proffer  as  a  pledge  ?  " 
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u  This  reliquary,"  said  the  Palmer,  taking"  a  small  ivory  box  from 
his  bosom,  and  crossing1  himself,  "containing  a  portion  of  the  true 
cross,  brought  from  the  Monastery  of  Mount  Carmel." 

The  Prior  of  Jorvaulx  crossed  himself,  and  repeated  a  paternoster, 
in  which  all  devoutly  joined,  excepting  the  Jew,  the  Mahommedans, 
and  the  Templar  ;  the  latter  of  whom,  without  vailing  his  bonnet, 
or  testifying  any  reverence  for  the  alleged  sanctity  of  the  relic^  took 
from  his  neck  a  gold  chain,  which  he  flung  on  the  board,  saying — 
"  Let  Prior  Aymer  hold  my  pledge  and  that  of  this  nameless  vagrant, 
in  token  that  when  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe  comes  within  the  four  seas 
of  Britain,  he  underlies  the  challenge  of  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert, 
which,  if  he  answer  not,  I  will  proclaim  him  as  a  coward  on  the  walls 
of  every  Temple  Court  in  Europe." 

"It  will  not  need/'  said  the  Lady  Rowena,  breaking*  silence ;  "My 
voice  shall  be  heard,  if  no  other  in  this  hall  is  raised  in  behalf  of  the 
absent  Ivanhoe.  I  affirm  he  will  meet  fairly  every  honourable  chal- 
lenge. Could  my  weak  warrant  add  security  to  the  inestimable  pledge 
of  this  holy  pilgrim,  I  would  pledge  name  and  fame  that  Ivanhoe 
gives  this  proud  knight  the  meeting  he  desires." 

A  croud  of  conflicting  emotions  seemed  to  have  occupied  Cedric, 
and  kept  him  silent  during  this  discussion.  Gratified  pride,  resent- 
ment, embarrassment,  chased  each  other  over  his  broad  and  open 
brow,  like  the  shadow  of  clouds  drifting  over  a  harvest-field ;  while 
his  attendants,  on  whom  the  name  of  the  sixth  knight  seemed  to 
produce  an  effect  almost  electrical,  hung1  in  suspense  upon  their 
master's  looks.  But  when  Rowena  spoke,  the  sound  of  her  voice 
seemed  to  startle  him  from  his  silence. 

"  Lady,"  said  Cedric, "  this  beseems  not ;  were  farther  pledge  neces- 
sary, I  myself,  offended,  and  justly  offended,  as  I  am,  would  yet  gage 
my  honour  for  the  honour  of  Ivanhoe.  But  the  wager  of  battle  is 
complete,  even  according  to  the  fantastic  fashions  of  Norman  chivalry 
— Is  it  not,  Father  Aymer  ? " 

"  It  is,"  replied  the  Prior ;  "  and  the  blessed  relic  and  rich  chain 
will  I  bestow  safely  in  the  treasury  of  our  convent,  until  the  decision 
of  this  warlike  challenge." 

Having  thus  spoken,  he  crossed  himself  again  and  again,  and  after 
many  genuflections  and  muttered  prayers,  he  delivered  the  reliquary 
to  Brother  Ambrose,  his  attendant  monk,  while  he  himself  swept  up 
with  less  ceremony,  but  perhaps  with  no  less  internal  satisfaction,  the 
golden  chain,  and  bestowed  it  in  a  pouch  lined  with  perfumed  leather, 
which  opened  under  his  arm.  "  And  now,  Sir  Cedric,"  he  said,  "  my 
ears  are  chiming  vespers  with  the  strength  of  your  good  wine — per- 
mit us  another  pledge  to  the  welfare  of  the  Lady  Rowena,  and  indulge 
us  with  liberty  to  pass  to  our  repose." 

"  By  the  rood  of  Bromholme,"  said  the  Saxon,  "  you  do  but  small 
credit  to  your  fame,  Sir  Prior !  Report  speaks  you  a  bonny  monk, 
that  would  hear  the  matin  chime  ere  he  quitted  his  bowl ;  and,  old 
as  I  am,  I  feared  to  have  shame  in  encountering  you.  But,  by  my 
faith,  a  Saxon  boy  of  twelve,  in  my  time,  would  not  so  soon  have  re- 
linquished his  goblet." 

The  Prior  had  his  own  reasons,  however,  for  persevering  in  the 

c 
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course  of  temperance  which  he  had  adopted.  He  was  not  only  a 
professional  peace-maker,  but  from  practice  a  hater  of  all  feuds  and 
brawls.  It  was  not  altogether  from  a  love  to  his  neighbour,  or  to 
himself,  or  from  a  mixture  of  both.  On  the  present  occasion  he 
had  an  instinctive  apprehension  of  the  fiery  temper  of  the  Saxon,  and 
saw  the  danger  that  the  reckless  and  presumptuous  spirit,  of  which 
his  companion  had  already  given  so  many  proofs,  might  at  length 
produce  some  disagreeable  explosion.  He  therefore  gently  insinu- 
ated the  incapacity  of  the  native  of  any  other  country  to  engage  in 
the  genial  conflict  of  the  bowl  with  the  hardy  and  strong-headed 
Saxons ;  something  he  mentioned,  but  slightly,  about  his  own  holy 
character,  and  ended  by  pressing  his  proposal  to  depart  to  repose. 

The  grace-cup  was  accordingly  served  round,  and  the  guests,  after 
making  deep  obeisance  to  their  landlord  and  to  the  Lady  Rowena, 
arose  and  mingled  in  the  hall,  while  the  heads  of  the  family,  by  separ- 
ate doors,  retired  with  their  attendants. 

"Unbelieving  dog,"  said  the  Templar  to  Isaac  the  Jew,  as  he 
passed  him  in  the  throng,  "  dost  thou  bend  thy  course  to  the  tourna- 
ment ?  " 

"I  do  so  propose,"  replied  Isaac,  bowing  in  all  humility,  "if  it 
please  your  reverend  valour." 

"  Ay"  said  the  Knight,  " to  know  the  bowels  of  our  nobles  with 
usury,  and  to  gull  women  and  boys  with  gauds  and  toys — I  warrant 
thee  store  of  shekels  in  thy  Jewish  scrip." 

"  Not  a  shekel,  not  a  silver  penny,  not  a  halfling — so  help  me  the 
God  of  Abraham  ! "  said  the  Jew,  clasping  his  hands  ;  "  I  go  but  to 
seek  the  assistance  of  some  brethren  of  my  tribe  to  aid  me  to  pay 
the  fine  which  the  Exchequer  of  the  Jews 2  have  imposed  upon  me— 
Father  Jacob  be  my  speed  !  I  am  an  impoverished  wretch — the  very 
gaberdine  I  wear  is  borrowed  from  Reuben  of  Tadcaster." 

The  Templar  smiled  sourly  as  he  replied,  "Beshrewthee  for  a 
false-hearted  liar! "  and  passing  onward,  as  if  disdaining  farther  con- 
ference, he  communed  with  his  Moslem  slaves  in  a  language  un- 
known to  the  bystanders.  The  poor  Israelite  seemed  so  staggered 
by  the  address  of  the  military  monk,  that  the  Templar  had  passed  on 
to  the  extremity  of  the  hall  ere  he  raised  his  head  from  the  humble 
posture  which  he  had  assumed,  so  far  as  to  be  sensible  of  his  depar- 
ture. And  when  he  did  look  around,  it  was  with  the  astonished  air 
of  one  at  whose  feet  a  thunderbolt  has  just  burst,  and  who  hears  still 
the  astounding  report  ringing  in  his  ears. 

The  Templar  and  Prior  were  shortly  after  marshalled  to  their 
sleeping  apartments  by  the  steward  and  the  cupbearer,  each  attended 
by  two  torchbearers  and  two  servants  carrying  refreshments,  while 
servants  of  inferior  condition  indicated  to  their  retinue  and  to  the 
other  guests  their  respective  places  of  repose. 

1  In  those  days  the  Jews  were  subjected  to  an  Exchequer,  specially  dedicated 
to  that  purpose,  and  which  laid  them  under  the  most  exorbitant  impositions. — 
L.  T. 
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To  buy  his  favour  I  extend  this  friendship  : 

If  he  will  take  it,  so  ;  if*  not,  adieu  ; 

And,  for  my  love,  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

As  the  Palmer,  lighted  by  a  domestic  with  a  torch,  passed  through 
the  intricate  combination  of  apartments  of  this  large  and  irregular 
mansion,  the  cupbearer  coming  behind  him  whispered  in  his  ear,  that 
if  he  had  no  objection  to  a  cup  of  good  mead  in  his  apartment,  there 
were  many  domestics  in  that  family  who  would  gladly  hear  the  news 
he  had  brought  from  the  Holy  Land,  and  particularly  that  which 
concerned  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe.  Wamba  presently  appeared  to 
urge  the  same  request,  observing  that  a  cup  after  midnight  was 
worth  three  after  curfew.  Without  disputing  a  maxim  urged  by 
such  grave  authority,  the  Palmer  thanked  them  for  their  courtesy, 
but  observed  that  he  had  included  in  his  religious  vow  an  obligation 
never  to  speak  in  the  kitchen  on  matters  which  were  prohibited  in 
the  hall.  "  That  vow,"  said  Wamba  to  the  cupbearer,  "  would  scarce 
suit  a  serving-man." 

The  cupbearer  shrugged  up  his  shoulders  in  displeasure.  "I 
thought  to  have  lodged  him  in  the  solere  chamber,"  said  he ;  "  but 
since  he  is  so  unsocial  to  Christians,  e'en  let  him  take  the  next  stall 
to  Isaac  the  Jew's. — Anwold,"  said  he  to  the  torchbearer,  "  carry  the 
Pilgrim  to  the  southern  cell. — I  give  you  good-night,"  he  added, 
"  Sir  Palmer,  with  small  thanks  for  short  courtesy." 

"  Good-night,  and  Our  Lady's  benison "  said  the  Palmer  with 
composure ;  and  his  guide  moved  forward. 

In  a  small  antechamber,  into  which  several  doors  opened,  and 
which  was  lighted  by  a  small  iron  lamp,  they  met  a  second  interrup- 
tion from  the  waiting-maid  of  Rowena,  who,  saying  in  a  tone  of 
authority  that  her  mistress  desired  to  speak  with  the  Palmer,  took 
the  torch  from  the  hand  of  Anwold,  and,  bidding  him  await  her 
return,  made  a  sign  to  the  Palmer  to  follow.  Apparently  he  did 
not  think  it  proper  to  decline  this  invitation  as  he  had  done  the 
former ;  for,  though  his  gesture  indicated  some  surprise  at  the 
summons,  he  obeyed  it  without  answer  or  remonstrance. 

A  short  passage,  and  an  ascent  of  seven  steps,  each  of  which  was 
composed  of  a  solid  beam  of  oak,  led  him  to  the  apartment  of  the 
Lady  Rowena,  the  rude  magnificence  of  which  corresponded  to  the 
respect  which  was  paid  to  her  by  the  lord  of  the  mansion.  The 
walls  were  covered  with  embroidered  hangings,  on  which  different 
coloured  silks,  interwoven  with  gold  and  silver  threads,  had  been 
employed  with  all  the  art  of  which  the  age  was  capable,  to  represent 
the  sports  of  hunting  and  hawking.  The  bed  was  adorned  with  the 
same  rich  tapestry,  and  surrounded  with  curtains  dyed  with  purple. 
The  seats  had  also  their  stained  coverings ;  and  one,  which  was  higher 
than  the  rest,  was  accommodated  with  a  footstool  of  ivory,  curiously 
carved. 
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No  fewer  than  four  silver  candelabras,  holding1  great  waxen 
torches,  served  to  illuminate  this  apartment.  >  Yet  let  not  modern 
beauty  envy  the  magnificence  of  a  Saxon  princess.  The  walls  of 
the  apartment  were  so  ill-finished,  and  so  full  of  crevices,  that  the 
rich  hangings  shook  to  the  night-blast,  and,  in  despite  af  a  sort  of 
screen  intended  to  protect  them  from  the  wind,  the  flame  of  the 
torches  streamed  sideways  into  the  air,  like  the  unfurled  pennon  of  a 
chieftain.  Magnificence  there  was,  with  some  rude  attempt  at  taste ; 
but  of  comfort  there  was  little,  and,  being'  unknown,  it  was  unmissed. 

The  Lady  llowena,  with  three  of  her  attendants  standing1  at  her 
back,  and  arranging*  her  hair  ere  she  lay  down  to  rest,  was  seated  in 
the  sort  of  throne  already  mentioned,  and  looked  as  if  born  to  exact 
general  homage.  The  Pilgrim  acknowledged  her  claim  to  it  by  a  low 
genuflection. 

"  Rise,  Palmer,"  said  she  graciously.  "  The  defender  of  the 
absent  has  a  right  to  favourable  reception  from  all  who  value  truth 
and  honour  manhood."  She  then  said  to  her  train,  "  Retire,  except- 
ing only  Elgitha;  I  would  speak  with  this  holy  Pilgrim." 

The  maidens,  without  leaving  the  apartment,  retired  to  its  farther 
extremity,  and  sat  down  on  a  small  bench  against  the  wall,  where 
they  remained  mute  as  statues,  though  at  such  a  distance  that  their 
whispers  could  not  have  interrupted  the  conversation  of  their  mis- 
tress. 

«  Pilgrim,"  said  the  lady,  after  a  moment's  pause,  during  which  she 
seemed  uncertain  how  to  address  him,  "  you  this  night  mentioned  a 
name — I  mean,"  she  said,  with  a  degree  of  effort, "  the  name  of  Ivan- 
hoe,  in  the  halls  where  by  nature  and  kindred  it  should  have  sounded 
most  acceptably ;  and  yet,  such  is  the  perverse  course  of  fate,  that  of 
many  whose  hearts  must  have  throbbed  at  the  sound,  I  only  dare  ask 
you  where,  and  in  what  condition,  you  left  him  of  whom  you  spoke  ? 
— We  heard,  that,  having  remained  in  Palestine,  on  account  of  his 
impaired  health,  after  the  departure  of  the  English  army,  he  had 
experienced  the  persecution  of  the  French  faction,  to  whom  the 
Templars  are  known  to  be  attached." 

"  1  know  little  of  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe,"  answered  the  Palmer, 
with  a  troubled  voice.  "  I  would  I  knew  him  better,  since  you,  lady, 
are  interested  in  his  fate.  He  hath,  I  believe,  surmounted  the  per- 
secution of  his  enemies  in  Palestine,  and  is  on  the  eve  of  returning 
to  England,  where  you,  lady,  must  know  better  than  I,  what  is  his 
chance  of  happiness." 

The  Lady  Rowena  sighed  deeply,  and  asked  more  particularly 
when  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe  might  be  expected  in  his  native  coun- 
try, and  whether  he  would  not  be  exposed  to  great  dangers  by  the 
road.  On  the  first  point,  the  Palmer  professed  ignorance ;  on  the 
second,  he  said  that  the  voyage  might  be  safely  made  by  the  way  of 
Venice  and  Genoa,  and  from  thence  through  France  to  England. 
"  Ivanhoe,"  he  said,  "  was  so  well  acquainted  with  the  language  and 
manners  of  the  French,  that  there  was  no  fear  of  his  incurring  any 
hazard  during  that  part  of  his  travels." 

"  Would  to  God,"  said  the  Lady  Rowena,  "  he  were  here  safely 
arrived,  and  able  to  bear  arms  in  the  approaching  tournay,  in  which 
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the  chivalry  of  this  land  are  expected  to  display  their  address  and 
valour.  Should  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh  obtain  the  prize,  Ivan- 
hoe  is  like  to  hear  evil  tidings  when  he  reaches  England. — How 
looked  he,  stranger,  when  you  last  saw  him?  Had  disease  laid  her 
hand  heavy  upon  his  strength  and  comeliness  ? " 

"  He  was  darker,"  said  the  Palmer,  "  and  thinner,  than  when  he 
came  from  Cyprus  in  the  train  of  Cceur-de-Lion,  and  care  seemed  to 
sit  heavy  on  his  brow ;  but  I  approached  not  his  presence,  because  he 
is  unknown  to  me." 

"  He  will,"  said  the  lady,  "  I  fear,  find  little  in  his  native  land  to 
clear  those  clouds  from  his  countenance.  Thanks,  good  Pilgrim,  for 
your  information  concerning  the  companion  of  my  childhood.  — 
Maidens,"  she  said,  "  draw  near — offer  the  sleeping  cup  to  this  holy 
man,  whom  I  will  no  longer  detain  from  repose." 

One  of  the  maidens  presented  a  silver  cup,  containing  a  rich  mix- 
ture of  wine  and  spice,  which  Rowena  barely  put  to  her  lips.  It  was 
then  offered  to  the  Palmer,  who,  after  a  low  obeisance,  tasted  a  few 
drops. 

"  Accept  this  alms,  friend,"  continued  the  lady,  offering  a  piece  of 
gold,  "  in  acknowledgment  of  thy  painful  travail,  and  of  the  shrines 
thou  hast  visited." 

The  Palmer  received  the  boon  with  another  low  reverence,  and 
followed  Edwina  out  of  the  apartment. 

In  the  anteroom  he  found  his  attendant  Anwold,  who,  taking  the 
torch  from  the  hand  of  the  waiting-maid,  conducted  him  with  more 
haste  than  ceremony  to  an  exterior  and  ignoble  part  of  the  building, 
where  a  number  of  small  apartments,  or  rather  cells,  served  for  sleep- 
ing-places to  the  lower  order  of  domestics,  and  to  strangers  of  mean 
degree. 

"  In  which  of  these  sleeps  the  Jew  ?  "  said  the  Pilgrim. 

"  The  unbelieving  dog,"  answered  Anwold,  "  kennels  in  the  cell 
next  your  holiness. — St  Dunstan,  how  it  must  be  scraped  and  cleansed 
ere  it  be  again  fit  for  a  Christian  ! " 

"And  where  sleeps  Gurth  the  swineherd  ?"  said  the  stranger : 

"  Gurth,"  replied  the  bondsman,  "  sleeps  in  the  cell  on  your  right, 
as  the  Jew  on  that  to  your  left ;  you  serve  to  keep  the  child  of  cir- 
cumcision separate  from  the  abomination  of  his  tribe.  You  might 
have  occupied  a  more  honourable  place  had  you  accepted  of  Oswald's 
invitation." 

"  It  is  as  well  as  it  is,"  said  the  Palmer ;  "  the  company,  even  of 
a  Jew,  can  hardly  spread  contamination  through  an  oaken  parti- 
tion." 

So  saying,  he  entered  the  cabin  allotted  to  him,  and  taking  the 
torch  from  the  domestic's  hand,  thanked  him,  and  wished  him  good- 
night. Having  shut  the  door  of  his  cell,  he  placed  the  torch  in  a 
candlestick  made  of  wood,  and  looked  around  his  sleeping  apart- 
ment, the  furniture  of  which  was  of  the  most  simple  kind.  It  con- 
sisted of  a  rude  wooden  stool,  and  still  ruder  hutch  or  bed-frame, 
stuffed  with  clean  straw,  and  accommodated  with  two  or  three  sheep- 
skins by  way  of  bed-clothes. 

The  Palmer,  having  extinguished  his  torch,  threw  himself,  without 
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taking1  off  any  part  of  his  clothes,  on  this  rude  couch,  and  slept,  or  at 
least  retained  his  recumbent  posture,  till  the  earliest  sunbeams  found 
their  way  through  the  little  grated  window,  which  served  at  once  to 
admit  both  air  and  light  to  his  uncomfortable  cell.  He  then  started 
up,  and  after  repeating  his  matins,  and  adjusting  his  dress,  he  left  it, 
and  entered  that  of  Isaac  the  Jew,  lifting  the  latch  as  gently  as  he 
could. 

The  inmate  was  lying  in  troubled  slumber  upon  a  couch  similar 
to  that  on  which  the  Palmer  himself  had  passed  the  night.  Such 
parts  of  his  dress  as  the  Jew  had  laid  aside  on  the  preceding  evening 
were  disposed  carefully  around  his  person,  as  if  to  prevent  the  hazard 
of  their  being  carried  off  during  his  slumbers.  There  was  a  trouble 
on  his  brow  amounting  almost  to  agony.  His  hands  and  arms  moved 
convulsively,  as  if  struggling  with  the  nightmare ;  and  besides  several 
ejaculations  in  Hebrew,  the  following  were  distinctly  heard  in  the 
Norman-English,  or  mixed  language  of  the  country  ;  "  For  the  sake 
of  the  God  of  Abraham,  spare  an  unhappy  old  man !  I  am  poor.  I 
am  penniless — should  your  irons  wrench  my  limbs  asunder,  I  could 
not  gratify  you  ! " 

The  Palmer  awaited  not  the  end  of  the  Jew's  vision,  but  stirred 
him  with  his  pilgrim's  staff.  The  touch  probably  associated,  as  is 
usual,  with  some  of  the  apprehensions  excited  by  his  dream ;  for  the 
old  man  started  up,  his  grey  hair  standing'  almost  erect  upon  his 
head,  and  huddling  some  part  of  his  garments  about  him,  while  he 
held  the  detached  pieces  with  the  tenacious  grasp  of  a  falcon,  he  fixed 
upon  the  Palmer  his  keen  black  eyes,  expressive  of  wild  surprise  and 
of  bodily  apprehension. 

"  Fear  nothing  from  me,  Isaac,"  said  the  Palmer,  "  I  come  as  your 
friend." 

"  The  God  of  Israel  requite  you,"  said  the  Jew,  greatly  relieved  ; 
"  I  dreamed — But  Father  Abraham  be  praised,  it  was  but  a  dream." 
Then,  collecting  himself,  he  added  in  his  usual  tone,  "And  what 
may  it  be  your  pleasure  to  want  at  so  early  an  hour  with  the  poor 
Jew?" 

u  It  is  to  tell  you,"  said  the  Palmer,  "  that  if  you  leave  not  this 
mansion  instantly,  and  travel  not  with  some  haste,  your  journey  may 
prove  a  dangerous  one." 

"  Holy  Father  !  "  said  the  Jew,  "whom  could  it  interest  to  endanger 
so  poor  a  wretch  as  I  am  ?  " 

"  The  purpose  you  can  best  guess,"  said  the  Pilgrim ;  "  but  rely  on 
this,  that  when  the  Templar  crossed  the  hall  yesternight,  he  spoke 
to  his  Mussulman  slaves  in  the  Saracen  language,  which  1  well 
understand,  and  charged  them  this  morning  to  watch  the  journey 
of  the  Jew,  to  seize  upon  him  when  at  a  convenient  distance  from 
the  mansion,  and  to  conduct  him  to  the  castle  of  Philip  de  Malvoisin, 
or  to  that  of  Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  extremity  of  terror  which  seized 
upon  the  Jew  at  this  information,  and  seemed  at  once  to  overpower 
his  whole  faculties.  His  arms  fell  down  to  his  sides,  and  his  head 
drooped  on  his  breast,  his  knees  bent  under  his  weight,  every  nerve 
and  muscle  of  his  frame  seemed  to  collapse  and  lose  its  energy,  and 
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he  sunk  at  the  foot  of  the  Palmer,  not  in  the  fashion  of  one  who 
intentionally  stoops,  kneels,  or  prostrates  himself  to  excite  compas- 
sion, but  like  a  man  borne  down  on  all  sides  by  the  pressure  of  some 
invisible  force,  which  crushes  him  to  the  earth  without  the  power  of 
resistance. 

"  Holy  God  of  Abraham  ! "  was  his  first  exclamation,  folding"  and 
elevating1  his  wrinkled  hands,  but  without  raising*  his  grey  head  from 
the  pavement ;  "  O  holy  Moses  !  O  blessed  Aaron !  the  dream  is  not 
dreamed  for  nought,  and  the  vision  cometh  not  in  vain !  I  feel  their 
irons  already  tear  my  sinews !  I  feel  the  rack  pass  over  my  body 
like  the  saws,  and  harrows,  and  axes  of  iron  over  the  men  of  Rabbah, 
and  of  the  cities  of  the  children  of  Ammon !  " 

"  Stand  up,  Isaac,  and  hearken  to  me,"  said  the  Palmer,  who 
viewed  the  extremity  of  his  distress  with  a  compassion  in  which 
contempt  was  largely  mingled;  "you  have  cause  for  your  terror, 
considering  how  your  brethren  have  been  used,  in  order  to  extort 
from  them  their  hoards,  both  by  princes  and  nobles ;  but  stand  up, 
I  say,  and  I  will  point  out  to  you  the  means  of  escape.  Leave  this 
mansion  instantly,  while  its  inmates  sleep  sound  after  the  last  night's 
revel.  I  will  guide  you  by  the  secret  paths  of  the  forest,  known  as 
well  to  me  as  to  any  forester  that  ranges  it;  and  I  will  not  leave  you 
till  you  are  under  safe  conduct  of  some  chief  or  baron  going  to 
the  tournament,  whose  good-will  you  have  probably  the  means  of 
securing." 

As  the  ears  of  Isaac  received  the  hopes  of  escape  which  this  speech 
intimated,  he  began  gradually,  and  inch  by  inch,  as  it  were,  to  raise 
himself  up  from  the  ground,  until  he  fairly  rested  upon  his  knees, 
throwing  back  his  long  grey  hair  and  beard,  and  fixing  his  keen 
black  eyes  upon  the  Palmer's  face,  with  a  Jook  expressive  at  once  of 
hope  and  fear,  not  unmingled  with  suspicion.  But  when  he  heard 
the  concluding  part  of  the  sentence,  his  original  terror  appeared  to 
revive  in  full  force,  and  he  dropt  once  more  on  his  face,  exclaiming, 
"  /  possess  the  means  of  securing  good-will !  alas !  there  is  but  one 
road  to  the  favour  of  a  Christian,  and  how  can  the  poor  Jew  find  it, 
whom  extortions  have  already  reduced  to  the  misery  of  Lazarus?" 
Then,  as  if  suspicion  had  overpowered  his  other  feelings,  he  suddenly 
exclaimed,  "  For  the  love  of  God,  young  man,  betray  me  not — for 
the  sake  of  the  Great  Father  who  made  us  all,  Jew  as  well  as  Gentile, 
Israelite  and  Ishmaelite — do  me  no  treason !  I  have  not  means  to 
secure  the  good-will  of  a  Christian  beggar,  were  he  rating  it  at  a 
single  penny."  As  he  spoke  these  last  words,  he  raised  himself,  and 
grasped  the  Palmer's  mantle  with  a  look  of  the  most  earnest  entreaty. 
The  pilgrim  extricated  himself,  as  if  there  were  contamination  in  the 
touch. 

"Wert  thou  loaded  with  all  the  wealth  of  thy  tribe,"  he  said, 
"  what  interest  have  I  to  injure  thee  ?— In  this  dress  I  am  vowed  to 
poverty,  nor  do  I  change  it  for  aught  save  a  horse  and  a  coat  of  mail. 
Yet  think  not  that  I  care  for  thy  company,  or  propose  myself  advan- 
tage by  it ;  remain  here  if  thou  wilt — Cedric  the  Saxon  may  protect 
thee." 

"  Alas !  "  said  the  Jew,  "  he  will  not  let  me  travel  in  his  train — 
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Saxon  or  Norman  will  be  equally  ashamed  of  the  poor  Israelite ;  and 
to  travel  by  myself  through  the  domains  of  Philip  de  Malvoisin  and 
Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf—  Good  youth,  I  will  go  with  you !— Let  us 
haste — let  us  gird  up  our  loins — let  us  flee  ! — Here  is  thy  staff,  why 
wilt  thou  tarry  ? " 

"  I  tarry  not,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  giving  way  to  the^  urgency  of  his 
companion ;  "  but  I  must  secure  the  means  of  leaving  this  place — 
follow  me." 

He  led  the  way  to  the  adjoining  cell,  which,  as  the  reader  is 
apprised,  was  occupied  by  Gurth  the  swineherd. — "Arise,  Gurth," 
said  the  Pilgrim,  "  arise  quickly.  Undo  the  postern  gate,  and  let 
out  the  Jew  and  me." 

Gurth,  whose  occupation,  though  now  held  so  mean,  gave  him  as 
much  consequence  in  Saxon  England  as  that  of  Eumseus  in  Ithaca, 
was  offended  at  the  familiar  and  commanding  tone  assumed  by  the 
Palmer.  "  The  Jew  leaving  Rotherwood,"  said  he,  raising  himself 
on  his  elbow,  and  looking  superciliously  at  him  without  quitting 
his  pallet,  "and  travelling  in  company  with  the  Palmer  to 
boot " 

"  I  should  as  soon  have  dreamt,"  said  Wamba,  who  entered  the 
apartment  at  the  instant,  "  of  his  stealing  away  with  a  gammon  of 
bacon." 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  Gurth,  again  laying  down  his  head  on  the 
wooden  log  which  served  him  for  a  pillow,  "  both  Jew  and  Gentile 
must  be  content  to  abide  the  opening  of  the  great  gate — we  suffer  no 
visitors  to  depart  by  stealth  at  these  unseasonable  hours." 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  in  a  commanding  tone,  "  you 
will  not,  I  think,  refuse  me  that  favour." 

So  saying,  he  stooped  over  the  bed  of  the  recumbent  swineherd, 
and  whispered  something  in  his  ear  in  Saxon.  Gurth  started  up 
as  if  electrified.  The  Pilgrim,  raising  his  finger  in  an  attitude 
as  if  to  express  caution,  added,  "  Gurth,  beware — thou  art  wont 
to  be  prudent.  I  say,  undo  the  postern — thou  shalt  know  more 
anon." 

With  hasty  alacrity  Gurth  obeyed  him,  while  Wamba  and  the  Jew 
followed,  both  wondering  at  the*  sudden  change  in  the  swineherd's 
demeanour. 

"  My  mule,  my  mule ! "  said  the  Jew,  as  soon  as  they  stood  without 
the  postern. 

"  Fetch  him  his  mule,"  said  the  Pilgrim ;  "  and  nearest  thou, 
— let  me  have  another,  that  I  may  bear  him  company  till  he  is 
beyond  these  parts — I  will  return  it  safely  to  some  of  Cedric's 
train  at  Ashby.  And  do  thou  "—he  whispered  the  rest  in  Gurth's 
ear. 

"Willingly,  most  willingly  shall  it  be  done,"  said  Gurth,  and 
instantly  departed  to  execute  the  commission. 

"I  wish  I  knew,"  said  Wamba,  when  his  comrade's  back  was 
turned,  "  what  you  Palmers  learn  in  the  Holy  Land." 

"  To  say  our  orisons,  fool,"  answered  the  Pilgrim,  "  to  repent 
our  sins,  and  to  mortify  ourselves  with  fastings,  vigils,  and  long 
prayers." 
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"  Something"  more  potent  than  that,"  answered  the  Jester ; 
F  for  when  would  repentance  or  prayer  make  Gurth  do  a  courtesy, 
or  fasting  or  vigil  persuade  him  to  lend  you  a  mule !— I  trow  you 
might  as  well  have  told  his  favourite  black  boar  of  thy  vigils  and 
penance,  and  wouldst  have  gotten  as  civil  an  answer." 

"  Go  to."  said  the  Pilgrim,  "  thou  art  but  a  Saxon  fool." 

"  Thou  sayest  well,"  said  the  Jester ;  "  had  I  been  born  a  Norman, 
as  I  think  tliou  art,  I  would  have  had  luck  on  my  side,  and  been  next 
door  to  a  wise  man." 

At  this  moment  Gurth  appeared  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  moat 
with  the  mules.  The  travellers  crossed  the  ditch  upon  a  drawbridge 
of  only  two  planks  breadth,  the  narrowness  of  wThich  was  matched 
with  the  straitness  of  the  postern,  and  with  a  little  wicket  in  the 
exterior  palisade,  which  gave  access  to  the  forest.  No  sooner  had 
they  reached  the  mules,  than  the  Jew,  with  hasty  and  trembling 
hands,  secured  behind  the  saddle  a  small  bag  of  blue  buckram,  which 
he  took  from  under  his  cloak,  containing,  as  he  muttered,  "  a  change 
of  raiment — only  a  change  of  raiment."  Then  getting  unon  the 
animal  with  more  alacrity  and  haste  than  could  have  been  anticipated 
from  his  years,  he  lost  no  time  in  so  disposing  of  the  skirts  of  his 
gaberdine  as  to  conceal  completely  from  observation  the  burden 
which  he  had  thus  deposited  en  croupe. 

The  Pilgrim  mounted  with  more  deliberation,  reaching,  as  he 
departed,  his  hand  to  Gurth,  who  kissed  it  with  the  utmost  possible 
veneration.  The  swineherd  stood  gazing  after  the  travellers  until 
they  were  lost  under  the  boughs  of  the  forest  path,  when  he  was 
disturbed  from  his  reverie  by  the  voice  of  Wamba. 

"  Knowest  thou,"  said  the  Jester,  "  my  good  friend  Gurth,  that 
thou  art  strangely  courteous  and  most  unwxontedly  pious  on  this 
summer  morning?  I  would  I  were  a  black  Prior  or  a  barefoot 
Palmer,  to  avail  myself  of  thy  unwonted  zeal  and  courtesy — certes,  I 
would  make  more  out  of  it  than  a  kiss  of  the  hand." 

"  Thou  art  no  fool  thus  far,  Wamba,"  answered  Gurth,  "  though 
thou  arguest  from  appearances,  and  the  wisest  of  us  can  do  no  more 
— But  it  is  time  to  look  after  my  charge." 

So  saying,  he  turned  back  to  the  mansion,  attended  by  the  Jester. 

Meanwhile  the  travellers  continued  to  press  on  their  journey  with 
a  despatch  which  argued  the  extremity  of  the  Jew's  fears,  since 
persons  at  his  age  are  seldom  fond  of  rapid  motion.  The  Palmer,  to 
whom  every  path  and  outlet  in  the  wood  appeared  to  be  familiar,  led 
the  way  through  the  most  devious  paths,  and  more  than  once  excited 
anew  the  suspicion  of  the  Israelite,  that  he  intended  to  betray  him 
into  some  ambuscade  of  his  enemies. 

His  doubts  might  have  been  indeed  pardoned ;  for,  except  perhaps 
the  flying  fish,  there  was  no  race  existing  on  the  earth,  in  the  air,  or 
the  waters,  who  were  the  object  of  such  an  unintermitting,  general, 
and  relentless  persecution  as  the  Jews  of  this  period.  Upon  the  slight- 
est and  most  unreasonable  pretences,  as  wrell  as  upon  accusations  the 
most  absurd  and  groundless,  their  persons  and  property  were  ex- 
posed to  every  turn  of  popular  fury ;  for  Norman,  Saxon,  Dane,  and 
Briton,  however  adverse  these  races  were  to  each  other,  contended 
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which  should  look  with  greatest  detestation  upon  a  people  whom  it 
was  accounted  a  point  of  religion  to  hate,  to  revile,  to  despise,  to 
plunder,  and  to  persecute.  The  king's  of  the  Norman  race,  and  the 
independent  nobles,  who  followed  their  example  in  all  acts  of 
tyranny,  maintained  against  this  devoted  people  a  persecution  of  a 
more  regular,  calculated,  and  self-interested  kind.  It  is  a  well- 
known  story  of  King"  John,  that  he  confined  a  wealthy  Jew  in  one  of 
the  royal  castles,  and  daily  caused  one  of  his  teeth  to  be  torn  out, 
until,  when  the  jaw  of  the  unhappy  Israelite  was  half  disfurnished, 
he  consented  to  pay  a  large  sum,  which  it  was  the  tyrant's  object  to 
extort  from  him.  The  little  ready  money  which  was  in  the  country 
was  chiefly  in  possession  of  this  persecuted  people,  and  the  nobility 
hesitated  not  to  follow  the  example  of  their  sovereign,  in  wringing 
it  from  them  by  every  species  of  oppression,  and  even  personal  tor- 
ture. Yet  the  passive  courage,  inspired  by  the  love  of  gain,  induced 
the  Jews  to  dare  the  various  evils  to  which  they  were  subjected,  in 
consideration  of  the  immense  profits  which  they  were  enabled  to 
realise  in  a  country  naturally  so  wealthy  as  England.  In  spite  of 
every  kind  of  discouragement,  and  even  of  the  special  court  of  taxa- 
tions already  mentioned,  called  the  Jews'  Exchequer,  erected  for  the 
very  purpose  of  despoiling  and  distressing  them,  the  Jews  increased, 
multiplied,  and  accumulated  huge  sums,  which  they  transferred  from 
one  hand  to  another  by  means  of  bills  of  exchange — an  invention  for 
which  commerce  is  said  to  be  indebted  to  them,  and  which  enabled 
them  to  transfer  their  wealth  from  land  to  land,  that  when  threatened 
with  oppression  in  one  country  their  treasure  might  be  secured  in 
another. 

The  obstinacy  and  avarice  of  the  Jews  being  thus  in  a  measure 
placed  in  opposition  to  the  fanaticism  and  tyranny  of  those  under 
whom  they  lived,  seemed  to  increase  in  proportion  to  the  persecu- 
tion with  which  they  were  visited;  and  the  immense  wealth  they 
usually  acquired  in  commerce,  while  it  frequently  placed  them  in 
danger,  was  at  other  times  used  to  extend  their  influence,  and  to 
secure  to  them  a  certain  degree  of  protection.  On  these  terms  they 
lived ;  and  their  character,  influenced  accordingly,  was  watchful, 
suspicious,  and  timid  —  yet  obstinate,  uncomplying,  and  skilful  in 
evading  the  dangers  to  which  they  were  exposed. 

When  the  travellers  had  pushed  on  at  a  rapid  rate  through  many 
devious  paths,  the  Palmer  at  length  broke  silence. 

"  That  large  decayed  oak,"  he  said,  "  marks  the  boundaries  over 
which  Front-de-Boeuf  claims  authority — we  are  long  since  far  from 
those  of  Malvoisin.     There  is  now  no  fear  of  pursuit/' 

"  May  the  wheels  of  their  chariots  be  taken  off,"  said  the  Jew, 
"  like  those  of  the  host  of  Pharaoh,  that  they  may  drive  heavily ! — 
But  leave  me  not,  good  Pilgrim— Think  but  of  that  fierce  and  savage 
Templar,  with  his  Saracen  slaves — they  will  regard  neither  terri- 
tory, nor  manor,  nor  lordship." 

"Our  road,"  said  the  Palmer,  "should  here  separate;  for  it 
beseems  not  men  of  my  character  and  thine  to  travel  together 
longer  than  needs  must  be.  Besides,  what  succour  couldst  thou 
have  from  me,  a  peaceful  Pilgrim,  against  two  armed  heathens?" 
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"  O  good  youth,"  answered  the  Jew,  "  thou  canst  defend  me,  and  I 
know  thou  wouldst.  Poor  as  I  am,  I  will  requite  it— not  with 
money,  for  money,  so  help  me  my  Father  Abraham,  I  have  none — 
but " 

"  Money  and  recompense,"  said  the  Palmer,  interrupting  him,  "I 
have  already  said,  I  require  not  of  thee.  Guide  thee,  I  can ;  and,  it 
may  be,  even  in  some  sort  defend  thee ;  since  to  protect  a  Jew 
against  a  Saracen,  can  scarce  be  accounted  unworthy  of  a  Christian. 
Therefore,  Jew,  I  will  see  thee  safe  under  some  fitting  escort.  We 
are  now  not  far  from  the  town  of  Sheffield,  where  thou  mayest  easily 
find  many  of  thy  tribe  with  whom  to  take  refuge/' 

"  The  blessing  of  Jacob  be  upon  thee,  good  youth ! "  said  the  Jew ; 
I  in  Sheffield  I  can  harbour  with  my  kinsman  Zareth,  and  find  some 
means  of  travelling  forth  with  safety." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  Palmer ;  "  at  Sheffield  then  we  part,  and  half- 
an-hour's  riding  will  bring  us  in  sight  of  that  town." 

The  half  hour  was  spent  in  perfect  silence  on  both  parts ;  the  Pil- 
grim perhaps  disdaining  to  address  the  Jew,  except  in  case  of  abso- 
lute necessity,  and  the  Jew  not  presuming  to  force  a  conversation 
with  a  person  whose  journey  to  the  Holy  Sepulchre  gave  a  sort  of 
sanctity  to  his  character.  They  paused  on  the  top  of  a  gently-rising 
bank,  and  the  Pilgrim,  pointing  to  the  town  of  Sheffield,  which  lay 
beneath  them,  repeated  the  words,  "  Here,  then,  we  part." 

"  Not  till  you  have  had  the  poor  Jew's  thanks,"  said  Isaac ;  "  for  I 
presume  not  to  ask  you  to  go  with  me  to  my  kinsman  Zareth's,  who 
might  aid  me  with  some  means  of  repaying  your  good  offices." 

"I  have  already  said,"  answered  the  Pilgrim,  "that  I  desire  no  re- 
compense. If,  among  the  huge  list  of  thy  debtors,  thou  wilt,  for  my 
sake,  spare  the  gyves  and  the  dungeon  to  some  unhappy  Christian 
who  stands  in  thy  danger,  I  shall  hold  this  morning's  service  to  thee 
well  bestowed." 

*  Stay,  stay,"  said  the  Jew,  laying  hold  of  his  garment ;  "  some- 
thing would  I  do  more  than  this,  something  for  thyself. — God  knows 
the  Jew  is  poor — yes,  Isaac  is  the  beggar  of  his  tribe — but  forgive 
me  should  I  guess  what  thou  most  lackest  at  this  moment." 

"  If  thou  wert  to  guess  truly,"  said  the  Palmer,  "  it  is  what  thou 
canst  not  supply,  wert  thou  as  wealthy  as  thou  sayest  thou  art  poor." 

"  As  I  say  ? "  echoed  the  Jew ;  "  O !  believe  it,  I  say  but  the  truth ; 
I  am  a  plundered,  indebted,  distressed  man.  Hard  hands  have 
wrung  from  me  my  goods,  my  money,  my  ships,  and  all  that  I  pos- 
sessed—Yet 1  can  tell  thee  what  thou  lackest,  and,  it  may  be,  supply 
it  too.     Thy  wish  even  now  is  for  a  horse  and  armour." 

The  Palmer  started,  and  turned  suddenly  towards  the  Jew: — 
I  What  fiend  prompted  that  guess  ?"  said  he,  hastily. 

"No  matter,"  said  the  Jew,  smiling,  "so  that  it  be  a  true  one — 
and,  as  I  can  guess  thy  want,  so  I  can  supply  it." 

"But  consider,"  said  the  Palmer,  "my  character,  my  dress,  my 
vow." 

"  I  know  you  Christians  "  replied  the  Jew,  "  and  that  the  noblest  of 
you  will  take  the  staff  and  sandal  in  superstitious  penance,  and  walk 
afoot  to  visit  the  graves  of  dead  men."  • 
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"  Blaspheme  not,  Jew."  said  the  Pilgrim,  sternly. 

"  Forgive  me,"  said  the  Jew ;  "  I  spoke  rashly.  But  there  dropt 
words  from  you  last  night  and  this  morning',  that,  like  sparks  from 
flint,  showed  the  metal  within ;  and  in  the  hosom  of  that  Palmer's 
gown  is  hidden  a  knight's  chain  and  spurs  of  gold.  They  glanced 
as  you  stooped  over  my  bed  in  the  morning." 

The  Pilgrim  could  not  forbear  smiling.  "Were  thy  garments 
searched  by  as  curious  an  eye,  Isaac,"  said  he,  "  what  discoveries 
might  not  be  made?" 

"  No  more  of  that,"  said  the  Jew,  changing  colour ;  and  drawing 
forth  his  writing  materials  in  haste,  as  if  to  stop  the  conversation,  he 
began  to  write  upon  a  piece  of  paper,  which  he  supported  on  the  top 
of  his  yellow  cap,  without  dismounting  from  his  mule.  When  he 
had  finished,  he  delivered  the  scroll,  which  was  in  the  Hebrew  cha- 
racter, to  the  Pilgrim,  saying,  "  In  the  town  of  Leicester  all  men  know 
the  rich  Jew,  Kirjath  Jairam  of  Lombardy ;  give  him  this  scroll — he 
hath  on  sale  six  Milan  harnesses,  the  worst  would  suit  a  crowned 
head — ten  goodly  steeds,  the  worst  might  mount  a  king,  were  he  to 
do  battle  for  his  throne.  Of  these  he  will  give  thee  thy  choice, 
with  everything  else  that  can  furnish  thee  forth  for  the  tournament : 
when  it  is  over  thou  wilt  return  them  safely — unless  thou  shouldst 
have  wiierewith  to  pay  their  value  to  the  owner." 

"  But,  Isaac,"  said  the  Pilgrim,  smiling,  "  dost  thou  know  that  in 
these  sports  the  arms  and  steed  of  the  knight  who  is  unhorsed  are 
forfeit  to  his  victor  ?  Now,  I  may  be  unfortunate,  and  so  lose  Avhat  I 
cannot  replace  or  repay." 

The  Jew  looked  somewhat  astounded  at  this  possibility ;  but  col- 
lecting his  courage,  he  replied  hastily,  "  No— no — no — It  is  impos- 
sible— I  will  not  think  so.  The  blessing  of  our  Father  will  be  upon 
thee.     Thy  lance  will  be  powerful  as  the  rod  of  Moses." 

So  saying,  he  was  turning  his  mule's  head  away,  when  the  Palmer, 
in  his  turn,  took  hold  of  his  gaberdine.  "  Nay,  but  Isaac,  thou 
knowest  not  all  the  risk.  The  steed  may  be  slain,  the  armour  in- 
jured— for  I  will  spare  neither  horse  nor  man.  Besides,  those  of  thy 
tribe  give  nothing  for  nothing ;  something  there  must  be  paid  for 
their  use." 

The  Jew  twisted  himself  in  his  saddle,  like  a  man  in  a  fit  of  the 
colic;  but  his  better  feelings  predominated  over  those  which  were 
most  familiar  to  him.  "  I  care  not,"  he  said,  "  I  care  not — let  me 
go.  If  there  is  damage,  it  will  cost  you  nothing— if  there  is  usage- 
money,  Kirjath  Jairam  will  forgive  it  for  the  sake  of  his  kinsman 
Isaac.  Far e-thee- well!—  Yet  hark  thee,  good  youth,"  said  he,  turn- 
ing about,  "  thrust  thyself  not  too  forward  into  this  vain  hurly-burly 
— I  speak  not  for  endangering  the  steed  and  coat  of  armour,  but  for 
the  sake  of  thine  own  life  and  limbs." 

"  Gramercy  for  thy  caution,"  said  the  Palmer,  again  smiling;  "1 
will  use  thy  courtesy  frankly,  and  it  will  go  hard  with  me  but  I  will 
requite  it." 

They  parted,  and  took  different  roads  for  the  town  of  Sheffield. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Knights,  with  a  long  retinue  of  their  squires, 

In  gaudy  liveries  march  and  quaint  attires ; 

One  laced  the  helm,  another  held  the  lance, 

A  third  the  shining  buckler  did  advance. 

The  courser  paw'd  the  ground  with  restless  feet, 

And  snorting  foam'd  and  champ'd  the  golden  bit. 

The  smiths  and  armourers  on  palfreys  ride, 

Files  in  their  hands  and  hammers  at  their  side  ; 

And  nails  for  loosen 'd  spears,  and  thongs  for  shields  provide. 

The  yeomen  guard  the  streets  in  seemly  bands  ; 

And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  cudgels  in  their  hands. 

Palamon  and  Arcite. 

The  condition  of  the  English  nation  was^  at  this  time  sufficiently 
miserable.  King  Richard  was  absent  a  prisoner,  and  in  the  power 
of  the  perfidious  and  cruel  Duke  of  Austria.  Even  the  very  place  of 
his  captivity  was  uncertain,  and  his  fate  but  very  imperfectly  known 
to  the  generality  of  his  subjects,  who  were,  in  the  mean  time,  a  prey 
to  every  species  of  subaltern  oppression. 

Prince  John,  in  league  with  Philip  of  France,  Coeur-de-Lion's 
mortal  enemy,  was  using  every  species  of  influence  with  the  Duke  of 
Austria  to  prolong  the  captivity  of  his  brother  Richard,  to  whom  he 
stood  indebted  for  so  many  favours.  In  the  mean  time  he  was  strength- 
ening his  own  faction  in  the  kingdom,  of  which  he  proposed,  to  dispute 
the  succession,  in  case  of  the  King's  death,  with  the  legitimate  heir, 
Arthur  Duke  of  Brittany,  son  of  Geoffrey  Plantagenet,  the  elder 
brother  of  John.  This  usurpation,  it  is  well  known,  he  afterwards 
effected.  His  own  character  being  light,  profligate,  and  perfidious, 
John  easily  attached  to  his  person  and  faction,  not  only  all  who  had 
reason  to  dread  the  resentment  of  Richard  for  criminal  proceedings 
during  his  absence,  but  also  the  numerous  class  of  "  lawless  resolutes," 
whom  the  crusades  had  turned  back  on  their  country,  accomplished 
in  the  vices  of  the  East,  impoverished  in  substance,  and  hardened  in 
character,  and  who  placed  their  hopes  of  harvest  in  civil  commotion. 

To  these  causes  of  public  distress  and  apprehension,  must  be  added 
the  multitude  of  outlaws,  who,  driven  to  despair  by  the  oppression  of 
the  feudal  nobility,  and  the  severe  exercise  of  the  forest  laws,  banded 
together  in  large  gangs,  and,  keeping  possession  of  the  forests  and 
the  wastes,  set  at  defiance  the  justice  and  magistracy  of  the  country. 
The  nobles  themselves,  each  fortified  within  his  own  castle,  and  play- 
ing the  petty  sovereign  over  his  own  dominions,  were  the  leaders  of 
bands  scarce  less  lawless  and  oppressive  than  those  of  the  avowed 
depredators.  To  maintain  these  retainers,  and  to  support  the  extra- 
vagance and  magnificence  which  their  pride  induced  them  to  affect, 
the  nobihty  borrowed  sums  of  money  from  the  Jews  at  the  most 
usurious  interest,  which  gnawed  into  their  estates  like  consuming 
cankers,  scarce  to  be  cured  unless  when  circumstances  gave  them  an 
opportunity  of  getting  free,  by  exercising  upon  their  creditors  some 
a<^t  of  unprincipled  violence. 

Under  the  various  burdens  imposed  by  this  unhappy  state  of  affairs, 
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SnrSlHfil  nglan*d  5uffeJed  ^y  ^  the  present,  ami  had  yet 
To™  W adfu|cauf  to/ear  for  the  future.  To  augment  their  misery, 
a  contagious  disorder  of  a  dangerous  nature  spread  through  the  land 

nn^hTw^fiTi^V1-uleHb7  tlle  "Cleanness,  the  indifferent  food 
and  the  wretched  lodging  of  the  lower  classes,  swept  off  many  whose 
late  the  survivors  were  tempted  to  envy,  as  exempting  them  from  the 
evils  which  were  to  come.  ' 

t  Yet  amid  these  accumulated  distresses,  the  poor  as  well  as  the 
rich,  the  vulgar  as  well  as  the  noble,  in  the  event  of  a  tournament, 
which  was  the  grand  spectacle  of  that  age,  felt  as  much  interested 
as  the  half-starved  citizen  of  Madrid,  who  has  not  a  real  left  to  buy 
provisions  for  his  family  feels  in  the  issue  of  a  bull-fight.  Neither  i 
duty  nor  infirmity  could  keep  youth  or  age  from  such  exhibitions, 
llie  1  assage  of  Arms,  as  it  was  called,  which  was  to  take  place  at 
Ashby  in  the  county  of  Leicester,  as  champions  of  the  first  renows,- 
were  to  take  the  field  in  the  presence  of  Prince  John  himself,  who 
was  expected  to  grace  the  lists,  had  attracted  universal  attention, 
and  an  immense  confluence  of  persons  of  all  ranks  hastened  upon 
the  appointed  morning  to  the  place  of  combat. 

The  scene  was  singularly  romantic.  On  the  verge  of  a  wood,  which 
approached  to  within  a  mile  of  the  town  of  Ashby,  was  an  extensive 
meadow,  ot  the  finest  and  most  beautiful  green  turf,  surrounded  on 
one  side  by  the  forest,  and  fringed  on  the  other  by  straggling  oak- 
trees,  some  of  which  had  grown  to  an  immense  size.  The  ground, 
as  if  fashioned  on  purpose  for  the  martial  display  which  was  intended, 
sloped  gradually  down  on  all  sides  to  a  level  bottom,  which  was  en- 
closed tor  the  lists  with  strong  palisades,  forming  a  space  of  a  quarter 
ot  a  mile  in  length,  and  about  half  as  broad.  The  form  of  the  enclo- 
sure was  an  oblong  square,  save  that  the  corners  were  considerably 
rounded  off,  m  order  to  afford  more  convenience  for  the  spectators, 
llie  openings  for  the  entry  of  the  combatants  were  at  the  northern 
and  southern  extremities  of  the  lists,  accessible  by  strong  wooden 
gates,  each  wide  enough  to  admit  two  horsemen  riding  abreast.  At 
each  of  these  portals  were  stationed  two  heralds,  attended  by  six 
trumpets,  as  many  pursuivants,  and  a  strong  body  of  men-at-arms 
for  maintaining  order,  and  ascertaining  the  quality  of  the  knights 
who  proposed  to  engage  in  this  martial  game. 

On  a  platform  beyond  the  southern  entrance,  formed  by  a  natural 
elevation  of  the  ground,  were  pitched  five  magnificent  pavilions, 
adorned  with  pennons  of  russet  and  black,  the  chosen  colours  of  the 
live  knights  challengers.  The  cords  of  the  tents  were  of  the  same 
colour.  Before  each  pavilion  was  suspended  the  shield  of  the  knight 
by  whom  it  was  occupied,  and  beside  it  stood  his  squire,  quaintly  dis- 
guised as  a  salvage  or  sylvan  man,  or  in  some  other  fantastic  dress, 
according  to  the  taste  of  his  master,  and  the  character  he  was  pleased 
to  assume  during  the  game.1  The  central  pavilion,  as  the  place  of 
honour,  had  been  assigned  to  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  whose  renown 
m  all  games  of  chivalry,  no  less  than  his  connection  with  the  knights 
who  had  undertaken  this  Passage  of  Arms,  had  occasioned  him  to 

1  This  sort  of  masquerade  is  supposed  to  have  occasioned  the  introduction  of  sup- 
porters into  the  science  of  heraldry. 
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be  eagerly  received  into  the  company  of  the  challengers,  and  even 
adopted  as  their  chief  and  leader,  though  he  had  so  recently  joined 
them.  On  one  side  of  his  tent  were  pitched  those  of  Reginald 
Front-de-Bceuf  and  Richard  de  Malvoisin,  and  on  the  other  was  the 
pavilion  of  Hugh  de  Grantmesnil,  a  noble  baron  in  the  vicinity,  whose 
ancestor  had  been  Lord  High  Steward  of  England  in  the  time  of  the 
Conqueror,  and  his  son  William  Rufus.  Ralph  de  Vipont,  a  knight 
of  St  John  of  Jerusalem,  who  had  some  ancient  possessions  at  a  place 
called  Heather,  near  Ashby-de-la-Zouche,  occupied  the  fifth  pavilion. 
From  the  entrance  into  the  lists,  a  gently  sloping  passage,  ten  yards 
in  breadth,  led  up  to  the  platform  on  which  the  tents  were  pitched. 
It  was  strongly  secured  by  a  palisade  on  each  side,  as  was  the  espla- 
nade in  front  of  the  pavilions,  and  the  whole  was  guarded  by  men-at- 
arms. 

The  northern  access  to  the  lists  terminated  in  a  similar  entrance  of 
thirty  feet  in  breadth,  at  the  extremity  of  which  was  a  large  enclosed 
space  for  such  knights  as  might  be  disposed  to  enter  the  lists  with  the 
challengers,  behind  which  were  placed  tents  containing  refreshments 
of  every  kind  for  their  accommodation,  with  armourers,  farriers,  and 
other  attendants,  in  readiness  to  give  their  services  wherever  they 
might  be  necessary. 

The  exterior  of  the  lists  was  in  part  occupied  by  temporary  gal- 
leries, spread  with  tapestry  and  carpets,  and  accommodated  with 
cushions  for  the  convenience  of  those  ladies  and  nobles  who  were 
expected  to  attend  the  tournament.  A  narrow  space,  betwixt  these 
galleries  and  the  lists,  gave  accommodation  for  yeomanry  and  spec- 
tators of  a  better  degree  than  the  mere  vulgar,  and  might  be  com- 
pared to  the  pit  of  a  theatre.  The  promiscuous  multitude  arranged 
themselves  upon  large  banks  of  turf  prepared  for  the  purpose,  which, 
aided  by  the  natural  elevation  of  the  ground,  enabled  them  to  over- 
look the  galleries,  and  obtain  a  fair  view  into  the  lists.  Besides  the 
accommodation  which  these  stations  afforded,  many  hundreds  had 
perched  themselves  on  the  branches  of  the  trees  which  surrounded 
the  meadow;  and  even  the  steeple  of  a  country  church,  at  some  dis- 
tance, was  crowded  with  spectators. 

It  only  remains  to  notice  respecting  the  general  arrangement, 
that  one  gallery  in  the  very  centre  of  the  eastern  side  of  the  lists, 
and  consequently  exactly  opposite  to  the  spot  where  the  shock  of 
the  combat  was  to  take  place,  was  raised  higher  than  the  others, 
more  richly  decorated,  and  graced  by  a  sort  of  throne  and  canopy, 
on  which  the  royal  arms  were  emblazoned.  Squires,  pages,  and 
yeomen  in  rich  liveries,  waited  around  this  place  of  honour,  which 
was  designed  for  Prince  John  and  his  attendants.  Opposite  to 
this  royal  gallery  was  another,  elevated  to  the  same  height,  on  the 
western  side  of  the  lists ;  and  more  gaily,  if  less  sumptuously  deco- 
rated, than  that  destined  for  the  Prince  himself.  A  train  of  pages 
and  of  young  maidens,  the  most  beautiful  who  could  be  selected, 
gaily  dressed  in  fancy  habits  of  green  and  pink,  surrounded  a  throne 
decorated  in  the  same  colours.  Among  pennons  and  flags  bearing 
wounded  hearts,  burning  hearts,  bleeding  hearts,  bows  and  quivers, 
and  all  the  commonplace  emblems  of  the  triumphs  of  Cupid,  a 
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blazoned  inscription  informed  the  spectators,  that  this  seat  of  honour 
was  designed  for  La  Royne  de  la  Beaulte  et  des  Amoers.  But 
who  was  to  represent  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  of  Love  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion  no  one  was  prepared  to  guess. 

Meanwhile,  spectators  of  every  description  thronged  forward  to 
occupy  their  respective  stations,  and  not  without  many  quarrels  con- 
cerning those  which  they  were  entitled  to  hold.  Some  of  these  were 
settled  by  the  men-at-arms  with  brief  ceremony ;  the  shafts  of  their 
battle-axes,  and  pummels  of  their  swords,  being  readily  employed  as 
arguments  to  convince  the  more  refractory.  Others,  which  involved 
the  rival  claims  of  more  elevated  persons,  were  determined  by  the 
heralds,  or  by  the  twro  marshals  of  the  field,  William  de  Wyvil  and 
Stephen  de  Martival,  who,  armed  at  all  points,  rode  up  and  down 
the  lists  to  enforce  and  preserve  good  order  among  the  spectators. 

Gradually  the  galleries  became  filled  with  knights  and  nobles,  in 
their  robes  of  peace,  whose  long  and  rich-tinted  mantles  were  con- 
trasted with  the  gayer  and  more  splendid  habits  of  the  ladies,  who, 
in  a  greater  proportion  than  even  the  men  themselves,  thronged  to 
witness  a  sport,  which  one  would  have  thought  too  bloody  and  dan- 
gerous to  afford  their  sex  much  pleasure.  The  lower  and  interior 
space  was  soon  filled  by  substantial  yeomen  and  burghers,  and  such 
of  the  lesser  gentry,  as,  from  modesty,  poverty,  or  dubious  title,  durst 
not  assume  any  higher  place.  It  was  of  course  amongst  these  that 
the  most  frequent  disputes  for  precedence  occurred. 

"  Dog  of  an  unbeliever,"  said  an  old  man,  whose  threadbare  tunic 
bore  witness  to  his  poverty,  as  his  sword,  and  dagger,  and  golden 
chain  intimated  his  pretensions  to  rank,— "whelp  of  a  she-wolf! 
darest  thou  press  upon  a  Christian,  and  a  Norman  gentleman  of  the 
blood  of  Montdidier?" 

This  rough  expostulation  was  addressed  to  no  other  than  our 
acquaintance  Isaac,  who,  richly  and  even  magnificently  dressed  in  a 
gaberdine  ornamented  with  lace  and  lined  with  fur,  was  endeavouring 
to  make  place  in  the  formest  row  beneath  the  gallery  for  his  daughter, 
the  beautiful  Rebecca,  who  had  joined  him  at  Ashby,  and  who  was 
now  hanging  on  her  father's  arm,  not  a  little  terrified  by  the  popular 
displeasure  which  seemed  generally  excited  by  her  parent's  presump- 
tion. But  Isaac,  though  we  have  seen  him  sufficiently  timid  on  other 
occasions,  knew  well  that  at  present  he  had  nothing  to  fear.  It  was 
not  in  places  of  general  resort,  or  where  their  equals  were  assembled, 
that  any  avaricious  or  malevolent  noble  durst  offer  him  injury.  At 
such  meetings  the  Jews  were  under  the  protection  of  the  general 
law  ;  and  if  that  proved  a  weak  assurance,  it  usually  happened  that 
there  were  among  the  persons  assembled  some  barons,  who,  for  their 
own  interested  motives,  were  ready  to  act  as  their  protectors.  On 
the  present  occasion,  Isaac  felt  more  than  usually  confident,  being 
aware  that  Prince  John  was  even  then  in  the  very  act  of  negotiating 
a  large  loan  from  the  Jews  of  York,  to  be  secured  upon  certain 
jewels  and  lands.  Isaac's  own  share  in  this  transaction  was  con- 
siderable, and  he  well  knew  that  the  Prince's  eager  desire  to  bring 
it  to  a  conclusion  would  insure  him  his  protection  in  the  dilemma  in 
which  he  stood. 
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Imboldened  by  these  considerations,  the  Jew  pursued  his  point, 
and  jostled  the  Norman  Christian,  without  respect  either  to  his  de- 
scent, quality,  or  religion.  The  complaints  of  the  old  man,  however, 
excited  the  indignation  of  the  bystanders.  One  of  these,  a  stout 
well-set  yeoman,  arrayed  in  Lincoln  green,  having"  twelve  arrows 
stuck  in  his  belt,  with  a  baldric  and  badge  of  silver,  and  a  bow  of  six 
feet  length  in  his  hand,  turned  short  round,  and  while  his  counte- 
nance, which  his  constant  exposure  to  weather  had  rendered  brown  as 
a  hazel  nut,  grew  darker  with  anger,  he  advised  the  Jew  to  remember, 
that  all  the  wealth  he  had  acquired  by  sucking  the  blood  of  his  mis- 
erable victims,  had  but  swelled  him  like  a  bloated  spider,  which  might 
be  overlooked  while  he  kept  in  a  corner,  but  would  be  crushed  if  it 
ventured  into  the  light.  This  intimation,  delivered  in  Norman-Eng- 
lish, with  a  firm  voice  and  a  stern  aspect,  made  the  Jew  shrink  back; 
and  he  would  have  probably  withdrawn  himself  altogether  from  a 
vicinity  so  dangerous,  had  not  the  attention  of  every  one  been  called 
to  the  sudden  entrance  of  Prince  John,  who  at  that  moment  entered 
the  lists,  attended  by  a  numerous  and  gay  train,  consisting  partly  of 
laymen,  partly  of  churchmen,  as  light  in  their  dress,  and  as  gay  in 
their  demeanour,  as  their  companions.  Among  the  latter  was  the 
Prior  of  Jorvaulx,  in  the  most  gallant  trim  which  a  dignitary  of  the 
church  could  venture  to  exhibit.  Fur  and  gold  were  not  spared  in 
his  garments ;  and  the  points  of  his  boots,  out-heroding  the  prepos- 
terous fashion  of  the  time,  turned  up  so  very  far,  as  to  be  attached, 
not  to  his  knees  merely,  but  to  his  very  girdle,  and  effectually  pre- 
vented him  from  putting  his  foot  into  the  stirrup.  This,  however, 
was  a  slight  inconvenience  to  the  gallant  Abbot,  who,  perhaps,  even 
rejoicing  in  the  opportunity  to  display  his  accomplished  horsemanship 
before  so  many  spectators,  especially  of  the  fair  sex,  dispensed  with 
the  use  of  these  supports  to  a  timid  rider.  The  rest  of  Prince  John's 
retinue  consisted  of  the  favourite  leaders  of  his  mercenary  troops, 
some  marauding  barons  and  profligate  attendants  upon  the  court, 
with  several  Knights  Templars  and  Knights  of  St  John. 

It  may  be  here  remarked,  that  the  knights  of  these  two  orders 
were  accounted  hostile  to  King  Richard,  having  adopted  the  side  of 
Philip  of  France  in  the  long  train  of  disputes  which  took  place  in 
Palestine  betwixt  that  monarch  and  the  lion-hearted  King  of  Eng- 
land. It  was  the  well-known  consequence  of  this  discord  that 
Richard's  repeated  victories  had  been  rendered  fruitless,  his  roman- 
tic attempts  to  besiege  Jerusalem  disappointed,  and  the  fruit  of  all 
the  glory  which  he  had  acquired  had  dwindled  into  an  uncertain 
truce  with  the  Sultan  Saladin.  With  the  same  policy  which  had 
dictated  the  conduct  of  their  brethren  in  the  Holy  Land,  the  Tem- 
plars and  Hospitallers  in  England  and  Normandy  attached  themselves 
to  the  faction  of  Prince  John,  having  little  reason  to  desire  the  return 
of  Richard  to  England,  or  the  succession  of  Arthur,  his  legitimate 
heir.  For  the  opposite  reason,  Prince  John  hated  and  contemned 
the  few  Saxon  families  of  consequence  which  subsisted  in  England, 
and  omitted  no  opportunity  of  mortifying  and  affronting  them;  being 
conscious  that  his  person  and  pretensions  were  disliked  by  them,  as 
well  as  by  the  greater  part  of  the  English  commons,  who  feared  far- 
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ther  innovation  upon  their  rights  and  liberties,  from  a  sovereign  of 
John's  licentious  and  tyrannical  disposition. 

Attended  by  this  gallant  equipage,  himself  well  mounted,  and 
splendidly  dressed  in  crimson  and  in  gold,  bearing  upon  his  hand  a 
falcon,  and  having  his  head  covered  by  a  rich  fur  bonnet,  adorned 
with  a  circle  of  precious  stones,  from  which  his  long  curled  hair 
escaped  and  overspread  his  shoulders,  Prince  John,  upon  a  grey  and 
high-mettled  palfrey,  caracoled  within  the  lists  at  the  head  of  his 
jovial  party,  laughing  loud  with  his  train,  and  eyeing  with  all  the 
boldness  of  royal  criticism  the  beauties  who  adorned  the  lofty  gal- 
leries. 

Those  who  remarked  in  the  physiognomy  of  the  Prince  a  dissolute 
audacity,  mingled  with  extreme  naughtiness  and  indifference  to  the 
feelings  of  others,  could  not  yet  deny  to  his  countenance  that  sort  of 
comeliness  which  belongs  to  an  open  set  of  features,  well  formed  by 
nature,  modelled  by  art  to  the  usual  rules  of  courtesy,  yet  so  far 
frank  and  honest,  tnat  they  seemed  as  if  they  disclaimed  to  conceal 
the  natural  workings  of  the  soul.  Such  an  expression  is  often  mis- 
taken for  manly  frankness,  when  in  truth  it  arises  from  the  reckless 
indifference  of  a  libertine  disposition,  conscious  of  superiority  of 
birth,  of  wealth,  or  of  some  other  adventitious  advantage,  totally 
unconnected  with  personal  merit.  To  those  who  did  not  think  so 
deeply — and  they  were  the  greater  number  by  a  hundred  to  one— the 
splendour  of  Prince  John's  rheno  (i.  e.  fur  tippet),  the  richness  of 
his  cloak,  lined  with  the  most  costly  sables,  his  maroquin  boots  and 
golden  spurs,  together  with  the  grace  with  which  he  managed  his 
palfrey,  were  sufficient  to  merit  clamorous  applause. 

In  his  joyous  caracole  round  the  lists,  the  attention  of  the  Prince 
was  called  by  the  commotion,  not  yet  subsided,  which  had  attended 
the  ambitious  movement  of  Isaac  towards  the  higher  places  of  the 
assembly.  The  quick  eye  of  Prince  John  instantly  recognised  the 
Jew,  but  was  much  more  agreeably  attracted  by  the  beautiful  daugh- 
ter of  Zion,  who,  terrified  by  the  tumult,  clung  close  to  the  arm  of 
her  aged  father. 

The  figure  of  Rebecca  might  indeed  have  compared  with  the 
proudest  beauties  of  England,  even  though  it  had  been  judged  by 
as  shrewd  a  connoisseur  as  Prince  John.  Her  form  was  exquisitely 
symmetrical,  and  was  shown  to  advantage  by  a  sort  of  Eastern  dress, 
which  she  wore  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  females  of  her  nation. 
Her  turban  of  yellow  silk  suited  well  with  the  darkness  of  her  com- 
plexion. The  brilliancy  of  her  eyes,  the  superb  arch  of  her  eye- 
orows,  her  well-formed  aquiline  nose,  her  teeth  as  white  as  pearl, 
and  the  profusion  of  her  sable  tresses  which,  each  arranged  in  its 
own  little  spiral  of  twisted  curls,  fell  down  upon  as  much  of  a  lovely 
neck  and  bosom  as  a  simarre  of  the  richest  Persian  silk,  exhibiting 
flowers  in  their  natural  colours  embossed  upon  a  purple  ground,  per- 
mitted to  be  visible— all  these  constituted  a  combination  of  loveli- 
ness, which  yielded  not  to  the  most  beautiful  of  the  maidens  who 
surrounded  her.  It  is  true,  that  of  the  golden  and  pearl-studded 
clasps,  which  closed  her  vest  from  the  throat  to  the  waist,  the  three 
uppermost  were  left  unfastened  on  account  of  the  heat,  which  some- 
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thing*  enlarged  the  prospect  to  which  we  allude.  A  diamond  neck- 
lace, with  pendants  of  inestimable  value,  were  by  this  means  also 
made  more  conspicuous.  The  feather  of  an  ostrich,  fastened  in  her 
turban  by  an  agraffe  set  with  brilliants,  was  another  distinction  of 
the  beautiful  Jewess,  scoffed  and  sneered  at  by  the  proud  dames  who 
sat  above  her,  but  secretly  envied  by  those  who  affected  to  deride 
them. 

"By  the  bald  scalp  of  Abraham,"  said  Prince  John,  "yonder 
Jewess  must  be  the  very  model  of  that  perfection,  whose  charms 
drove  frantic  the  wisest  king  that  ever  lived!  What  sayest  thou, 
Prior  Aymer  ? — By  the  Temple  of  that  wise  king,  which  our  wiser 
brother  Richard  proved  unable  to  recover,  she  is  the  very  Bride  of 
the  Canticles ! " 

"  The  Rose  of  Sharon  and  the  Lily  of  the  Valley ,"  answered  the 
Prior,  in  a  sort  of  snuffling  tone ;  "  but  your  Grace  must  remember 
she  is  still  but  a  Jewess." 

"  Ay!"  added  Prince  John,  without  heeding  him,  "  and  there  is  my 
Mammon  of  unrighteousness  too— the  Marquis  of  Marks,  the  Baron 
of  Byzants,  contesting*  for  place  with  penniless  dogs,  whose  thread- 
bare cloaks  have  not  a  single  cross  in  their  pouches  to  keep  the 
devil  from  dancing  there.  By  the  body  of  St  Mark,  my  prince  of 
supplies,  with  his  lovely  Jewess,  shall  have  a  place  in  the  gallery ! — 
What  is  she,  Isaac?  Thy  wife  or  thy  daughter,  that  Eastern  houri, 
that  thou  lockest  under  thy  arm  as  thou  wouldst  thy  treasure- 
casket?" 

"  My  daughter  Rebecca,  so  please  your  Grace,"  answered  Isaac, 
with  a  low  congee,  nothing  embarrassed  by  the  Prince's  salutation, 
in  which,  however,  there  was  at  least  as  much  mockery  as  courtesy. 

"  The  wiser  man  thou,"  said  John,  with  a  peal  of  laughter,  in  which 
his  gay  followers  obsequiously  joined.  "  But,  daughter  or  wife,  she 
should  be  preferred  according1  to  her  beauty  and  thy  merits. — Who 
sits  above  there?"  he  continued,  bending  his  eye  on  the  gallery. 
"  Saxon  churls,  lolling  at  their  lazy  length !— out  upon  them !— let 
them  sit  close,  and  make  room  for  my  prince  of  usurers  and  his 
lovely  daughter.  I'll  make  the  hinds  know  they  must  share  the 
high  places  of  the  synagogue  with  those  whom  the  synagogue  pro- 
perly belongs  to." 

Those  who  occupied  the  gallery  to  whom  this  injurious  and  unpolite 
speech  was  addressed,  were  the  family  of  Cedric  the  Saxon,  with 
that  of  his  ally  and  kinsman,  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh,  a  per- 
sonage, who,  on  account  of  his  descent  from  the  last  Saxon  monarchs 
of  England,  was  held  in  the  highest  respect  by  all  the  Saxon  natives 
of  the  north  of  England.  But  with  the  blood  of  this  ancient  royal 
race,  many  of  their  infirmities  had  descended  to  Athelstane.  He 
was  comely  in  countenance,  bulky  and  strong  in  person,  and  in  the 
flower  of  his  age — yet  inanimate  in  expression,  dull-eyed,  heavy- 
browed,  inactive  and  sluggish  in  all  his  motions,  and  so  slow  in  reso- 
lution, that  the  soubriquet  of  one  of  his  ancestors  was  conferred  upon 
him,  and  he  was  very  generally  called  Athelstane  the  Unready.  His 
friends,  and  he  had  many,  who,  as  well  as  Cedric,  were  passionately 
attached  to  him,  contended  that  this  sluggish  temper  arose  not  from 
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want  of  courage,  but  from  mere  want  of  decision ;  others  alleged 
that  his  hereditary  vice  of  drunkenness  had  obscured  his  faculties, 
never  of  a  very  acute  order,  and  that  the  passive  courage  and  meek 
good-nature  which  remained  behind,  were  merely  the  dregs  of  a 
character  that  might  have  been  deserving  of  praise,  but  of  which  all 
the  valuable  parts  had  flown  off  in  the  progress  of  a  long  course  of 
brutal  debauchery. 

It  was  to  this  person,  such  as  we  have  described  him,  that  the 
Prince  addressed  his  imperious  command  to  make  place  for  Isaac 
and  Rebecca.  Athelstane,  utterly  confounded  at  an  order  which  the 
manners  and  feelings  of  the  times  rendered  so  injuriously  insulting, 
unwilling  to  obey,  yet  undetermined  how  to  resist,  opposed  only  the 
vis  inertice  to  the  will  of  John ;  and,  without  stirring  or  making  any 
motion  whatever  of  obedience,  opened  his  large  grey  eyes,  and  stared 
at  the  Prince  with  an  astonishment  which  had  in  it  something  ex- 
tremely ludicrous.  But  the  impatient  John  regarded  it  in  no  such 
light. 

"  The  Saxon  porker,"  he  said,  "  is  either  asleep  or  minds  me  not 
— Prick  him  with  your  lance,  De  Bracy,"  speaking  to  a  knight  who 
rode  near  him,  the  leader  of  a  band  of  Free  Companions,  or  Con- 
dottieri ;  that  is,  of  mercenaries  belonging  to  no  particular  nation, 
but  attached  for  the  time  to  any  prince  by  whom  they  were  paid. 
There  was  a  murmur  even  among  the  attendants  of  Prince  John ; 
but  De  Bracy,  whose  profession  freed  him  from  all  scruples,  extended 
his  long  lance  over  the  space  which  separated  the  gallery  from  the 
lists,  and  would  have  executed  the  commands  of  the  Prince  before 
Athelstane  the  Unready  had  recovered  presence  of  mind  sufficient 
even  to  draw  back  his  person  from  the  weapon,  had  not  Cedric,  as 
prompt  as  his  companion  was  tardy,  unsheathed,  with  the  speed  of 
lightning,  the  short  sword  which  he  wore,  and  at  a  single  blow  severed 
the  point  of  the  lance  from  the  handle.  The  blood  rushed  into  the 
countenance  of  Prince  John.  He  swore  one  of  his  deepest  oaths, 
and  was  about  to  utter  some  threat  corresponding  in  violence,  when 
he  was  diverted  from  his  purpose,  partly  by  his  own  attendants,  who 
gathered  around  him  conjuring  him  to  be  patient,  partly  by  a  general 
exclamation  of  the  crowd,  uttered  in  loud  applause  of  the  spirited 
conduct  of  Cedric.  The  Prince  rolled  his  eyes  in  indignation,  as  if 
to  collect  some  safe  and  easy  victim  ;  and  chancing  to  encounter  the 
firm  glance  of  the  same  archer  whom  we  have  already  noticed,  and 
who  seemed  to  persist  in  his  gesture  of  applause,  in  spite  of  the 
frowning  aspect  which  the  Prince  bent  upon  him,  he  demanded  his 
reason  for  clamouring  thus. 

"  I  always  add  my  hollo,"  said  the  yeoman,  "  when  I  see  a  good 
shot,  or  a  gallant  blow." 

"Sayst  thou?"  answered  the  Prince;  "then  thou  canst  hit  the 
white  thyself,  Til  warrant." 

"A  woodsman's  mark,  and  at  woodsman's  distance,  I  can  hit," 
answered  the  yeoman. 

"And  Wat  Tyrrel's  mark,  at  a  hundred  yards,"  said  a  voice  from 
behind,  but  by  whom  uttered  could  not  be  discerned. 

This  allusion  to  the  fate  of  William  Rufus,  his  relative,  at  once 
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incensed  and  alarmed  Prince  John.  He  satisfied  himself,  however, 
with  commanding  the  men-at-arms,  who  surrounded  the  lists,  to 
keep  an  eye  on  the  braggart,  pointing  to  the  yeoman. 

"  By  St  Grizzel,"  he  added,  "  we  will  try  his  own  skill,  who  is  so 
ready  to  give  his  voice  to  the  feats  of  others ! " 

"  I  shall  not  fly  the  trial,"  said  the  yeoman,  with  the  composure 
which  marked  his  whole  deportment. 

"Meanwhile,  stand  up,  ye  Saxon  churls,"  said  the  fiery  Prince; 
"  for,  by  the  light  of  heaven,  since  I  have  said  it,  the  Jew  shall  have 
his  seat  amongst  ye ! " 

"  By  no  means,  an  it  please  your  Grace  ! — it  is  not  fit  for  such  as 
we  to  sit  with  the  rulers  of  the  land,"  said  the  Jew ;  whose  ambition 
for  precedence,  though  it  had  led  him  to  dispute  place  with  the  ex- 
tenuated and  impoverished  descendant  of  the  line  of  Montdidier,  by 
no  means  stimulated  him  to  an  intrusion  upon  the  privileges  of  the 
wealthy  Saxons. 

"  Up,  infidel  dog,  when  I  command  you,"  said  Prince  John,  "  or  I 
will  have  thy  swarthy  hide  stript  off,  and  tanned  for  horse-furniture." 

Thus  urged,  the  Jew  began  to  ascend  the  steep  and  narrow  steps 
which  led  up  to  the  gallery. 

"Let  me  see,"  said  the  Prince,  "who  dare  stop  him,"  fixing  his 
eye  on  Cedric,  whose  attitude  intimated  his  intention  to  hurl  the  Jew 
down  headlong. 

The  catastrophe  was  prevented  by  the  clown  Wamba,  who,  spring- 
ing betwixt  his  master  and  Isaac,  and  exclaiming,  in  answer  to  the 
Prince's  defiance,  "Marry,  that  will  I !"  opposed  to  the  beard  of  the 
Jew  a  shield  of  brawn,  which  he  plucked  from  beneath  his  cloak,  and 
with  which,  doubtless,  he  had  furnished  himself,  lest  the  tournament 
should  have  proved  longer  than  his  appetite  could  endure  abstinence. 
Finding  the  abomination  of  his  tribe  opposed  to  his  very  nose,  while 
the  Jester,  at  the  same  time,  flourished  his  wooden  sword  above  his 
head,  the  Jew  recoiled,  missed  his  footing,  and  rolled  down  the  steps, 
— an  excellent  jest  to  the  spectators,  who  set  up  a  loud  laughter,  in 
which  Prince  John  and  his  attendants  heartily  joined. 

"Deal  me  the  prize,  cousin  Prince,"  said  Wamba;  "I  have  van- 
quished my  foe  in  fair  fight  with  sword  and  shield,"  he  added,  brand- 
ishing the  brawn  in  one  hand  and  the  wooden  sword  in  the  other. 

"  Who,  and  what  art  thou,  noble  champion  ? "  said  Prince  John, 
still  laughing. 

"  A  fool  by  right  of  descent,"  answered  the  Jester ;  "I  am  Wamba, 
the  son  of  Witless,  who  was  the  son  of  Weatherbrain,  who  was  the 
son  of  an  Alderman." 

"Make  room  for  the  Jew  in  front  of  the  lower  ring,"  said  Prince 
John,  not  unwilling  perhaps  to  seize  an  apology  to  desist  from  his 
original  purpose ;  "  to  place  the  vanquished  beside  the  victor  were 
false  heraldry." 

"  Knave  upon  fool  were  worse,"  answered  the  Jester,  "  and  Jew 
upon  bacon  worst  of  all." 

"  Gramercy !  good  fellow,"  cried  Prince  John,  "  thou  pleasest  me 
—Here,  Isaac,  lend  me  a  handful  of  byzants." 

As  the  Jew,  stunned  by  the  request,  afraid  to  refuse,  and  unwil- 
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ling  to  comply,  fumbled  in  the  furred  bag-  which  hung*  by  his  girdle, 
and  was  perhaps  endeavouring  to  ascertain  how  few  coins  might 
pass  for  a  handful,  the  Prince  stooped  from  his  jennet  and  settled 
Isaac's  doubts  by  snatching  the  pouch  itself  from  his  side ;  and  fling- 
ing to  Wamba  a  couple  of  the  gold  pieces  which  it  contained,  he 
pursued  his  career  round  the  lists,  leaving  the  Jew  to  the  derision 
of  those  around  him,  and  himself  receiving  as  much  applause  from 
the  spectators  as  if  he  had  done  some  honest  and  honourable  action. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

At  this  the  challenger  with  fierce  defy 

His  trumpet  sounds ;  the  challenged  makes  reply  : 

With  clangour  rings  the  field,  resounds  the  vaulted  sky. 

Their  visors  closed,  their  lances  in  the  rest, 

Or  at  the  helmet  pointed  or  the  crest, 

They  vanish  from  the  barrier,  speed  the  race, 

And  spurring  see  decrease  the  middle  space. 

Palamon  and  Arcite. 

In  the  midst  of  Prince  John's  cavalcade  he  suddenly  stopped,  and, 
appealing  to  the  Prior  of  Jorvaulx,  declared  the  principal  business 
of  the  day  had  been  forgotten. 

"  By  my  halidom,"  said  he,  "  we  have  forgotten,  Sir  Prior,  to  name 
the  fair  Sovereign  of  Love  and  of  Beauty,  by  whose  white  hand  the 
palm  is  to  be  distributed.  For  my  part,  I  am  liberal  in  my  ideas, 
and  I  care  not  if  I  give  my  vote  for  the  black-eyed  Rebecca." 

"  Holy  Virgin,"  answered  the  Prior,  turning  up  his  eyes  in 
horror,  "  a  Jewess ! — We  should  deserve  to  be  stoned  out  of  the 
lists  \  and  I  am  not  yet  old  enough  to  be  a  martyr.  Besides,  I  swear 
by  my  patron  saint,  that  she  is  far  inferior  to  the  lovely  Saxon, 
Rowena." 

"  Saxon  or  Jew,"  answered  the  Prince,  "  Saxon  or  Jew,  dog  or 
hog,  what  matters  it  ?  I  say,  name  Rebecca,  were  it  only  to  mortify 
the  Saxon  churls." 

A  murmur  arose  even  among  his  own  immediate  attendants. 

"  This  passes  a  jest,  my  lord,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  no  knight  here 
will  lay  lance  in  rest  if  such  an  insult  is  attempted." 

"  It  is  the  mere  wantonness  of  insult,"  said  one  of  the  oldest  and 
most  important  of  Prince  John's  followers,  Waldemar  Fitzurse ; 
"  and  if  your  Grace  attempt  it,  cannot  but  prove  ruinous  to  your 
projects." 

t  "  I  entertained  you,  sir,"  said  John,  reigning  up  his  palfrey  haugh- 
tily, "  for  my  follower,  but  not  for  my  counsellor." 

*  Those  who  follow  your  Grace  in  the  paths  which  you  tread," 
said  Waldemar,  but  speaking  in  a  low  voice,  "  acquire  the  right  of 
counsellors;  for  your  interest  and  safety  are  not  more  deeply  engaged 
than  their  own. 

From  the  tone  in  which  this  was  spoken,  John  saw  the  necessity 
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of  acquiescence.  "  I  did  but  jest,"  he  said ;  "  and  you  turn  upon  me 
like  so  many  adders!  Name  whom  you  will,  in  the  fiend's  name, 
and  please  yourselves." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  let  the  fair  sovereign's  throne  remain 
unoccupied  until  the  conqueror  shall  be  named,  and  then  let  him 
choose  the  lady  by  whom  it  shall  be  filled.  It  will  add  another  grace 
to  his  triumph,  and  teach  fair  ladies  to  prize  the  love  of  valiant 
knights,  who  can  exalt  them  to  such  distinction." 

"  If  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  gain  the  prize,"  said  the  Prior,  "  I 
will  gage  my  rosary  that  I  name  the  Sovereign  of  Love  and  Beauty." 

"  Bois-Guilbert,"  answered  De  Bracy,  "  is  a  good  lance ;  but  there 
are  others  around  these  lists,  Sir  Prior,  who  will  not  fear  to  encounter 
him." 

"  Silence,  sirs,"  said  Waldemar,  "  and  let  the  Prince  assume  his 
seat.  The  knights  and  spectators  are  alike  impatient,  the  time 
advances,  and  highly  fit  it  is  that  the  sports  should  commence." 

Prince  John,  though  not  yet  a  monarch,  had  in  Waldemar  Fitz- 
urse  all  the  inconveniences  of  a  favourite  minister,  who,  in  serving 
his  sovereign,  must  always  do  so  in  his  own  way.  The  Prince 
acquiesced,  however,  although  his  disposition  was  precisely  of  that 
kind  which  is  apt  to  be  obstinate  upon  trifles,  and,  assuming  his 
throne,  and  being  surrounded  by  his  followers,  gave  signal  to  the 
heralds  to  proclaim  the  laws  of  the  tournament,  which  were  briefly 
*as  follows : 

First,  the  five  challengers  were  to  undertake  all  comers. 

Secondly,  any  knight  proposing  to  combat,  might,  if  he  pleased, 
select  a  special  antagonist  from  among  the  challengers,  by  touching 
his  shield.  If  he  did  so  with  the  reverse  of  his  lance,  the  trial  of 
skill  was  made  with  what  were  called  the  arms  of  courtesy,  that  is, 
with  lances  at  whose  extremity  a  piece  of  rouud  flat  board  was  fixed, 
so  that  no  danger  was  encountered,  save  from  the  shock  of  the  horses 
and  riders ;  but,  if  the  shield  was  touched  with  the  sharp  end  of  the 
lance,  the  combat  was  understood  to  be  at  outrance ;  that  is,  the 
knights  were  to  fight  with  sharp  weapons,  as  in  actual  battle. 

Thirdly,  when  the  knights  present  had  accomplished  their  vow,  by 
each  of  them  breaking  five  lances,  the  Prince  was  to  declare  the 
victor  in  the  first  day's  tourney,  who  should  receive  as  prize  a  war- 
horse  of  exquisite  beauty  and  matchless  strength ;  and  in  addition 
to  this  reward  of  valour,  it  was  now  declared,  he  should  have  the 
peculiar  honour  of  naming  the  Queen  of  Love  and  Beauty,  by  whom 
the  prize  should  be  given  on  the  ensuing  day. 

Fourthly,  it  was  announced,  that,  on  the  second  day,  there  should 
be  a  general  tournament,  in  which  all  the  knights  present  who  were 
desirous  to  win  praise  might  take  part ;  and  being  divided  into  two 
bands  of  equal  numbers,  might  fight  it  out  manfully,  until  the  signal 
was  given  by  Prince  John  to  cease  the  combat.  The  elected  Queen 
of  Love  and  Beauty  was  then  to  crown  the  knight  whom  the  Prince 
should  adjudge  to  have  borne  himself  best  in  this  second  day,  with 
a  coronet  composed  of  thin  gold  plate,  cut  into  the  shape  of  a  laurel 
crown.  ^  On  this  second  day  the  knightly  games  ceased.  But  on 
that  which  was  to  follow,  feats  of  archery,  of  bull-baiting,  and  other 
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popular  amusements,  were  to  be  practised,  for  the  more  immediate 
amusement  of  the  populace.  In  this  manner  did  Prince  John 
endeavour  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  popularity  which  he  was  per- 
petually throwing"  down  by  some  inconsiderate  act  of  wanton  agres- 
sion upon  the  feelings  and  prejudices  of  the  people. 
The  lists  now  presented  a  most  splendid  spectacle.     The  sloping 

falleries  were  crowded  with  all  that  was  noble,  great,  wealthy,  and 
eautiful  in  the  northern  and  midland  parts  of  England ;  and  the 
contrast  of  the  various  dresses  of  these  dignified  spectators  rendered 
the  view  as  gay  as  it  was  rich;  while  the  interior  and  lower  space, 
filled  with  the  substantial  burgesses  and  yeomen  of  merry  England, 
formed,  in  their  more  plain  attire,  a  dark  fringe  or  border  around 
this  circle  of  brilliant  embroidery,  relieving,  and  at  the  same  time 
setting  off,  its  splendour. 

The  heralds  finished  their  proclamation  with  their  usual  cry  of 
"  Largesse,  largesse,  gallant  knights  !  "  and  gold  and  silver  pieces 
were  showered  on  them  from  the  galleries,  it  being  a  high  point  of 
chivalry  to  exhibit  liberality  towards  those  whom  the  age  accounted 
at  once  the  secretaries  and  the  historians  of  honour.  The  bounty 
of  the  spectators  was  acknowledged  by  the  customary  shouts  of 
"  Love  of  Ladies — Death  of  Champions — Honour  to  the  Generous — 
Glory  to  the  Brave ! " — to  which  the  more  humble  spectators  added 
their  acclamations,  and  a  numerous  band  of  trumpeters  the  flourish 
of  their  martial  instruments.  When  these  sounds  had  ceased  the 
heralds  withdrew  from  the  lists  in  gay  and  glittering  procession,  and 
none  remained  within  them  save  the  marshals  of  the  field,  who,  armed 
cap-a-pie,  sat  on  horseback,  motionless  as  statues,  at  the  opposite 
ends  of  the  lists.  Meantime,  the  enclosed  space  at  the  northern 
extremity  of  the  lists,  large  as  it  was,  was  now  completely  crowded 
with  knights  desirous  to  prove  their  skill  against  the  challengers, 
and,  when  viewed  from  the  galleries,  presented  the  appearance  of 
a  sea  of  waving  plumage,  intermixed  with  glistening  helmets  and 
tall  lances,  to  the  extremities  of  which  were  in  many  cases  attached 
small  pennons  of  about  a  span's  breadth,  which,  fluttering  in  the 
air  as  the  breeze  caught  them,  joined  with  the  restless  motion  of  the 
feathers  to  add  liveliness  to  the  scene. 

At  length  the  barriers  were  opened,  and  five  knights,  chosen  by 
lot,  advanced  slowly  into  the  area ;  a  single  champion  riding  in  front, 
and  the  other  four  following  in  pairs.  All  were  splendidly  armed, 
and  my  Saxon  authority  (in  the  Wardour  Manuscript)  records  at 
great  length  their  devices,  their  colours,  and  the  embroidery  of  their 
horse  trappings.  It  is  unnecessary  to  be  particular  on  these  subjects. 
To  borrow  lines  from  a  contemporary  poet,  who  has  written  but  too 
little— 

"  The  knights  are  dust 
And  their  good  swords  are  rust, 
Their  souls  are  with  the  saints,  we  trust."  1 


1  These  lines  are  part  of  an  unpublished  poem  by  Coleridge,  whose  Muse  so  often 
tantalises  with  fragments  which  indicate  her  powers,  while  the  manner  in  which 
she  flings  them  from  her  betrays  her  caprice  ;  yet  whose  unfinished  sketches  display 
more  talent  than  the  laboured  masterpieces  of  others. 
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Their  escutcheons  have  long"  mouldered  from  the  walls  of  their 
castles.  Their  castles  themselves  are  but  green  mounds  and  shat- 
tered ruins — the  place  that  once  knew  them  knows  them  no  more — 
nay,  many  a  race  since  theirs  has  died  out,  and  been  forgotten  in  the 
very  land  which  they  occupied,  with  all  the  authority  of  feudal 
proprietors  and  feudal  lords.  What,  then,  would  it  avail  the  reader 
to  know  their  names,  or  the  evanescent  symbols  of  their  martial 
rank ! 

Now,  however,  no  whit  anticipating  the  oblivion  which  awaited 
their  names  and  feats,  the  champions  advanced  through  the  lists, 
restraining  their  fiery  steeds,  and  compelling  them  to  move  slowly, 
while,  at  the  same  time,  they  exhibited  their  paces,  together  with 
the  grace  and  dexterity  of  the  riders.  As  the  procession  entered 
the  lists,  the  sound  of  a  wild  barbaric  music  was  heard  from  behind 
the  tents  of  the  challengers,  where  the  performers  were  concealed. 
It  was  of  Eastern  origin,  having  been  brought  from  the  Holy  Land  ; 
and  the  mixture  of  the  cymbals  and  bells  seemed  to  bid  welcome  at 
once,  and  defiance,  to  the  knights  as  they  advanced.  With  the  eyes 
of  an  immense  concourse  of  spectators  fixed  upon  them,  the  five 
knights  advanced  up  the  platform  upon  which  the  tents  of  the 
challengers  stood,  and  there  separating  themselves,  each  touched 
slightly,  and  with  the  reverse  of  his  lance,  the  shield  of  the  anta- 
gonist to  whom  he  wished  to  oppose  himself.  The  lower^  orders  of 
spectators  in  general — nay,  many  of  the  higher  class,  and  it  is  even 
said  several  of  the  ladies,  were  rather  disappointed  at  the  champions 
choosing  the  arm3  of  courtesy.  For  the  same  sort  of  persons,  who, 
in  the  present  day,  applaud  most  highly  the  deepest  tragedies, 
were  then  interested  in  a  tournament  exactly  in  proportion  to  the 
danger  incurred  by  the  champions  engaged. 

Having  intimated  their  more  pacific  purpose,  the  champions  re- 
treated to  the  extremity  of  the  lists,  where  they  remained  drawn  up 
in  a  line;  while  the  challengers,  sallying  each  from  his  pavilion, 
mounted  their  horses,  and,  headed  by  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  de- 
scended from  the  platform,  and  opposed  themselves  individually  to 
the  knights  who  had  touched  their  respective  shields. 

At  the  flourish  of  clarions  and  trumpets  they  started  out  against 
each  other  at  full  gallop ;  and  such  was  the  superior  dexterity  or 
good  fortune  of  the  challengers,  that  those  opposed  to  Bois-Guilbert, 
Malvoisin,  and  Front-de-Bceuf,  rolled  on  the  ground.  The  anta- 
gonist of  Grantmesnil,  instead  of  bearing  his  lance-point  fair  against 
the  crest  or  the  shield  of  his  enemy,  swerved  so  much  from  the  direct 
line  as  to  break  the  weapon  athwart  the  person  of  his  opponent — a 
circumstance  which  was  accounted  more  disgraceful  than  that  of 
being  actually  unhorsed;  because  the  latter  might  happen  from 
accident,  whereas  the  former  evinced  awkwardness  and  want  of 
management  of  the  weapon  and  of  the  horse.  The  fifth  knight  alone 
maintained  the  honour  of  his  party,  and  parted  fairly  with  the  Knigln 
of  St  John,  both  splintering  their  lances  without  advantage  on  either 
side. 

The  shouts  of  the  multitude,  together  with  the  acclamations  of  the 
heralds,  and  the  clangour  of  the  trumpets,  announced  the  triumph  of 
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the  victors  and  the  defeat  of  the  vanquished.  The  former  retreated 
to  their  pavilions,  and  the  latter,  gathering  themselves  up  as  they 
could,  withdrew  from  the  lists  in  disgrace  and  dejection,  to  agree 
with  their  victors  concerning  the  redemption  of  their  arms  and  tlieir 
horses,  which,  according  to  the  laws  of  the  tournament,  they  had 
forfeited.  The  fifth  of  their  number  alone  tarried  in  the  lists  long 
enough  to  be  greeted  by  the  applauses  of  the  spectators,  amongst 
whom  he  retreated,  to  the  aggravation,  doubtless,  of  his  companions' 
mortification. 

A  second  and  a  third  party  of  knights  took  the  field ;  and  although 
they  had  various  success,  yet,  upon  the  whole,  the  advantage 
decidedly  remained  with  the  challengers,  not  one  of  whom  lost  his 
seat  or  swerved  from  his  charge — misfortunes  which  befell  one  or 
two  of  their  antagonists  in  each  encounter.  The  spirits,  therefore,  of 
those  opposed  to  them  seemed  to  be  considerably  damped  by  their 
continued  success.  Three  knights  only  appeared  on  the  fourth 
entry,  who,  avoiding  the  shields  of  Bois-Guilbert  and  Front-de- 
Boeuf,  contented  themselves  with  touching  those  of  the  three  other 
knights,  who  had  not  altogether  manifested  the  same  strength  and 
dexterity.  This  politic  selection  did  not  alter  the  fortune  of  the 
field,  the  challengers  were  still  successful ;  one  of  their  antagonists 
was  overthrown,  and  both  the  others  failed  in  the  attaint,1  that  is, 
in  striking  the  helmet  and  shield  of  their  antagonist  firmly  and 
strongly,  with  the  lance  held  in  a  direct  line,  so  that  the  weapon 
might  break  unless  the  champion  was  overthrown. 

After  this  fourth  encounter  there  was  a  considerable  pause ;  nor  did 
it  appear  that  any  one  was  very  desirous  of  renewing  the  contest.  The 
spectators  murmured  among  themselves ;  for,  among  the  challengers, 
Malvoisin  and  Front-de-Boeuf  were  unpopular  from  their  characters, 
and  the  others,  except  Grantmesnil,  were  disliked  as  strangers  and 
foreigners. 

But  none  shared  the  general  feeling  of  dissatisfaction  so  keenly  as 
Cedric  the  Saxon,  who  saw,  in  each  advantage  gained  by  the  Nor- 
man challengers,  a  repeated  triumph  over  the  honour  of  England. 
His  own  education  had  taught  him  no  skill  in  the  games  of  chivalry, 
although,  with  the  arms  of  his  Saxon  ancestors,he  had  manifested  him- 
self, on  many  occasions,  a  brave  and  determined  soldier.  He  looked 
anxiously  to  Athelstane,  who  had  learned  the  accomplishments  of  the 
age,  as  if  desiring  that  he  should  make  some  personal  effort  to  re- 
cover the  victory  which  was  passing  into  the  hands  of  the  Templar 
and  his  associates.  But,  though  both  stout  of  heart  and  strong  of 
person,  Athelstane  had  a  disposition  too  inert  and  unambitious  to 
make  the  exertions  which  Cedric  seemed  to  expect  from  him. 

"  The  day  is  against  England,  my  lord,"  said  Cedric,  in  a  marked 
tone;  "  are  you  not  tempted  to  take  the  lance?" 

"  I  shall  tilt  to-morrow,"  answered  Athelstane,  "  in  the  melee ;  it  is 
not  worth  while  for  me  to  arm  myself  to-day." 

Two  things  displeased  Cedric  in  this  speech.  It  contained  the 
Norman  word  melee  (to  express  the  general  conflict),  and  it  evinced 

1  This  term  of  chivalry,  transferred  to  the  law,  gives  the  phrase  of  being  attainted 
of  treason. 


IVANHOE.  59 

some  indifference  to  the  honour  of  the  country ;  but  it  was  spoken 
by  Athelstane,  whom  he  held  in  such  profound  respect  that  he  would 
not  trust  himself  to  canvass  his  motives  or  his  foibles.  Moreover, 
he  had  no  time  to  make  any  remark,  for  Wamba  thrust  in  his  word, 
observing,  "  It  was  better,  though  scarce  easier,  to  be  the  best  man 
among  a  hundred,  than  the  best  man  of  two." 

Athelstane  took  the  observation  as  a  serious  compliment;  but 
Cedric,  who  better  understood  the  Jester's  meaning,  darted  at  him 
a  severe  and  menacing  look ;  and  lucky  it  was  for  Wamba,  perhaps, 
that  the  time  and  place  prevented  his  receiving,  notwithstanding  his 
place  and  service,  more  sensible  marks  of  his  master's  resentment. 

The  pause  in  the  tournament  was  still  uninterrupted,  excepting  by 
the  voices  of  the  heralds  exclaiming — "  Love  of  ladies,  splintering  of 
lances !  stand  forth,  gallant  knights,  fair  eyes  look  upon  your  deeds ! " 

The  music  also  of  the  challengers  breathed  from  time  to  time  wild 
bursts  expressive  of  triumph  or  defiance,  while  the  clowns  grudged  a 
holiday  which  seemed  to  pass  away  in  inactivity;  and  old  knights 
and  nobles  lamented  in  whispers  the  decay  of  martial  spirit,  spoke  of 
the  triumphs  of  their  younger  days,  but  agreed  that  the  land  did  not 
now  supply  dames  of  such  transcendent  beauty  as  had  animated  the 
jousts  of  former  times.  Prince  John  began  to  talk  to  his  attend- 
ants about  making  ready  the  banquet,  and  the  necessity  of  adjudg- 
ing the  prize  to  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  who  had,  with  a  single  spear, 
overthrown  two  knights,  and  foiled  a  third. 

At  length,  as  the  Saracenic  music  of  the  challengers  concluded  one 
of  those  long  and  high  flourishes  with  which  they  had  broken  the 
silence  of  the  lists,  it  was  answered  by  a  solitary  trumpet,  which 
breathed  a  note  of  defiance  from  the  northern  extremity.  All  eyes 
were  turned  to  see  the  new  champion  which  these  sounds  announced, 
and  no  sooner  were  the  barriers  opened  than  he  paced  into  the  lists. 
As  far  as  could  be  judged  of  a  man  sheathed  in  armour,  the  new 
adventurer  did  not  greatly  exceed  the  middle  size,  and  seemed  to  be 
rather  slender  than  strongly  made.  His  suit  of  armour  was  formed 
of  steel,  richly  inlaid  with  gold,  and  the  device  on  his  shield  was  a 
young  oak-tree  pulled  up  by  the  roots,  with  the  Spanish  word  Desdi- 
chado,  signifying  Disinherited.  He  was  mounted  on  a  gallant  black 
horse,  and  as  he  passed  through  the  lists  he  gracefully  saluted  the 
Prince  and  the  ladies  by  lowering  his  lance.  The  dexterity  with 
which  he  managed  his  steed,  and  something  of  youthful  grace  which 
he  displayed  in  his  manner,  won  him  the  favour  of  the  multitude, 
which  some  of  the  lower  classes  expressed  by  calling  out,  "  Touch 
Ralph  de  Vipont's  shield— touch  the  Hospitaller's  shield ;  he  has  the 
least  sure  seat,  he  is  your  cheapest  bargain." 

The  champion,  moving  onward  amid  these  well-meant  hints, 
ascended  the  platform  by  the  sloping  alley  which  led  to  it  from  the 
lists,  and,  to  the  astonishment  of  all  present,  riding  straight  up  to  the 
central  pavilion,  struck  with  the  sharp  end  of  his  spear  the  shield  of 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  until  it  rung  again.  All  stood  astonished  at 
his  presumption,  but  none  more  than  the  redoubted  Knight  whom 
he  had  thus  defied  to  mortal  combat,  and  who,  little  expecting  so  rude 
a  challenge,  was  standing  carelessly  at  the  door  of  the  pavilion. 
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"  Have  you  confessed  yourself,  brother,"  said  the  Templar,  "  and 
have  you  heard  mass  this  morning,  that  you  peril  your  life  so 
frankly  ? " 

"  I  am  fitter  to  meet  death  than  thou  art,"  answered  the  Disin- 
herited Knight ;  for  by  this  name  the  stranger  had  recorded  himself 
in  the  books  of  the  tourney. 

"  Then  take  your  place  in  the  lists,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  and  look 
your  last  upon  the  sun ;  for  this  night  thou  shalt  sleep  in  paradise." 

"  Gramercy  for  thy  courtesy,"  replied  the  Disinherited  Knight ; 
"  and  to  requite  it,  I  advise  thee  to  take  a  fresh  horse  and  a  new 
lance,  for  by  my  honour  you  will  need  both." 

Having  expressed  himself  thus  confidently,  he  reined  his  horse 
backward  down  the  slope  which  he  had  ascended,  and  compelled 
him  in  the  same  manner  to  move  backward  through  the  lists,  till  he 
reached  the  northern  extremity,  where  he  remained  stationary,  in 
expectation  of  his  antagonist.  This  feat  of  horsemanship  again 
attracted  the  applause  of  the  multitude. 

However  incensed  at  his  adversary  for  the  precautions  which  he 
recommended,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  did  not  neglect  his  advice;  for 
his  honour  was  too  nearly  concerned  to  permit  his  neglecting  any 
means  which  might  insure  victory  over  his  presumptuous  opponent. 
He  changed  his  horse  for  a  proved  and  fresh  one  of  great  strength 
and  spirit.  He  chose  a  new  and  a  tough  spear,  lest  the  wood  of  the 
former  might  have  been  strained  in  the  previous  encounters  he  had 
sustained.  Lastly,  he  laid  aside  his  shield,  which  had  received  some 
little  damage,  and  received  another  from  his  squires.  1  lis  first  had 
only  borne  the  general  device  of  his  rider,  representing  two  knights 
riding  upon  one  horse,  an  emblem  expressive  of  the  original  humility 
and  poverty  of  the  Templars,  qualities  which  they  had  since  ex- 
changed for  the  arrogance  and  wealth  that  finally  occasioned  their 
suppression.  Bois-Guilbert's  new  shield  bore  a  raven  in  full  flight, 
holding  in  its  claws  a  skull,  and  bearing  the  motto,  Gave  le  Corbeau. 

When  the  two  champions  stood  opposed  to  each  other  at  the  two 
extremities  of  the  lists,  the  public  expectation  was  strained  to  the 
highest  pitch.  Few  augured  the  possibility  that  the  encounter  could 
terminate  well  for  the  Disinherited  Knight,  yet  his  courage  and 
gallantry  secured  the  general  good  wishes  of  the  spectators. 

The  trumpets  had  no  sooner  given  the  signal,  than  the  champions 
vanished  from  their  posts  with  the  speed  of  lightning,  and  closed  in 
the  centre  of  the  lists  with  the  shock  of  a  thunderbolt.  The  lances 
burst  into  shivers  up  to  the  very  grasp,  and  it  seemed  at  the  moment 
that  both  knights  had  fallen,  for  the  shock  had  made  each  horse 
recoil  backwards  upon  its  haunches.  The  address  of  the  riders  re- 
covered their  steeds  by  use  of  the  bridle  and  spur :  and  having  glared 
on  each  other  for  an  instant  with  eyes  which  seemed  to  flash  fire 
through  the  bars  of  their  visors,  each  made  a  demivolte,  and,  retiring 
to  the  extremity  of  the  lists,  received  a  fresh  lance  from  the  atten- 
dants. 

A  loud  shout  from  the  spectators,  waving  of  scarfs  and  handker- 
chiefs, and  general  acclamations,  attested  the  interest  taken  by  the 
spectators  in  this  encounter;  the  most  equal,  as  well  as  the  best  per- 
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formed,  which  had  graced  the  day.  But  no  sooner  had  the  knights 
resumed  their  station,  than  the  clamour  of  applause  was  hushed  into 
a  silence,  so  deep  and  so  dead,  that  it  seemed  the  multitude  were 
afraid  even  to  breathe. 

A  few  minutes'  pause  having*  been  allowed,  that^  the  combatants 
and  their  horses  might  recover  breath,  Prince  John  with  his  truncheon 
signed  to  the  trumpets  to  sound  the  onset.  The  champions  a 
second  time  sprung  from  their  stations,  and  closed  in  the  centre  of 
the  lists,  with  the  same  speed,  the  same  dexterity,  the  same  violence, 
but  not  the  same  equal  fortune  as  before. 

In  this  second  encounter,  the  Templar  aimed  at  the  centre  of  his 
antagonist's  shield,  and  struck  it  so  fair  and  forcibly,  that  his  spear 
went  to  shivers,  and  the  Disinherited  Knight  reeled  in  his  saddle. 
On  the  other  hand,  that  champion  had,  in  the  beginning  of  his  career, 
directed  the  point  of  his  lance  towards  Bois-Guilbert's  shield,  but, 
changing  his  aim  almost  in  the  moment  of  encounter,  he  addressed 
it  to  the  helmet,  a  mark  more  difficult  to  hit,  but  which,  if  attained, 
rendered  the  shock  more  irresistible.  Fair  and  true  he  hit  the  Norman 
on  the  visor,  where  his  lance's  point  kept  hold  of  the  bars.  Yet, 
even  at  this  disadvantage,  the  Templar  sustained  his  high  reputa- 
tion ;  and  had  not  the  girths  of  his  saddle  burst,  he  might  not  have 
been  unhorsed.  As  it  chanced,  however,  saddle,  horse,  and  man, 
rolled  on  the  ground  under  a  cloud  of  dust. 

To  extricate  himself  from  the  stirrups  and  fallen  steed  was  to  the 
Templar  scarce  the  work  of  a  moment ;  and,  stung  with  madness, 
both  at  his  disgrace  and  at  the  acclamations  with  which  it  was  hailed 
by  the  spectators,  he  drew  his  sword  and  waved  it  in  defiance  of  his 
conqueror.  The  Disinherited  Knight  sprung  from  his  steed,  and 
also  unsheathed  his  sword.  The  marshals  of  the  field,  however, 
spurred  their  horses  between  them,  and  reminded  them,  that  the 
laws  of  the  tournament  did  not,  on  the  present  occasion,  permit  this 
species  of  encounter. 

"  We  shall  meet  again,  T  trust,"  said  the  Templar,  casting  a  resent- 
ful glance  at  his  antagonist ;  "  and  where  there  are  none  to  separate 
us." 

"  If  we  do  not,"  said  the  Disinherited  Knight,  "  the  fault  shall  not 
be  mine.  On  foot  or  horseback,  with  spear,  with  axe,  or  with  sword, 
I  am  alike  ready  to  encounter  thee." 

More  and  angrier  words  would  have  been  exchanged,  but  the 
marshals,  crossing  their  lances  betwixt  them,  compelled  them  to 
separate.  The  Disinherited  Knight  returned  to  his  first  station,  and 
Bois-Guilbert  to  his  tent,  where  he  remained  for  the  rest  of  the  day 
in  an  agony  of  despair. 

Without  alighting  from  his  horse,  the  conqueror  called  for  a  bowl 
of  wine,  and  opening  the  beaver,  or  lower  part  of  his  helmet,  an- 
nounced that  he  quaffed  it,  "  To  all  true  English  hearts,  and  to  the 
confusion  of  foreign  tyrants."  He  then  commanded  his  trumpet  to 
sound  a  defiance  to  the  challengers,  and  desired  a  herald  to  announce 
to  them,  that  he  should  make  no  election,  but  was  willing  to  en- 
counter them  in  the  order  in  which  they  pleased  to  advance  against 
him. 
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The  gigantic  Front-de-Bceuf,  armed  in  sable  armour,  was  the  first 
who  took  the  field.  He  bore  on  a  white  shield  a  black  bull's  head, 
half  defaced  by  the  numerous  encounters  which  he  had  undergone, 
and  bearing  the  arrogant  motto,  Cave,  adsum.  Over  this  champion 
the  Disinherited  Knight  obtained  a  slight  but  decisive  advantage. 
Both  knights  broke  their  lances  fairly,  but  Front-de-Bceuf,  who  lost 
a  stirrup  in  the  encounter,  was  adjudged  to  have  the  disadvantage. 

In  the  stranger's  third  encounter  with  Sir  Philip  Malvoisin,  he 
was  equally  successful ;  striking  that  baron  so  forcibly  on  the  casque, 
that  the  laces  of  the  helmet  broke,  and  Malvoisin,  only  saved  from 
falling  by  being  unhelmeted,  was  declared  vanquished  like  his  com- 
panions. 

In  his  fourth  combat  with  De  Grantmesnil,  the  Disinherited  Knight 
showed  as  much  courtesy  as  he  had  hitherto  evinced  courage  and 
dexterity.  De  Grantmesnil's  horse,  which  was  young  and  violent, 
reared  and  plunged  in  the  course  of  the  career  so  as  to  disturb  the 
rider's  aim,  and  the  stranger,  declining  to  take  the  advantage  which 
this  accident  afforded  him,  raised  his  lance  and  passing  his  antagonist 
without  touching  him,  wheeled  his  horse  and  rode  back  again  to  his 
own  end  of  the  lists,  offering  his  antagonist,  by  a  herald,  the  chance 
of  a  second  encounter.  This  De  Grantmesnil  declined,  avowing 
himself  vanquished  as  much  by  the  courtesy  as  by  the  address  of 
his  opponent. 

Ralph  de  Vipont  summed  up  the  list  of  the  stranger's  triumphs, 
being  hurled  to  the  ground  with  such  force,  that  the  blood  gushed 
from  his  nose  and  his  mouth,  and  he  was  borne  senseless  from  the 
lists. 

The  acclamations  of  thousands  applauded  the  unanimous  award 
of  the  Prince  and  marshals,  announcing  that  day's  honours  to  the 
Disinherited  Knight. 


CHAPTER  X. 


■  In  the  midst  was  seen 


A  lady  of  a  more  majestic  mien, 

By  stature  and  by  beauty  mark'd  their  sovereign  Queen. 

******* 

And  as  in  beauty  she  surpass'd  the  choir, 
So  nobler  than  the  rest  was  her  attire  ; 
A  crown  of  ruddy  gold  enclosed  her  brow, 
Plain  without  pomp,  aud  rich  without  a  show  ; 
A  branch  of  Agnus  Castus  in  her  hand, 
She  bore  aloft  her  symbol  of  command. 

The  Fiozver  and  the  Leaf. 

William  de  Wyvil  and  Stephen  de  Martival,  the  marshals  of  the 
field,  were  the  first  to  offer  their  congratulations  to  the  victor, 
praving  him,  at  the  same  time,  to  suffer  his  helmet  to  be  unlaced,  or, 
at  least,  that  he  would  raise  his  visor  ere  they  conducted  him  to 
receive  the  prize  of  the  day's  tourney  from  the  hands  of  Prince  John. 
The  Disinherited  Knight,  with  all  knightly  courtesy,  declined  their 
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request,  alleging-,  that  he  could  not  at  this  time  suffer  his  face  to  be 
seen,  for  reasons  which  he  had  assigned  to  the  heralds  when  he 
entered  the  lists.  The  marshals  were  perfectly  satisfied  by  this  reply ; 
for  amidst  the  frequent  and  capricious  vows  by  which  knigiits  were 
accustomed  to  bind  themselves  in  the  days  of  chivalry,  there  were 
none  more  common  than  those  by  which  they  engaged  to  remain 
incognito  for  a  certain  space,  or  until  some  particular  adventure  was 
achieved.  The  marshals,  therefore,  pressed  no  farther  into  the 
mystery  of  the  Disinherited  Knight,  but,  announcing  to  Prince  John 
the  conqueror's  desire  to  remain  unknown,  they  requested  permission 
to  bring  him  before  his  Grace,  in  order  that  he  might  receive  the 
reward  of  his  valour. 

John's  curiosity  was  excited  by  the  mystery  observed  by  the 
stranger ;  and,  being  already  displeased  with  the  issue  of  the  tourna- 
ment, in  which  the  challengers  whom  he  favoured  had  been  succes- 
sively defeated  by  one  knight,  he  answered  haughtily  to  the  marshals, 
"  By  the  light  of  Our  Lady's  brow,  this  same  knight  hath  been  disin- 
herited as  well  of  his  courtesy  as  of  his  lands,  since  he  desires  to 
appear  before  us  without  uncovering  his  face. — Wot  ye,  my  lords," 
he  said,  turning  round  to  his  train,  "  who  this  gallant  can  be,  that 
bears  himself  thus  proudly  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  guess,"  answered  De  Bracy,  "nor  did  I  think  there  had 
been  within  the  four  seas  that  girth  Britain  a  champion  that  could 
bear  down  these  five  knights  in  one  day's  jousting.  By  my  faith, 
I  shall  never  forget  the  force  with  which  he  shocked  De  Vipont. 
The  poor  Hospitaller  was  hurled  from  his  saddle  like  a  stone  from 
a  sling." 

"  Boast  not  of  that,"  said  a  Knight  of  St  John,  who  was  present ; 
"your  Temple  champion  had  no  better  luck.  I  saw  your  brave 
lance,  Bois-Guilbert,  roll  thrice  over,  grasping  his  hands  full  of  sand 
at  every  turn." 

De  Bracy,  being  attached  to  the  Templars,  would  have  replied, 
but  was  prevented  by  Prince  John.  "  Silence,  sirs  I "  he  said ;  "  what 
unprofitable  debate  have  we  here?" 

"The  victor,"  said  De  Wyvil,  "still  waits  the  pleasure  of  your 
highness." 

"It  is  our  pleasure,"  answered  John,  "that  he  do  so  wait  until  we 
learn  whether  there  is  n.ot  some  one  who  can  at  least  guess  at  his 
name  and  quality.  Should  he  remain  there  till  night-fall,  he  has 
had  work  enough  to  keep  him  warm." 

"  Your  Grace,"  said  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  "  will  do  less  than  due 
honour  to  the  victor,  if  you  compel  him  to  wait  till  we  tell  your  high- 
ness that  which  we  cannot  know ;  at  least  /  can  form  no  guess — 
unless  he  be  one  of  the  good  lances  who  accompanied  King  Richard 
to  Palestine,  and  who  are  now  straggling  homeward  from  the  Holy 
Land." 

"  It  may  be  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  he  is  about  the 
same  pitch." 

"  Sir  Thomas  de  Multon,  the  Knight  of  Gilsland,  rather,"  said 
Fitzurse;  "Salisbury  is  bigger  in  the  bones."  A  whisper  arose 
among  the  train,,  but  by  whom  first  suggested  could  not  be  ascer- 
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fcained.  "  It  might  be  the  King — it  might  be  Richard  Coeur-de-Lion 
himself!" 

"Over  gods  forbode!"  said  Prince  John,  involuntarily  turning  at 
the  same  time  as  pale  as  death,  and  shrinking  as  if  blighted  by  a 
flash  of  lightning;  " Waldemar!— De  Bracy!  brave  knights  and 
gentlemen,  remember  your  promises,  and  stand  truly  by  me ! " 

"  Here  is  no  danger  impending/'  said  Waldemar  Fitzurse ;  "  are 
you  so  little  acquainted  with  the  gigantic  limbs  of  your  father's  son, 
as  to  think  they  can  be  held  within  the  circumference  of  yonder  suit 
of  armour  ? — De  Wyvil  and  Martival,  you  will  best  serve  the  Prince 
by  bringing  forward  the  victor  to  the  throne,  and  ending  an  error 
that  has  conjured  all  the  blood  from  his  cheeks. — Look  at  him  more 
closely,"  he  continued,  "  your  highness  will  see  that  he  wants  three 
inches  of  King  Richard's  height,  and  twice  as  much  of  his  shoulder- 
breadth.  The  very  horse  he  backs  could  not  have  carried  the  pon- 
derous weight  of  King  Richard  through  a  single  course." 

While  he  was  yet  speaking,  the  marshals  brought  forward  the 
Disinherited  Knight  to  the  foot  of  a  wooden  flight  of  steps,  which 
formed  the  ascent  from  the  lists  to  Prince  John's  throne.  Still  dis- 
composed with  the  idea  that  his  brother,  so  much  injured,  and  to 
whom  he  was  so  much  indebted,  had  suddenly  arrived' in  his  native 
kingdom,  even  the  distinctions  pointed  out  by  Fitzurse  did  not 
altogether  remove  the  Prince's  apprehensions;  and  while,  with  a 
short  and  embarrassed  eulogy  upon  his  valour,  he  caused  to  be 
delivered  to  him  the  war-horse  assigned  as  the  prize,  he  trembled 
lest,  from  the  barred  visor  of  the  mailed  form  before  him,  an  answer 
might  be  returned,  in  the  deep  and  awful  accents  of  Richard  the 
Lion-hearted. 

But  the  Disinherited  Knight  spoke  not  a  word  in  reply  to  the 
compliment  of  the  Prince,  which  he  only  acknowledged  with  a  pro- 
found obeisance. 

The  horse  was  led  into  the  lists  by  two  grooms  richly  dressed,  the 
animal  itself  being  fully  accoutred  with  the  richest  war-furniture ; 
which,  however,  scarcely  added  to  the  value  of  the  noble  creature  in 
the  eyes  of  those  who  were  judges.  Laying  one  hand  upon  the 
pommel  of  the  saddle,  the  Disinherited  Knight  vaulted  at  once  upon 
the  back  of  the  steed  without  making  use  of  the  stirrup,  and,  brand- 
ishing aloft  his  lance,  rode  twice  round  the  lists,  exhibiting  the  points 
and  paces  of  the  horse  with  the  skill  of  a  perfect  horseman. 

The  appearance  of  vanity,  which  might  otherwise  have  been  attri- 
buted to  this  display,  was  removed  by  the  propriety  shown  in  exhibit- 
ing to  the  best  advantage  the  princely  reward  with  which  he  had 
been  just  honoured,  and  the  Knight  was  again  greeted  by  the  accla- 
mations of  all  present. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  bustling  Prior  of  Jorvaulx  had  reminded 
Prince  John,  in  a  whisper,  that  the  victor  must  now  display  his  good 
judgment,  instead  of  his  valour,  by  selecting  from  among  the 
beauties  who  graced  the  galleries,  a  lady  who  should  fill  the  throne 
of  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  of  Love,  and  deliver  the  prize  of  the 
tourney  upon  the  ensuing  day.  The  Prince  accordingly  made  a 
sign  with  his  truncheon,  as  the  Knight  passed  him  in  his  second 
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career  around  the  lists.  The  Knight  turned  towards  the  throne, 
and,  sinking  his  lance,  until  the  point  was  within  a  foot  of  the 
ground,  remained  motionless,  as  if  expecting  John's  commands; 
while  all  admired  the  sudden  dexterity  with  which  he  instantly 
reduced  his  fiery  steed  from  a  state  of  violent  emotion  and  high 
excitation  to  the  stillness  of  an  equestrian  statue. 

"  Sir  Disinherited  Knight,"  said  Prince  John,  "  since  that  is  the 
only  title  by  which  we  can  address  you,  it  is  now  your  duty,  as  well 
as  privilege,  to  name  the  fair  lady,  who,  as  Queen  of  Honour  and  of 
Love,  is  to  preside  over  next  day's  festival.  If,  as  a  stranger  in  our 
land,  you  should  require  the  aid  of  other  judgment  to  guide  your 
own,  we  can  only  say  that  Alicia,  the  daughter  of  our  gallant  knight 
Waldemar  Fitzurse,  has  at  our  court  been  long  held  the  first  in 
beauty  as  in  place.  Nevertheless,  it  is  your  undoubted  prerogative 
to  confer  on  whom  you  please  this  crown,  by  the  delivery  of  which 
to  the  lady  of  your  choice,  the  election  of  to-morrow's  Queen  will 
be  formal  and  complete. — Raise  your  lance." 

The  Knight  obeyed;  and  Prince  John  placed  upon  its  point  a 
coronet  of  green  satin,  having  around  its  edge  a  circlet  of  gold,  the 
upper  edge  of  which  was  relieved  by  arrow-points  and  hearts  placed 
interchangeably,  like  the  strawberry  leaves  and  balls  upon  a  ducal 
crown. 

In  the  broad  hint  which  he  dropped  respecting  the  daughter  of 
Waldemar  Fitzurse,  John  had  more  than  one  motive,  each  the 
offspring  of  a  mind,  which  was  a  strange  mixture  of  carelessness 
and  presumption  with  low  artifice  and  cunning.  ^  He  wished  to 
banish  from  the  minds  of  the  chivalry  around  him  his  own  indecent 
and  unacceptable  jest  respecting  the  Jewess  Rebecca ;  he  was  de- 
sirous of  conciliating  Alicia's  father  Waldemar,  of  whom  he  stood  in 
awe,  and  who  had  more  than  once  shown  himself  dissatisfied  during 
the  course  of  the  day's  proceedings.'  He  had  also  a  wish  to  establish 
himself  in  the  good  graces  of  the  lady ;  for  John  was  at  least  as 
licentious  in  his  pleasures  as  profligate  in  his  ambition.  But  besides 
all  these  reasons,  he  was  desirous  to  raise  up  against  the  Disinherited 
Knight  (towards  whom  he  already  entertained  a  strong  dislike)  a 
powerful  enemy  in  the  person  of  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  who  was  likely, 
he  thought,  highly  to  resent  the  injury  done  to  his  daughter,  in  case, 
as  was  not  unlikely,  the  victor  should  make  another  choice. 

And  so  indeed  it  proved.  For  the  Disinherited  Knight  passed  the 
gallery  close  to  that  of  the  Prince,  in  which  the  Lady  Alicia  was 
seated  in  the  full  pride  of  triumphant  beauty,  and,  pacing  forwards 
as  slowly  as  he  had  hitherto  rode  swiftly  around  the  lists,  he  seemed 
to  exercise  his  right  of  examining  the  numerous  fair  faces  which 
adorned  that  splendid  circle. 

It  was  worth  while  to  see  the  different  conduct  of  the  beauties  who 
underwent  this  examination,  during;  the  time  it  was  proceeding. 
Some  blushed,  some  assumed  an  air  of  pride  and  dignity,  some 
looked  straight  forward,  and  essayed  to  seem  utterly  unconscious  of 
what  was  going  on,  some  drew  back  in  alarm,  which  was  perhaps 
affected,  some  endeavoured  to  forbear  smiling,  and  there  were  two 
or  three  who  laughed  outright.    There  were  also  some  who  dropped 
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their  veils  over  their  charms ;  but  as  the  War  dour  Manuscript  says, 
these  were  fair  ones  of  ten  years'  standing",  it  may  be  supposed,  that, 
having  had  their  full  share  of  such  vanities,  they  were  willing1  to 
withdraw  their  claim,  in  order  to  give  a  fair  chance  to  the  rising 
beauties  of  the  age. 

At  length  the  champion  paused  beneath  the  balcony  in  which  the 
Lady  Rowena  was  placed,  and  the  expectation  of  the  spectators  was 
excited  to  the  utmost. 

It  must  be  owned,  that  if  an  interest  displayed  in  his  success  could 
have  bribed  the  Disinherited  Knight,  the  part  of  the  lists  before 
which  he  paused  had  merited  his  predilection.  Cedric  the  Saxon, 
overjoyed  at  the  discomfiture  of  the  Templar,  and  still  more  so  at 
the  miscarriage  of  his  two  malevolent  neighbours,  Front-de-Boeuf 
and  Malvoisin,  had,  with  his  body  half-stretched  over  the  balcony, 
accompanied  the  victor  in  each  course,  not  with  his  eyes  only,  but 
with  his  whole  heart  and  soul.    The  Lady  Rowena  had  watched  the 

Erogress  of  the  day  with  equal  attention,  though  without  openly 
etraying  the  same  intense  interest.  Even  the  unmoved  Athelstane 
had  shown  symptoms  of  shaking  off  his  apathy,  when,  calling  for  a 
huge  goblet  of  muscadine,  he  quaffed  it  to  the  health  of  the  Disin- 
herited Knight. 

Another  group,  stationed  under  the  gallery  occupied  by  the 
Saxons,  had  shown  no  less  interest  in  the  fate  of  the  day. 

"Father  Abraham !"  said  Isaac  of  York,  when  the  first  course  was 
run  betwixt  the  Templar  and  the  Disinherited  Knight,  "  how  fiercely 
that  Gentile  rides  !  Ah,  the  good  horse  that  was  brought  all  the  long 
way  from  Barbary,  he  takes  no  more  care  of  him  than  if  he  were  a 
wild  ass's  colt— and  the  noble  armour,  that  was  worth  so  many 
zecchins  to  Joseph  Pareira,  the  armourer  of  Milan,  besides  seventy 
in  the  hundred  of  profits,  he  cares  for  it  as  little  as  if  he  had  found 
it  in  the  highways  ! " 

"  If  he  risks  his  own  person  and  limbs,  father,"  said  Rebecca,  "  in 
doing  such  a  dreadful  battle,  he  can  scarce  be  expected  to  spare  his 
horse  and  armour." 

"  Child,"  replied  Isaac,  somewhat  heated,  "  thou  knowest  not  what 
thou  speakest — His  neck  and  limbs  are  his  own,  but  his  horse 

and  armour  belong  to Holy  Jacob !  what  was  I  about  to  say  ! — 

Nevertheless,  it  is  a  good  youth— See,  Rebecca !  see  he  is  again  about 
to  go  up  to  battle  against  the  Philistine — Pray,  child — pray  for  the 
safety  of  the  good  youth,— and  of  the  speedy  horse,  and  the  rich 
armour. — God  of  my  fathers!"  he  again  exclaimed,  "he  hath  con- 
quered, and  the  uncircumcised  Philistine  hath  fallen  before  his  lance, 
— even  as  Og  the  King  of  Bashan,  and  Sihon,  King  of  the  Amorites, 
fell  before  the  sword  of  ours  fathers ! — Surely  he  shall  take  their 
gold  and  their  silver,  and  their  war-horses,  and  their  armour  of  brass 
and  of  steel,  for  a  prey  and  for  a  spoil." 

The  same  anxiety  did  the  worthy  Jew  display  during  every  course 
that  was  run,  seldom  failing  to  hazard  a  hasty  calculation  concerning 
the  value  of  the  horse  and  armour  which  was  forfeited  to  the  cham- 
pion upon  each  new  success.    There  had  been  therefore  no  small 
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interest  taken  in  the  success  of  the  Disinherited  Knight,  by  those  who 
occupied  the  part  of  the  lists  before  which  he  now  paused. 

Whether  from  indecision  or  some  other  motive  of  hesitation,  the 
champion  of  the  day  remained  stationary  for  more  than  a  minute, 
while  the  eyes  of  the  silent  audience  were  riveted  upon  his  motions  ; 
and  then,  gradually  and  gracefully  sinking  the  point  of  his  lance,  he 
deposited  the  coronet  which  it  supported  at  the  feet  of  the  fair 
Rowena.  The  trumpets  instantly  sounded,  while  the  heralds  pro- 
claimed the  Lady  Rowena  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  of  Love  for  the 
ensuing  day,  menacing  with  suitable  penalties  those  who  should  be 
disobedient  to  her  authority.  They  then  repeated  their  cry  of 
f  Largesse,"  to  which  Cedric,  in  the  height  of  his  joy,  replied  by  an 
ample  donative,  and  to  which  Athelstane,  though  less  promptly, 
added  one  equally  large. 

There  was  some  murmuring  among  the  damsels  of  Norman  de- 
scent, who  were  as  much  unused  to  see  the  preference  given  to  a 
Saxon  beauty,  as  the  Norman  nobles  were  to  sustain  defeat  in  the 
games  of  chivalry  which  they  themselves  had  introduced.  But  these 
sounds  of  disaffection  were  drowned  by  the  popular  shout  of  "  Long 
live  the  lady  Rowena,  the  chosen  and  lawful  Queen  of  Love  and  of 
Beauty ! "  To  which  many  in  the  lower  area  added, "  Long  live  the 
Saxon  Princess !  long  live  the  race  of  the  immortal  Alfred ! " 

However  unacceptable  these  sounds  might  be  to  Prince  John,  and 
to  those  around  him,  he  saw  himself  nevertheless  obliged  to  confirm 
the  nomination  of  the  victor,  and  accordingly  calling  to  horse,  he  left 
his  throne ;  and  mounting  his  jennet,  accompanied  by  his  train,  he 
again  entered  the  lists.  The  Prince  paused  a  moment  beneath  the 
gallery  of  the  Lady  Alicia,  to  whom  he  paid  his  compliments,  observ- 
ing, at  the  same  time,  to  those  around  him — "  By  my  halidome,  sirs ! 
if  the  Knight's  feats  in  arms  have  shown  that  he  hath  limbs  and 
sinews,  his  choice  hath  no  less  proved  that  his  eyes  are  none  of  the 
clearest." 

It  was  on  this  occasion,  as  during  his  whole  life.  John's  misfortune, 
not  perfectly  to  understand  the  characters  of  those  whom  he  wished 
to  conciliate.  Waldemar  Fitzurse  was  rather  offended  than  pleased 
at  the  Prince  stating  thus  broadly  an  opinion,  that  his  daughter  had 
been  slighted. 

"I  know  no  right  of  chivalry,"  he  said,  "  more  precious  or  inalien- 
able than  that  of  each  free  knight  to  choose  his  lady-love  by  his  own 
judgment.  My  daughter  courts  distinction  from  no  one ;  and  in  her 
own  character,  and  in  her  own  sphere,  will  never  fail  to  receive  the 
full  proportion  of  that  which  is  her  due." 

Prince  John  replied  not ;  but,  spurring  his  horse,  as  if  to  give  vent 
to  his  vexation,  he  made  the  animal  bound  forward  to  the  gallery 
where  Rowena  was  seated,  with  the  crown  still  at  her  feet. 

"Assume,"  he  said,  "fair  lady,  the  mark  of  your  sovereignty,  to 
which  none  vows  homage  more  sincerely  than  ourself,  John  of  Anjou ; 
and  if  it  please  you  to-day,  with  your  noble  sire  and  friends,  to  grace 
our  banquet  in  the  Castle  of  Ashby,  we  shall  learn  to  know  the 
empress  to  whose  service  we  devote  to-morrow." 
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Rowena  remained  silent,  and  Cedric  answered  for  her  in  his  native 
Saxon. 

"The  Lady  Rowena,"  he  said,  "possesses  not  the  language  in 
which  to  reply  to  your  courtesy,  or  to  sustain  her  part  in  your  festival. 
I  also,  and  the  noble  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh,  speak  only  the 
language,  and  practise  only  the  manners,  of  our  fathers.  We  there- 
fore decline  with  thanks  your  Highness's  courteous  invitation  to  the 
banquet.  To-morrow,  the  Lady  Rowena  will  take  upon  her  the 
state  to  which  she  has  been  called  by  the  free  election  of  the  victor 
Knight,  confirmed  by  the  acclamations  of  the  people." 

So  saying,  he  lifted  the  coronet,  and  placed  it  upon  Rowena's 
head,  in  token  of  her  acceptance  of  the  temporary  authority  assigned 
to  her. 

"  What  says  he  ?  "  said  Prince  John,  affecting  not  to  understand 
the  Saxon  language,  in  which,  however,  he  was  well  skilled.  The 
purport  of  Cedric's  speech  was  repeated  to  him  in  French.  "  It  is 
well,"  he  said  "  to-morrow  we  will  ourself  conduct  this  mute  sovereign 
to  her  seat  of  dignity. — You,  at  least,  Sir  Knight,"  he  added,  turning 
to  the  victor,  who  had  remained  near  the  gallery, "  will  this  day  share 
our  banquet  ?  " 

The  Knight,  speaking  for  the  first  time,  in  alow  and  hurried  voice, 
excused  himself  by  pleading  fatigue,  and  the  necessity  of  preparing 
for  to-morrow's  encounter. 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Prince  John,  haughtily ;  "  although  unused  to 
such  refusals,  we  will  endeavour  to  digest  our  banquet  as  we  may, 
though  ungraced  by  the  most  successful  in  arms,  and  his  elected 
Queen  of  Beauty." 

So  saying,  he  prepared  to  leave  the  lists  with  his  glittering  train ; 
and  his  turning  his  steed  for  that  purpose,  was  the  signal  for  the 
breaking  up  and  dispersion  of  the  spectators. 

Yet,  with  the  vindictive  memory  proper  to  offended  pride,  espe- 
cially when  combined  with  conscious  want  of  desert,  John  had  hardly 
proceeded  three  paces,  ere  again,  turning  around,  he  fixed  an  eye  of 
stern  resentment  upon  the  yeoman  who  had  displeased  him  in  the 
early  part  of  the  day,  and  issued  his  commands  to  the  men-at-arms 
who  stood  near — "  On  your  life,  suffer  not  that  fellow  to  escape." 

The  yeoman  stood  the  angry  glance  of  the  Prince  with  the  same 
unvaried  steadiness  which  had  marked  his  former  deportment,  saying, 
with  a  smile,  "  I  have  no  intention  to  leave  Ashby  until  the  day  after 
to-morrow — I  must  see  how  Staffordshire  and  Leicestershire  can 
draw  their  bows — the  forests  of  Needwood  and  Charnwood  must 
rear  good  archers." 

"  I,"  said  Prince  John  to  his  attendants,  but  not  in  direct  reply,— 
"  I  will  see  how  he  can  draw  his  own ;  and  wo  betide  him  unless  his 
skill  should  prove  some  apology  for  his  insolence  !  " 

"It  is  full  time,"  said  De  Bracy,  "that  the  outrecuidance1  of 
these  peasants  should  be  restrained  by  some  striking  example  !  " 

Waldemar  Fitzurse,  who  probably  thought  his  patron  was  not 
taking  the  readiest  road  to  popularity,  shrugged  up  his  shoulders 

1  Presumption,  insolence. 
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and  was  silent.  Prince  John  resumed  his  retreat  from  the  lists,  and 
the  dispersion  of  the  multitude  became  general. 

In  various  routes,  according  to  the  different  quarters  from  which 
they  came,  and  in  groups  of  various  numbers,  the  spectators  were 
seen  retiring  over  the  plain.  By  far  the  most  numerous  part  streamed 
towards  the  town  of  Ashby,  where  many  of  the  distinguished  persons 
were  lodged  in  the  castle,  and  where  others  found  accommodation 
in  the  town  itself.  Among  these  were  most  of  the  knights  who  had 
already  appeared  in  the  tournament,  or  who  proposed  to  fight  there 
the  ensuing  day,  and  who,  as  they  rode  slowly  along,  talking  over 
the  events  of  the  day,  were  greeted  with  loud  shouts  by  the  populace. 
The  same  acclamations  were  bestowed  upon  Prince  John,  although 
he  was  indebted  for  them  rather  to  the  splendour  of  his  appearance 
and  train,  than  to  the  popularity  of  his  character. 

A  more  sincere  and  more  general,  as  well  as  a  better  merited 
acclamation  attended  the  victor  of  the  day,  until,  anxious  to  withdraw 
himself  from  popular  notice,  he  accepted  the  accommodation  of  one 
of  those  pavilions  pitched  at  the  extremities  of  the  lists,  the  use  of 
which  was  courteously  tendered  him  by  the  marshals  of  the  field. 
On  his  retiring  to  his  tent,  many  who  had  lingered  in  the  lists  to  look 
upon  and  form  conjectures  concerning  him  also  dispersed. 

The  signs  and  sounds  of  a  tumultuous  concourse  of  men  lately 
crowded  together  in  one  place,  and  agitated  by  the  same  passing 
events,  were  now  exchanged  for  the  distant  hum  of  voices  of  different 
groups  retreating  in  all  directions,  and  these  speedily  died  away  in 
silence.  No  other  sounds  were  heard  save  the  voices  of  the  menials 
who  stripped  the  galleries  of  their  cushions  and  tapestry,  in  order  to 
put  them  in  safety  for  the  night,  and  wrangled  among  themselves 
for  the  half-used  bottles  of  wine  and  relics  of  the  refreshment  which 
had  been  served  round  to  the  spectators. 

Beyond  the  precincts  of  the  lists  more  than  one  forge  was  erected ; 
and  these  now  began  to  glimmer  through  the  twilight,  announcing 
the  toil  of  the  armourers,  which  was  to  continue  through  the  whole 
night,  in  order  to  repair  or  alter  the  suits  of  armour  to  be  used  again 
on  the  morrow. 

A  strong  guard  of  men-at-arms  renewed  at  intervals,  from  two 
hours  to  two  hours,  surrounded  the  lists,  and  kept  watch  during  the 
night. 
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Thus,  like  the  sad  presaging  raven,  that  tolls 
The  sick  man's  passport  in  her  hollow  beak, 
And  in  the  shadow  of  the  silent  night 
Doth  shake  contagion  from  her  sable  wings  ; 
Vex'd  and  tormented,  runs  poor  Barrabas, 
With  fatal  curses  towards  these  Christians. 

Jew  of  Malta. 

The  Disinherited  Knight  had  no  sooner  reached  his  pavilion,  than 
squires  and  pages  in  abundance  tendered  their  services  to  disarm 
him,  to  bring  fresh  attire,  and  to  offer  him  the  refreshment  of  the 
bath.  Their  zeal  on  this  occasion  was  perhaps  sharpened  by  curiosity, 
since  every  one  desired  to  know  who  the  Knight  was  that  had  gained 
so  many  laurels,  yet  had  refused,  even  at  the  command  of  Prince 
John,  to  lift  his  visor  or  to  name  his  name.  But  their  officious 
inquisitiveness  was  not  gratified.  The  Disinherited  Knight  refused 
all  other  assistance  save  that  of  his  own  squire,  or  rather  yeoman— a 
clownish-looking  man,  who,  wrapt  in  a  cloak  of  dark-coloured  felt, 
and  having  his  head  and  face  half-buried  in  a  Norman  bonnet  made 
of  black  fur,  seemed  to  affect  the  incognito  as  much  as  his  master. 
All  others  being  excluded  from  the  tent,  this  attendant  relieved  his 
m?*ster  from  the  more  burdensome  parts  of  his  armour,  and  placed 
food  and  wine  before  him,  which  the  exertions  of  the  day  rendered 
very  acceptable. 

"The  Knight  had  scarcely  finished  a  hasty  meal,  ere  his  menial 
announced  to  him  that  five  men,  each  leading  a  barbed  steed,  desired 
to  speak  with  him.  The  Disinherited  Knight  had  exchanged  his 
armour  for  the  long  robe  usually  worn  by  those  of  his  condition, 
which,  being  furnished  with  a  hood,  concealed  the  features,  when 
such  was  the  pleasure  of  the  wearer,  almost  as  completely  as  the 
visor  of  the  helmet  itself;  but  the  twilight,  which  was  now  fast 
darkening,  would  of  itself  have  rendered  a  disguise  unnecessary, 
unless  to  persons  to  whom  the  face  of  an  individual  chanced  to  be 
particularly  well  known. 

The  Disinherited  Knight,  therefore,  stept  boldly  forth  to  the  front 
of  his  tent,  and  found  in  attendance  the  squires  of  the  challengers, 
whom  he  easily  knew  by  their  russet  and  black  dresses,  each  of  whom 
led  his  master's  charger  loaded  with  the  armour  in  which  he  had  that 
day  fought. 

"  According  to  the  laws  of  chivalry,"  said  the  foremost  of  these 
men,  "  I,  Baldwin  de  Oyley,  squire  to  the  redoubted  Knight  Brian 
de  Bois-Guilbert,  make  offer  to  you,  styling  yourself,  for  the  present, 
the  Disinherited  Knight,  of  the  horse  and  armour  used  by  the  said 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  in  this  day's  Passage  of  Arms,  leaving  it  with 
your  nobleness  to  retain  or  to  ransom  the  same,  according  to  your 
pleasure ;  for  such  is  the  law  of  arms." 

The  other  squires  repeated  nearly  the  same  formula,  and  then 
stood  to  await  the  decision  of  the  Disinherited  Knight. 
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"  To  you  four,  sirs,"  replied  the  Knight,  addressing  those  who 
had  last  spoken,  "  and  to  your  honourable  and  valiant  masters,  I 
have  one  common  reply.  Commend  me  to  the  noble  knights,  your 
masters,  and  say,  I  should  do  ill  to  deprive  them  of  steeds  and  arms, 
which  can  never  be  used  by  braver  cavaliers. — I  would  I  could  here 
end  my  message  to  these  gallant  knights;  but  being,  as  I  term 
myself  in  truth  and  earnest,  the  Disinherited,  I  must  be  thus  far 
bound  to  your  masters,  that  they  will,  of  their  courtesy,  be  pleased 
to  ransom  their  steeds  and  armour,  since  that  which  I  wear  I  can 
hardly  term  mine  own.'' 

"We  stand  commissioned,  each  of  us,"  answered  the  squire  of 
Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  to  offer  a  hundred  zecchins  in  ransom 
of  these  horses  and  suits  of  armour." 

"  It  is  sufficient,"  said  the  Disinherited  Knight.  "  Half  the  sum 
my  present  necessities  compel  me  to  accept ;  of  the  remaining  half, 
distribute  one  moiety  among  yourselves,  sir  squires,  and  divide  the 
other  half  betwixt  the  heralds  and  the  pursuivants,  and  minstrels, 
and  attendants." 

The  squires,  with  cap  in  hand,  and  low  reverences,  expressed  their 
deep  sense  of  a  courtesy  and  generosity  not  often  practised,  at  least 
upon  a  scale  so  extensive.  The  Disinherited  Knight  then  addressed 
his  discourse  to  Baldwin,  the  squire  of  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert. 
"  From  your  master,"  said  he,  "  I  will  accept  neither  arms  nor  ran- 
som. Say  to  him  in  my  name,  that  our  strife  is  not  ended — no,  not 
till  we  have  fought  as  well  with  swords  as  with  lances—as  well  on 
foot  as  on  horseback.  To  this  mortal  quarrel  he  has  himself  defied 
me,  and  I  shall  not  forget  the  challenge. — Meantime,  let  him  be 
assured,  that  I  hold  him  not  as  one  of  his  companions,  with  whom  I 
can  with  pleasure  exchange  courtesies,  but  rather  as  one  with  whom 
1  stand  upon  terms  of  mortal  defiance." 

"My  master,"  answered  Baldwin,  "knows  how  to  requite  scorn 
with  scorn,  and  blows  with  blows,  as  well  as  courtesy  with  courtesy. 
Since  you  disdain  to  accept  from  him  any  share  of  the  ransom  at 
which  you  have  rated  the  arms  of  the  other  knights,  I  must  leave  his 
armour  and  his  horse  here,  being  well  assured  that  he  will  never 
deign  to  mount  the  one  or  wear  the  other." 

"You  have  spoken  well,  good  squire,"  said  the  Disinherited 
Knight ;  "  well  and  boldly,  as  it  beseemeth  him  to  speak  who  answers 
for  an  absent  master.  Leave  not,  however,  the  horse  and  armour 
here.  Restore  them  to  thy  master ;  or,  if  he  scorns  to  accept  them, 
retain  them,  good  friend,  for  thine  own  use.  So  far  as  they  are 
mine,  I  bestow  them  upon  you  freely." 

Baldwin  made  a  deep  obeisance,  and  retired  with  his  companions ; 
and  the  Disinherited  Knight  entered  the  pavilion. 
t  "  Thus  far,  Gurth,"  said  he,  addressing  his  attendant,  "  the  reputa- 
tion of  English  chivalry  hath  not  suffered  in  my  hands." 

"  And  I,"  said  Gurth,  "  for  a  Saxon  swineherd,  have  not  ill  played 
the  personage  of  a  Norman  squire- at-arms. " 

"  Yea,  but,"  answered  the  Disinherited  Knight, "  thou  hast  ever 
kept  me  in  anxiety  lest  thy  clownish  bearing  should  discover  thee." 

ft  Tush !  "  said  Gurth,  "  I  fear  discovery  from  none,  saving  my  play- 
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fellow,  Wamba  the  Jester,  of  whom  I  could  never  discover  whether 
he  were  most  knave  or  fool.  Yet  I  could  scarce  choose  hut  laugh, 
when  my  old  master  passed  so  near  to  me,  dreaming"  all  the  while 
that  Gurth  was  keeping  his  porkers  many  a  mile  off,  in  the  thickets 
and  swamps  of  Rotherwood.     If  I  am  discovered " 

"  Enough,"  said  the  Disinherited  Knight,  "  thou  knowest  my  pro- 
mise." 

"  Nay,  for  that  matter,"  said  Gurth,  "  I  will  never  fail  my  friend 
for  fear  of  my  skin-cutting.  I  have  a  tough  hide,  that  will  bear  knife 
or  scourge  as  well  as  any  boar's  hide  in  my  herd." 

"  Trust  me,  I  will  requite  the  risk  you  run  for  my  love,  Gurth," 
said  the  Knight.  "  Meanwhile,  I  pray  you  to  accept  these  ten  pieces 
of  gold." 

"  I  am  richer,"  said  Gurth,  putting  them  into  his  pouch,  "than  ever 
was  swineherd  or  bondsman." 

"  Take  this  bag  of  gold  to  Ashby,"  continued  his  master,  "  and  find 
out  Isaac  the  Jew  of  York,  and  let  him  pay  himself  for  the  horse  and 
arms  with  which  his  credit  supplied  me." 

"Nay,  by  St  Dunstan,"  replied  Gurth,  "that  I  will  not  do." 

ft  How,  knave,"  replied  his  master,  "  wilt  thou  not  obey  my  com- 
mands ?  " 

"  So  they  be  honest,  reasonable,  and  Christian  commands,"  replied 
Gurth ;  "but  this  is  none  of  these.  To  suffer  the  Jew  to  pay  him- 
self would  be  dishonest,  for  it  would  be  cheating  my  master ;  and 
unreasonable,  for  it  were  the  part  of  a  fool ;  and  unchristian,  since  it 
would  be  plundering  a  believer  to  enrich  an  infidel." 

"  See  him  contented,  however,  thou  stubborn  varlet,"  said  the 
Disinherited  Knight. 

"  I  will  do  so,"  said  Gurth,  taking  the  bag  under  his  cloak,  and 
leaving  the  apartment ;  "  and  it  will  go  hard,"  he  muttered,  "  but  I 
content  him  with  one-half  of  his  own  asking."  So  saying,  he  departed, 
and  left  the  Disinherited  Knight  to  his  own  perplexed  ruminations  ; 
which,  upon  more  accounts  than  it  is  now  possible  to  communicate  to 
the  reader,  were  of  a  nature  peculiarly  agitating  and  painful. 

We  must  now  change  the  scene  to  the  village  of  Ashby,  or  rather 
to  a  country  house  in  its  vicinity  belonging  to  a  wealthy  Israelite, 
with  whom  Isaac,  his  daughter,  and  retinue,  had  taken  up  their  quar- 
ters ;  the  Jews,  it  is  well  known,  being  as  liberal  in  exercising  the 
duties  of  hospitality  and  charity  among  their  own  people,  as  they 
were  alleged  to  be  reluctant  and  churlish  in  extending  them  to  those 
whom  they  termed  Gentiles,  and  whose  treatment  of  them  certainly 
merited  little  hospitality  at  their  hand. 

^  In  an  apartment,  small  indeed,  but  richly  furnished  with  decora- 
tions of  an  Oriental  taste,  Rebecca  was  seated  on  a  heap  of  embroi- 
dered cushions,  which,  piled  along  a  low  platform  that  surrounded 
the  chamber,  served,  like  the  estrada  of  the  Spaniards,  instead  of 
chairs  and  stools.  She  was  watching  the  motions  of  her  father  with 
a  look  of  anxious  and  filial  affection,  while  he  paced  the  apartment 
with  a  dejected  mien  and  disordered  step ;  sometimes  clasping  his 
hands  together — sometimes  casting  his  eyes  to  the  roof  of  the  apart- 
ment, as  one  who  laboured  under  great  mental  tribulation.    "  O 
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Jacob ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  O,  all  ye  twelve  Holy  Fathers  of  our  tribe ! 
what  a  losing*  venture  is  this  for  one  who  hath  duly  kept  every  jot 
and  tittle  of  the  law  of  Moses — Fifty  zecchins  wrenched  from  me  at 
one  clutch,  and  by  the  talons  of  a  tyrant !  " 

"  But,  father,"  said  Rebecca,  "  you  seemed  to  give  the  gold  to 
Prince  John  willingly." 

"  Willingly  ?  the  blotch  of  Egypt  upon  him !  —  Willingly,  saidst 
thou  ?  —  Ay,  as  willingly  as  when,  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons,  I  lung  over 
my  merchandise  to  lighten  the  ship,  while  she  laboured  in  the  tem- 
pest— robed  the  seething  billows  in  my  choice  silks — perfumed  their 
briny  foam  with  myrrh  and  aloes  —  enriched  their  caverns  with  gold 
and  silver-work  !  And  was  not  that  an  hour  of  unutterable  misery, 
though  my  own  hands  made  the  sacrifice  ?  " 

"  But  it  was  a  sacrifice  which  Heaven  exacted  to  save  our  lives," 
answered  Rebecca,  "  and  the  God  of  our  fathers  has  since  blessed 
your  store  and  your  gettings." 

"  Ay,"  answered  Isaac,  "  but  if  the  tyrant  lays  hold  on  them  as  he 
did  to-day,  and  compels  me  to  smile  while  he  is  robbing  me  ? — O, 
daughter,  disinherited  and  wandering  as  we  are,  the  worst  evil  which 
befalls  our  race  is,  that  when  we  are  wronged  and  plundered,  all  the 
world  laughs  around,  and  we  are  compelled  to  suppress  our  sense  of 
injury,  and  to  smile  tamely,  when  we  would  revenge  bravely." 

"  Think  not  thus  of  it,  my  father,"  said  Rebecca ;  "  we  also  have 
advantages.  These  Gentiles,  cruel  and  oppressive  as  they  are,  are 
in  some  sort  dependent  on  the  dispersed  children  of  Zion,  whom  they 
despise  and  persecute.  Without  the  aid  of  our  wealth,  they  could 
neither  furnish  forth  their  hosts  in  war,  nor  their  triumphs  in  peace ; 
and  the  gold  which  we  lend  them  returns  with  increase  to  our  coffers. 
We  are  like  the  herb  which  flourisheth  most  when  it  is  most  trampled 
on.  Even  this  day's  pageant  had  not  proceeded  without  the  consent 
of  the  despised  Jew,  who  furnished  the  means." 

"  Daughter,"  said  Isaac,  "  thou  hast  harped  upon  another  string 
of  sorrow.  The  goodly  steed  and  the  rich  armour,  ec|ual  to  the  full 
profit  of  my  adventure  with  our  Kirjath  Jairam  of  Leicester  —  there 
is  a  dead  loss  too— ay,  a  loss  which  swallows  up  the  gains  of  a  week ; 
ay,  of  the  space  between  two  Sabbaths  —  and  yet  it  may  end  better 
than  I  now  think,  for  'tis  a  good  youth." 

"  Assuredly,"  said  Rebecca,  "  you  shall  not  repent  you  of  requiting 
the  good  deed  received  of  the  stranger  knight." 

"  I  trust  so,  daughter,"  said  Isaac,  "  and  1  trust  too  in  the  rebuild- 
ing of  Zion  ;  but  as  well  do  I  hope  with  my  own  bodily  eyes  to  see 
the  walls  and  battlements  of  the  new  Temple,  as  to  see  a  Christian, 
yea,  the  very  best  of  Christians,  repay  a  debt  to  a  Jew,  unless  under 
the  awe  of  the  judge  and  jailor." 

So  saying,  he  resumed  his  discontented  walk  through  the  apart- 
ment ;  and  Rebecca,  perceiving  that  her  attempts  at  consolation  only 
served  to  awaken  new  subjects  of  complaint,  wisely  desisted  from  her 
unavailing  efforts — a  prudential  line  of  conduct ;  and  we  recommend 
to  all  who  set  up  for  comforters  and  advisers,  to  follow  it  in  the  like 
circumstances. 

The  evening  was  now  becoming  dark,  when  a  Jewish  servant 
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entered  the  apartment,  and  placed  upon  the  table  two  silver  lamps, 
fed  with  perfumed  oil ;  the  richest  wines,  and  the  most  delicate 
refreshments,  were  at  the  same  time  displayed  by  another  Israelitish 
domestic  on  a  small  ebony  table,  inlaid  with  silver ;  for,  in  the  interior 
of  their  houses,  the  Jews  refused  themselves  no  expensive  indul- 
gences. At  the  same  time  the  servant  informed  Isaac,  that  a  Naza- 
rene  (so  they  termed  Christians,  while  conversing"  among"  themselves) 
desired  to  speak  with  him.  He  that  would  live  by  traffic  must  hold 
himself  at  the  disposal  of  every  one  claiming  business  with  him. 
Isaac  at  once  replaced  on  the  table  the  un tasted  glass  of  Greek  wine 
which  he  had  just  raised  to  his  lips,  and  saying  hastily  to  his  daughter, 
"Rebecca,  veil  thyself,"  commanded  the  stranger  to  be  admitted. 

Just  as  Rebecca  had  dropped  over  her  fine  features  a  screen  of  silver 
gauze  which  reached  to  her  feet,  the  door  opened,  and  Gurth  entered, 
wrapt  in  the  ample  folds  of  his  Norman  mantle.  His  appearance  was 
rather  suspicious  than  prepossessing,  especially  as,  instead  of  doffing 
his  bonnet,  he  pulled  it  still  deeper  over  his  rugged  brow. 

"  Art  thou  Isaac  the  Jew  of  York  ?  "  said  Gurth,  in  Saxon. 

"  I  am,"  replied  Isaac,  in  the  same  language  (for  his  traffic  had 
rendered  every  tongue  spoken  in  Britain  familiar  to  him) ;  "  and  who 
art  thou?" 

u  That  is  not  to  the  purpose,"  answered  Gurth. 

"  As  much  as  my  name  is  to  thee,"  replied  Isaac ;  u  for  without 
knowing  thine,  how  can  1  hold  intercourse  with  thee  ?  " 

"  Easily,"  answered  Gurth ;  "  I,  being  to  pay  money,  must  know 
that  I  deliver  it  to  the  right  person  ;  thou,  who  art  to  receive  it,  will 
not,  I  think,  care  very  greatly  by  whose  hands  it  is  delivered." 

"  O,"  said  the  Jew,  "  you  are  come  to  pay  moneys  ? — Holy  Father 
Abraham !  that  altereth  our  relation  to  each  other.  And  from  whom 
dost  thou  bring  it  ?  " 

"  From  the  Disinherited  Knight,"  said  Gurth,  "  victor  in  this  day's 
tournament.  It  is  the  price  of  the  armour  supplied  to  him  by  Kirjath 
Jairam  of  Leicester,  on  thy  recommendation.  The  steed  is  restored 
to  thy  stable  :  I  desire  to  know  the  amount  of  the  sum  which  I  am  to 
pay  for  the  armour." 

u  I  said  he  was  a  good  youth !  "  exclaimed  Isaac  with  joyful  exulta- 
tion. "  A  cup  of  wine  will  do  thee  no  harm,"  he  added,  filling  and 
handing  to  the  swineherd  a  richer  draught  than  Gurth  had  ever  before 
tasted.  "  And  how  much  money,"  continued  Isaac, "  hast  thou  brought 
with  thee  ?  " 

"  Holy  Virgin !  "  said  Gurth,  setting  down  the  cup,  "  what  nectar 
these  unbelieving  dogs  drink,  while  true  Christians  are  fain  to  quaff 
ale  as  muddy  and  thick  as  the  draff  we  give  to  hogs ! — What  money 
have  I  brought  with  me  ?  "  continued  the  Saxon,  when  he  had  finished 
this  uncivil  ejaculation,  "  even  but  a  small  sum  ;  something  in  hand 
the  whilst.  What,  Isaac !  thou  must  bear  a  conscience,  though  it  be 
a  Jewish  one." 

"  Nay,  but,"  said  Isaac,  "  thy  master  ha3  won  goodly  steeds  and 
rich  armours  with  the  strength  of  his  lance,  and  of  his  right  hand — 
but  'tis  a  good  youth — the  Jew  will  take  these  in  present  payment, 
and  render  him  back  the  surplus." 
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"  My  master  has  disposed  of  them  already,"  said  Gurth. 

"  Ah !  that  was  wrong,"  said  the  Jew,  "  that  was  the  part  of  a  fool. 
No  Christians  here  could  buy  so  many  horses  and  armour — no  Jew 
except  myself  would  give  him  half  the  values.  But  thou  hast  a 
hundred  zecchins  with  thee  in  that  bag,"  said  Isaac,  prying  under 
Gurth's  cloak,  "it  is  a  heavy  one." 

"  I  have  heads  for  crossbow  bolts  in  it,"  said  Gurth,  readily. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Isaac,  panting  and  hesitating  between  habitual 
love  of  gain  and  a  new-born  desire  to  be  liberal  in  the  present  in- 
stance, "  if  I  should  say  that  I  would  take  eighty  zecchins  for  the 
good  steed  and  the  rich  armour,  which  leaves  me  not  a  guilder's 
profit,  have  you  money  to  pay  me?" 

"  Barely,"  said  Gurth,  though  the  sum  demanded  was  more  reason- 
able than  he  expected,  "  and  it  will  leave  my  master  nigh  penniless. 
Nevertheless,  if  such  be  your  least  offer,  I  must  be  content." 

"  Fill  thyself  another  goblet  of  wine,"  said  the  Jew.  "  Ah !  eighty 
zecchins  is  too  little,  it  leaveth  no  profit  for  the  usages  of  the 
money;  and,  besides,  the  good  horse  may  have  suffered  wrong  in 
this  day's  encounter.  O,  it  was  a  hard  and  a  dangerous  meeting ! 
man  and  steed  rushing  on  each  other  like  wild  bulls  of  Bashan !  The 
horse  cannot  but  have  had  wrong." 

"  And  I  say,"  replied  Gurth,  "he  is  sound,  wind  and  limb ;  and  you 
may  see  him  now,  in  your  stable.  And  I  say,  over  and  above,  that 
seventy  zecchins  is  enough  for  the  armour,  and  I  hope  a  Christian's 
word  is  as  good  as  a  Jew's.  If  you  will  not  take  seventy,  I  will 
carry  this  bag  "  (and  he  shook  it  till  the  contents  jingled)  "  back  to 
my  master." 

H Nay,  nay ! "  said  Isaac ;  "lay  down  the  talents— the  shekels— 
the  eighty  zecchins,  and  thou  shaft  see  I  will  consider  thee  liberally." 

Gurth  at  length  complied ;  and  telling  out  eighty  zecchins  upon 
the  table,  the  Jew  delivered  out  to  him  an  acquittance  for  the  horse 
and  suit  of  armour.  The  Jew's  hand  trembled  for  joy  as  he  wrapped 
up  the  first  seventy  pieces  of  gold.  The  last  ten  he  told  over  with 
much  deliberation,  pausing,  and  saying  something  as  he  took  each 

Eiece  from  the  table,  and  dropped  it  into  his  purse.  It  seemed  as  if 
is  avarice  were  struggling  with  his  better#  nature,  and  compelling 
him  to  pouch  zecchin  after  zecchin,  while  his  generosity  urged  him 
to  restore  some  part  at  least  to  his  benefactor,  or  as  a  donation  to 
his  agent.     His  whole  speech  ran  nearly  thus : — 

"  Seventy-one — seventy-two ;  thy  master  is  a  good  youth — seventy- 
three,  an  excellent  youth — seventy-four — that  piece  hath  been  dipt 
within  the  ring — seventy-five — and  that  looketh  light  of  weight — 
seventy-six — when  thy  master  wants  money,  let  him  come  to  Isaac  of 
York — seventy-seven — that  is,  with  reasonable  security."  Here  he 
made  a  considerable  pause,  and  Gurth  had  good  hope  that  the  last 
three  pieces  might  escape  the  fate  of  their  comrades ;  but  the  enu- 
meration proceeded. — "  Seventy-eight— thou  art  a  good  fellow — 

seventy-nine — and  deservest  something  for  thyself " 

Here  the  Jew  paused  again,  and  looked  at  the  last  zecchin,  intend- 
ing, doubtless,  to  bestow  it  upon  Gurth.  He  weighed  it  upon  the 
tip  of  his  finger,  and  made  it  ring  by  dropping  it  upon  the  table. 
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Had  it  rung  too  flat,  or  had  it  felt  a  hairbreadth  too  light,  gener- 
osity had  carried  the  day ;  but,  unhappily  for  Gurth,  the  chime  was 
full  and  true,  the  zecchin  plump,  newly-coined,  and  a  grain  above 
weight.  Isaac  could  not  find  in  his  heart  to  part  with  it,  so  dropt  it 
into  his  purse  as  if  in  absence  of  mind,  with  the  words,  "  Eighty  com- 
pletes the  tale,  and  I  trust  thy  master  will  reward  thee  handsomely. 
— "  Surely,"  he  added,  looking  earnestly  at  the  bag,  "  thou  hast 
more  coins  in  that  pouch  ?  " 

Gurth  grinned,  which  was  his  nearest  approach  to  a  laugh,  as  he 
replied,  "About  the  same  quantity  which  thou  hast  just  told  over  so 
carefully."  He  then  folded  the  quittance,  and  put  it  under  his  cap, 
adding,  "  Peril  of  thy  beard,  Jew,  see  that  this  be  full  and  ample ! " 
He  filled  himself,  unbidden,  a  third  goblet  of  wine,  and  left  the  apart- 
ment without  ceremony. 

"  Rebecca,"  said  the  Jew,  "  that  Ishmaelite  hath  gone  somewhat 
beyond  me.  Nevertheless  his  master  is  a  good  youth— ay,  and  I  am 
well  pleased  that  he  hath  gained  shekels  of  gold  and  shekels  of  silver, 
even  by  the  speed  of  his  horse  and  by  the  strength  of  his  lance,  which 
like  that  of  Goliath  the  Philistine,  might  vie  with  a  weaver's  beam." 

As  he  turned  to  receive  Rebecca's  answer,  he  observed,  that  during 
his  chaffering  with  Gurth,  she  had  left  the  apartment  unperceived. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Gurth  had  descended  the  stair,  and,  having 
reached  the  dark  antechamber  or  hall,  was  puzzling  about  to  discover 
the  entrance,  when  a  figure  in  white,  shown  by  a  small  silver  lamp 
which  she  held  in  her  hand,  beckoned  him  into  a  side  apartment. 
Gurth  had  some  reluctance  to  obey  the  summons.  Rough  and 
impetuous  as  a  wild  boar,  where  only  earthly  force  was  to  be  appre- 
hended, he  had  all  the  characteristic  terrors  of  a  Saxon  respecting 
fawns,  forest-fiends,  white  women,  and  the  whole  of  the  superstitions 
which  his  ancestors  had  brought  with  them  from  the  wilds  of  Ger- 
many. He  remembered,  moreover,  that  he  was  in  the  house  of  a 
Jew,  a  people  who,  besides  the  other  unamiable  qualities  which 
popular  report  ascribed  to  them,  were  supposed  to  be  profound 
necromancers  and  cabalists.  Nevertheless,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
he  obeyed  the  beckoning  summons  of  the  apparition,  and  followed 
her  into  the  apartment  which  she  indicated,  where  he  found  to  his 
oyful  surprise  that  his  fair  guide  was  the  beautiful  Jewess  whom 
le  had  seen  at  the  tournament,  and  a  short  time  in  her  father's  apart- 
ment. 

She  asked  him  the  particulars  of  his  transaction  with  Isaac,  which 
he  detailed  accurately. 

"  My  father  did  but  jest  with  thee,  good  fellow,"  said  Rebecca,  "  he 
owes  thy  master  deeper  kindness  than  these  arms  and  steed  could 
pay,  were  their  value  tenfold.  What  sum  didst  thou  pay  my  father 
even  now?" 

"Eighty  zecchins,"  said  Gurth,  surprised  at  the  question. 

"  In  this  purse,"  said  Rebecca,  "  thou  wilt  find  a  hundred.  Restore 
to  thy  master  that  which  is  his  due,  and  enrich  thyself  with  the 
remainder.  Haste — begone— stay  not  to  render  thanks !  and  beware 
how  you  pass  through  this  crowded  town,  where  thou  mayst  easily  lose 
both  thy  burden  and  thy  life Reuben,"  she  added,  clapping  her  hands 
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together,  "  lig*ht  forth  this  stranger,  and  fail  not  to  draw  lock  and  bar 
behind  him." 

Reuben,  a  dark-browed  and  black-bearded  Israelite,  obeyed  her 
summons,  with  a  torch  in  his  hand ;  undid  the  outward  door  of  the 
house,  and  conducting'  Gurth  across  a  paved  court,  let  him  out 
through  a  wicket  in  the  entrance-gate,  which  he  closed  behind  him 
with  such  bolts  and  chains  as  would  well  have  become  that  of  a  prison. 

"  By  St  Dunstan,"  said  Gurth,  as  he  stumbled  up  the  dark  avenue, 
"  this  is  no  Jewess,  but  an  angel  from  heaven !  Ten  zecchins  from 
my  brave  young  master — twenty  from  this  pearl  of  Zion — O  happy 
day ! — Such  another,  Gurth,  will  redeem  thy  bondage,  and  make  thee 
a  brother  as  free  of  thy  guild  as  the  best.  And  then  do  I  lay  down 
my  swineherd's  horn  and  staff,  and  take  the  freeman's  sword  and 
buckler,  and  follow  my  young  master  to  the  death,  without  hiding 
either  my  face  or  my  name." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

1st  Outlaw.  Stand,  sir,  and  throw  us  that  you  have  about  you  ; 
If  not,  we'll  make  you  sit,  and  rifle  you. 

Speed.  Sir,  we  are  undone  !  these  are  the  villains 
That  all  the  travellers  do  fear  so  much. 

Vol.  My  friends, 

1st  Out.  That's  not  so,  sir,  we  are  your  enemies. 

2d  Out.   Peace  !  we'll  hear  him. 

3d  Out.  Ay,  by  my  beard,  will  we ; 
For  he's  a  proper  man. 

Tico  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

The  nocturnal  adventures  of  Gurth  were  not  yet  concluded ;  in- 
deed he  himself  became  partly  of  that  mind,  when,  after  passing  one 
or  two  straggling  houses  which  stood  in  the  outskirts  of  the  village, 
he  found  himself  in  a  deep  lane,  running  between  two  banks  over- 
grown with  hazel  and  holly,  while  here  and  there  a  dwarf  oak  flung 
its  arms  altogether  across  the  path.  The  lane  was  moreover  much 
rutted  and  broken  up  by  the  carriages  which  had  recently  trans- 
ported articles  of  various  kinds  to  the  tournament ;  and  it  was  dark, 
for  the  banks  and  bushes  intercepted  the  light  of  the  harvest  moon. 

From  the  village  were  heard  the  distant  sounds  of  revelry,  mixed 
occasionally  with  loud  laughter,  sometimes  broken  by  screams,  and 
sometimes  by  wild  strains  of  distant  music.  All  these  sounds,  inti- 
mating the  disorderly  state  of  the  town,  crowded  with  military  nobles 
and  their  dissolute  attendants,  gave  Gurth  some  uneasiness.  "  The 
Jewess  was  right,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  By  Heaven  and  St  Dunstan, 
I  would  I  were  safe  at  my  journey's  end  with  all  this  treasure !  Here 
are  such  numbers,  I  will  not  say  of  arrant  thieves,  but  of  errant 
knights  and  errant  squires,  errant  monks  and  errant  minstrels, 
errant  jugglers  and  errant  jesters,  that  a  man  with  a  single  merk 
would  be  in  danger,  much  more  a  poor  swineherd  with  a  whole  bag- 
ful of  zecchins.     Would  I  were  out  of  the  shade  of  these  infernal 
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bushes,  that  I  might  at  least  see  any  of  St  Nicholas's  clerks  before 
they  spring  on  my  shoulders." 

Gurth  accordingly  hastened  his  pace,  in  order  to  gain  the  open 
'  common  to  which  the  lane  led,  but  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  accom- 
plish his  object.  Just  as  he  had  attained  the  upper  end  of  the  lane, 
where  the  underwood  was  thickest,  four  men  sprung  upon  him,  even 
as  his  fears  anticipated,  two  from  each  side  of  the  road,  and  seized 
him  so  fast,  that  resistance,  if  at  first  practicable,  would  have  been 
now  too  late — "Surrender  your  charge,"  said  one  of  them;  "we 
are  the  deliverers  of  the  commonwealth,  who  ease  every  man  of  his 
burden." 

"  You  should  not  ease  me  of  mine  so  lightly,"  muttered  Gurth, 
whose  surly  honesty  could  not  be  tamed  even  by  the  pressure  of 
immediate  violence, — "had  I  it  but  in  my  power  to  give  three 
strokes  in  its  defence." 

"  We  shall  see  that  presently,"  said  the  robber ;  and,  speaking  to 
his  companions,  he  added,  "bringalong  the  knave.  I  see  he  would 
have  his  head  broken,  as  well  as  his  purse  cut,  and  so  be  let  blood  in 
two  veins  at  once." 

Gurth  was  hurried  along  agreeably  to  this  mandate,  and  having 
been  dragged  somewhat  roughly  over  the  bank,  on  the  left-hand  side 
of  the  lane,  found  himself  in  a  straggling  thicket,  which  lay  betwixt 
it  and  the  open  common.  He  was  compelled  to  follow  his  rough 
conductors  into  the  very  depth  of  this  cover,  where  they  stopped  unex- 
pectedly in  an  irregular  open  space,  free  in  a  great  measure  from 
trees,  and  on  which,  therefore,  the  beams  of  the  moon  fell  without 
much  interruption  from  boughs  and  leaves.  Here  his  captors  were 
joined  by  two  other  persons,  apparently  belonging  to  the  gang.  They 
had  short  swords  by  their  sides,  and  quarter- staves  in  their  hands,  ana 
Gurth  could  now  observe  that  all  six  wore  visors,  which  rendered 
their  occupation  a  matter  of  no  question,  even  had  their  former  pro- 
ceedings left  it  in  doubt. 

"  What  money  hast  thou,  churl  ? "  said  one  of  the  thieves. 

"  Thirty  zecchins  of  my  own  property,"  answered  Gurth,  doggedly. 

"  A  forfeit — a  forfeit,"  shouted  the  robbers  ;  "  a  Saxon  hath  thirty 
zecchins,  and  returns  sober  from  a  village !  An  undeniable  and  un- 
redeemable forfeit  of  all  he  hath  about  him." 

"  I  hoarded  it  to  purchase  my  freedom,"  said  Gurth. 

"  Thou  art  an  ass,"  replied  one  of  the  thieves ;  "  three  quarts  of 
double  ale  had  rendered  thee  as  free  as  thy  master,  ay,  and  freer  too, 
if  he  be  a  Saxon  like  thyself." 

"  A  sad  truth,"  replied  Gurth  ;  "  but  if  these  same  thirty  zecchins 
will  buy  my  freedom  from  you,  unloose  my  hands,  and  I  will  pay 
them  to  you." 

"  Hold,"  said  one  who  seemed  to  exercise  some  authority  over  the 
others ;  "  this  bag  which  thou  bearest,  as  I  can  feel  through  thy 
cloak,  contains  more  coin  than  thou  hast  told  us  of." 

"  It  is  the  good  knight  my  master's,"  answered  Gurth,  "  of  which, 
assuredly,  I  would  not  have  spoken  a  word,  had  you  been  satisfied 
with  working  your  will  upon  mine  own  property." 

"  Thou  art  an  honest  fellow,"  replied  the  robber,  "I  warrant  thee; 
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and  we  worship  not  St  Nicholas  so  devoutly  but  what  thy  thirty 
zecchins  may  yet  escape,  if  thou  deal  uprightly  with  us.  Meantime 
render  up  thy  trust  for  the  time."  So  saying,  he  took  from  Gurth's 
breast  the  large  leathern  pouch,  in  which  the  purse  given  him  by 
Rebecca  was  enclosed,  as  well  as  the  rest  of  the  zecchins,  and  then 
continued  his  interrogation. — "  Who  is  thy  master?  " 

"  The  Disinherited  Knight,"  said  Gurth. 

"  Whose  good  lance,"  replied  the  robber,  "  won  the  prize  in  to- 
day's tourney  ?    What  is  his  name  and  lineage  ?  " 

r  It  is  his  pleasure,"  answered  Gurth,  "  that  they  be  concealed ; 
and  from  me,  assuredly,  you  will  learn  nought  of  them." 

"  What  is  thine  own  name  and  lineage?  " 

"To  tell  that,"  said  Gurth,  " might  reveal  my  master's." 

"  Thou  art  a  saucy  groom,"  said  the  robber,  "  but  of  that  anon. 
How  comes  thy  master  by  this  gold  ?  is  it  of  his  inheritance,  or  by 
what  means  hath  it  accrued  to  him  ?  " 

"By  his  good  lance,"  answered  Gurth.— "These  bags  contain  the 
ransom  of  four  good  horses,  and  four  good  suits  of  armour." 

"  How  much  is  there  ?  "  demanded  the  robber. 

"Two  hundred  zecchins." 

"  Only  two  hundred  zecchins ! "  said  the  bandit ;  "  your  master 
hath  dealt  liberally  by  the  vanquished,  and  put  them  to  a  cheap 
ransom.     Name  those  who  paid  the  gold." 

Gurth  did  so. 

"  The  armour  and  horse  of  the  Templar  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert, 
at  what  ransom  were  they  held? — Thou  seest  thou  canst  not  de- 
ceive me." 

"  My  master,"  replied  Gurth,  "  will  take  nought  from  the  Templar 
save  his  lifeVblood.  They  are  on  terms  of  mortal  defiance,  and 
cannot  hold  courteous  intercourse  together." 

"  Indeed !  "  repeated  the  robber,  and  paused  after  he  had  said  the 
word.  "And  what  wert  thou  now  doing  at  Ashby  with  such  a 
charge  in  thy  custody?  " 

"  I  went  thither  to  render  to  Issac  the  Jew  of  York,"  replied 
Gurth,  "  the  price  of  a  suit  of  armour  with  which  he  fitted  my  master 
Tor  this  tournament." 

"  And  how  much  didst  thou  pay  to  Isaac  ? — Methinks,  to  judge  by 
weight,  there  is  still  two  hundred  zecchins  in  that  pouch." 

"  I  paid  to  Isaac,"  said  the  Saxon,  "  eighty  zecchins,  and  he  re- 
stored me  a  hundred  in  lieu  thereof." 

"  How !  what !  "  exclaimed  all  the  robbers  at  once ;  "  darest  thou 
trifle  with  us,  that  thou  tellest  such  improbable  lies  ? " 

"What  I  tell  you,"  said  Gurth,  "is  as  true  as  the  moon  is  in 
heaven.  You  will  find  the  just  sum  in  a  silken  purse  within  the 
leathern  pouch,  and  separate  from  the  rest  of  the  gold." 

"  Bethink  thee,  man,"  said  the  Captain,  "  thou  speakest  of  a  Jew— 
of  an  Israelite, — as  unapt  to  restore  gold,  as  the  dry  sand  of  his 
deserts  to  return  the  cup  of  water  which  the  pilgrim  spills  upon 
them." 

"  There  is  no  more  mercy  in  them,"  said  another  of  the  banditti, 
"  than  in  an  unbribed  sheriff's  officer." 
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"  It  is,  however,  as  I  say,"  said  Gurth. 

"  Strike  a  light  instantly,"  said  the  Captain ;  "  I  will  examine  this 
said  purse ;  and  if  it  be  as  this  fellow  says,  the  Jew's  bounty  is  little 
less  miraculous  than  the  stream  which  relieved  his  fathers  in  the 
wilderness." 

A  light  was  procured  accordingly,  and  the  robber  proceeded  to 
examine  the  purse.     The  others  crowded  around  him,  and  even  two  I 
who  had  hold  of  Gurth  relaxed  their  grasp  while  they  stretched  their  I 
necks  to  see  the  issue  of  the  search.  Availing  himself  of  their  negli-  I 
gence,  by  a  sudden  exertion  of  strength  and  activity,  Gurth  shook  I 
himself  free  of  their  hold,  and  might  have  escaped,  could  he  have  I 
resolved  to  leave  his  master's  property  behind  him.     But  such  was  I 
no  part  of  his  intention.    He  wrenched  a  quarter-staff  from  one  of  | 
the  fellows,  struck  down  the  Captain,  who  was  altogether  unaware  of 
his  purpose,  and  had  wellnigh  repossessed  himself  of  the  pouch  and 
treasure.     The  thieves,  however,  were  too  nimble  for  him,  and  again 
secured  both  the  bag  and  the  trusty  Gurth. 

"  Knave ! "  said  the  Captain,  getting  up,  "  thou  hast  broken  my 
head;  and  with  other  men  of  our  sort  thou  wouldst  fare  the  worse! 
for  thy  insolence.    But  thou  shalt  know  thy  fate  instantly.    First  let  I 
us  speak  of  thy  master ;  the  knight's  matters  must  go  before  the  I 
squire's,  according  to  the  due  order  of  chivalry.     Stand  thou  fast  in  ■ 
the  mean  time — if  thou  stir  again,  thou  shalt  have  that  will  make  thee 
quiet  for  thy  life — Comrades !  "  he  then  said,  addressing  his  gang, 
"  this  purse  is  embroidered  with  Hebrew  characters,  and  I  well  be- 
lieve the  yeoman's  tale  is  true.     The  errant  knight,  his  master,  must 
needs  pass  us  toll-free.     He  is  too  like  ourselves  for  us  to  make 
booty  of  him,  since  dogs  should  not  worry  dogs  where  wolves  and 
foxes  are  to  be  found  in  abundance." 

"  Like  us  ?  "  answered  one  of  the  gang ;  "  I  should  like  to  hear 
how  that  is  made  good." 

"  Why,  thou  fool,"  answered  the  Captain,  "  is  he  not  poor  and  dis- 
inherited as  we  are  ?  —  Doth  he  not  win  his  substance  at  the  sword's 
point  as  we  do  ? — Hath  he  not  beaten  Front-de-Bceuf  and  Malvoisin,  I 
even  as  we  would  beat  them  if  we  could  ?  Is  he  not  the  enemy  to  life 
and  death  of  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  whom  we  have  so  much  reason 
to  fear  ?  And  were  all  this  otherwise,  wouldst  thou  have  us  show  a, 
worse  conscience  than  an  unbeliever,  a  Hebrew  Jew  ?  " 

"  Nay,  that  were  a  shame,"  muttered  the  other  fellow ;  "  and  yet, 
when  I  served  in  the  band  of  stout  old  Gandelyn,  we  had  no  such 
scruples  of  conscience.  And  this  insolent  peasant, — he  too,  I  warrant 
me,  is  to  be  dismissed  scatheless  ?  " 

"  Not  if  thou  canst  scathe  him,"  replied  the  Captain.  — "  Here. 
fellow,"  continued  he,  addressing  Gurth,  "  canst  thou  use  the  staff, 
that  thou  starts  to  it  so  readily  ?  "  j 

"  I  think,"  said  Gurth,  "  thou  shouldst  be  best  able  to  reply  to  that 
question." 

"  Nay,  by  my  troth,  thou  gavest  me  a  round  knock,"  replied  the 
Captain ;  "  do  as  much  for  this  fellow,  and  thou  shalt  pass  scot-free 
and  if  thou  dost  not — why,  by  my  faith,  as  thou  art  such  a  sturd} 
knave,  I  think  I  must  pay  thy  ransom  myself. — Take  thy  staff,  Miller/ 
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he  added,  "  and  keep  thy  head  ;  and  do  you  others  let  the  fellow  go, 
and  give  him  a  staff— there  is  light  enough  to  lay  on  load  by." 

The  two  champions  being  alike  armed  with  quarter-staves,  stepped 
forward  into  the  centre  of  the  open  space,  in  order  to  have  the  full 
benefit  of  the  moonlight ;  the  thieves  in  the  mean  time  laughing, 
and  crying  to  their  comrade,  "  Miller!  beware  thy  toll-dish."  The 
Miller,  on  the  other  hand,  holding  his  quarter-staff  by  the  middle, 
and  making  it  flourish  round  his  head  after  the  fashion  which  the 
French  caMfaire  le  moulinet,  exclaimed  boastfully,  "  Come  on,  churl, 
an  thou  darest :  thou  shalt  feel  the  strength  of  a  miller's  thumb !  " 

"  If  thou  be'st  a  miller,"  answered  Gurth,  undauntedly  making  his 
weapon  play  around  his  head  with  equal  dexterity,  "  thou  art  doubly 
a  thief,  and  I,  as  a  true  man,  bid  thee  defiance." 

So  saying,  the  two  champions  closed  together,  and  for  a  few  minutes 
they  displayed  great  equality  in  strength,  courage,  and  skill,  inter- 
cepting and  returning  the  blows  of  their  adversary  with  the  most 
rapid  dexterity,  while,  from  the  continued  clatter  of  their  weapons, 
a  person  at  a  distance  might  have  supposed  that  there  were  at  least 
six  persons  engaged  on  each  side.  Less  obstinate,  and  even  less 
dangerous  combats,  have  been  described  in  good  heroic  verse ;  but 
that  of  Gurth  and  the  Miller  must  remain  unsung,  for  want  of  a 
sacred  poet  to  do  justice  to  its  eventful  progress.  Yet,  though  quar- 
ter-staff play  be  out  of  date,  what  we  can  in  prose  we  will  do  for  these 
bold  champions. 

Long  they  fought  equally,  until  the  Miller  began  to  lose  temper  at 
finding  himself  so  stoutly  opposed,  and  at  hearing  the  laughter  of  his 
companions,  who,  as  usual  in  such  cases,  enjoyed  his  vexation.  This 
was  not  a  state  of  mind  favourable  to  the  noble  game  of  quarter-staff, 
in  which,  as  in  ordinary  cudgel-playing,  the  utmost  coolness  is  requi- 
site ;  and  it  gave  Gurth,  whose  temper  was  steady,  though  surly,  the 
opportunity  of  acquiring  a  decided  advantage,  in  availing  himself  of 
which  he  displayed  great  mastery. 

The  Miller  pressed  furiously  forward,  dealing  blows  with  either  end 
of  his  weapon  alternately,  and  striving  to  come  to  half-staff  distance, 
while  Gurth  defended  himself  against  the  attack,  keeping  his  hands 
about  a  yard  asunder,  and  covering  himself  by  shifting  his  weapon 
with  great  celerity,  so  as  to  protect  his  head  and  body.  Thus  did  he 
maintain  the  defensive,  making  his  eye,  foot,  and  hand  keep  true  time, 
until,  observing  his  antagonist  to  lose  wind,  he  darted  the  staff  at  his 
face  with  his  left  hand ;  and,  as  the  Miller  endeavoured  to  parry  the 
thrust,  he  slid  his  right  hand  down  to  his  left,  and  with  the  full  swing 
of  the  weapon  struck  his  opponent  on  the  left  side  of  the  head,  who 
instantly  measured  his  length  upon  the  greensward. 

"  Well  and  yeomanly  done !  "  shouted  the  robbers  ;  "  fair  play  and 
Old  England  for  ever !  The  Saxon  hath  saved  both  his  purse  and  his 
hide,  and  the  Miller  has  met  his  match." 

"  Thou  mayst  go  thy  ways,  my  friend,"  said  the  Captain,  addressing 
Gurth,  in  special  confirmation  of  the  general  voice,  "  and  I  will  cause 
two  of  my  comrades  to  guide  thee  by  the  best  way  to  thy  master's 
pavilion,  and  to  guard  thee  from  night-walkers  that  might  have  less 
tender  consciences  than  ours ;  for  there  is  many  one  of  them  upon 
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the  amble  in  such  a  night  as  this.  Take  heed,  however,"  he  added 
sternly ;  "  remember  thou  hast  refused  to  tell  thy  name  —  ask  not 
after  ours,  nor  endeavour  to  discover  who  or  what  we  are ;  for,  if 
thou  makest  such  an  attempt,  thou  wilt  come  by  worse  fortune  than 
has  yet  befallen  thee." 

Gurth  thanked  the  Captain  for  his  courtesy,  and  promised  to  attend 
to  his  recommendation.  Two  of  the  outlaws,  taking  up  their  quarter- 
staves,  and  desiring  Gurth  to  follow  close  in  the  rear,  walked  roundly 
forward  along  a  bypath,  which  traversed  the  thicket  and  the  broken 
ground  adjacent  to  it.  On  the  very  verge  of  the  thicket  two  men 
spoke  to  his  conductors,  and  receiving  an  answer  in  a  whisper,  with- 
drew into  the  wood,  and  suffered  them  to  pass  unmolested.  This 
circumstance  induced  Gurth  to  believe,  both  that  the  gang  was  strong 
in  numbers  and  that  they  kept  regular  guards  around  their  place  of 
rendezvous. 

When  they  arrived  on  the  open  heath,  where  Gurth  might  have 
had  some  trouble  in  finding  his  road,  the  thieves  guided  him  straight 
forward  to  the  top  of  a  little  eminence,  whence  he  could  see,  spread 
beneath  him  in  the  moonlight,  the  palisades  of  the  lists,  the  glim- 
mering pavilions  pitched  at  either  end,  with  the  pennons  which 
adorned  them  fluttering  in  the  moonbeam,  and  from  which  could  be 
heard  the  hum  of  the  song  with  which  the  sentinels  were  beguiling 
their  night-watch. 

Here  the  thieves  stopped. 

"  We  go  with  you  no  farther,"  said  they ;  "  it  were  not  safe  that 
we  should  do  so. — Remember  the  warning  you  have  received — keep 
secret  what  has  this  night  befallen  you,  and  you  will  have  no  room 
to  repent  it — neglect  what  is  now  told  you,  ana  the  Tower  of  London 
shall  not  protect  you  against  our  revenge." 

"  Good-night  to  you,  kind  sirs,"  said  Gurth ;  "  I  shall  remember 
your  orders,  and  trust  that  there  is  no  offence  in  wishing  you  a  safer 
and  an  honester  trade." 

Thus  they  parted,  the  outlaws  returning  in  the  direction  from 
whence  they  had  come,  and  Gurth  proceeding  to  the  tent  of  his 
master,  to  whom,  notwithstanding  the  injunction  he  had  received,  he 
communicated  the  whole  adventures  of  the  evening. 

The  Disinherited  Knight  was  filled  with  astonishment,  no  less  at 
the  generosity  of  Rebecca,  by  which,  however,  he  resolved  he  would 
not  profit,  than  that  of  the  robbers,  to  whose  profession  such  a  quality 
seemed  totally  foreign.  His  course  of  reflections  upon  these  singular 
circumstances  was,  however,  interrupted  by  the  necessity  for  taking 
repose,  which  the  fatigue  of  the  preceding  day,  and  the  propriety  of 
refreshing  himself  for  the  morrow's  encounter,  rendered  alike  indis- 
pensable. 

The  knight,  therefore,  stretched  himself  for  repose  upon  a  rich 
couch,  with  which  the  tent  was  provided ;  and  the  faithful  Gurth,  ex- 
tending his  hardy  limbs  upon  a  bear-skin  which  formed  a  sort  of 
carpet  to  the  pavilion,  laid  himself  across  theopening  of  the  tent,  so 
that  no  one  could  enter  without  awakening  him. 
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The  heralds  left  their  pricking  up  and  down, 
Now  ringen  trumpets  loud  and  clarion. 
There  is  no  more  to  say,  but  east  and  west, 
In  go  the  speares  sadly  in  the  rest, 
In  goth  the  sharp  spur  into  the  side, 
There  see  men  who  can  just  and  who  can  ride  ; 
There  shiver  shaftes  upon  shieldes  thick, 
He  feeleth  through  the  heart-spone  the  prick ; 
Up  springen  speares,  twenty  feet  in  height, 
Out  go  the  swordes  to  the  silver  bright ; 
The  helms  they  to-hewn  and  to-shred  : 
Out  burst  the  blood  with  stern  streames  red. 

Chaucer. 

Morning  arose  in  unclouded  splendour,  and  ere  the  sun  was  much 
above  the  horizon,  the  idlest  or  the  most  eager  of  the  spectators 
appeared  on  the  common,  moving  to  the  lists  as  to  a  general  centre, 
in  order  to  secure  a  favourable  situation  for  viewing  the  continuation 
of  the  expected  games. 

The  marshals  and  their  attendants  appeared  next  on  the  field, 
together  with  the  heralds,  for  the  purpose  of  receiving  the  names  of 
the  knights  who  intended  to  just,  with  the  side  which  each  choseto 
espouse.  This  was  a  necessary  precaution,  in  order  to  secure  equality 
betwixt  the  two  bodies  who  should  be  opposed  to  each  other. 

According  to  due  formality,  the  Disinherited  Knight  was  to  be 
considered  as  leader  of  the  one  body,  while  Brian-de-Bois  Guilbert, 
who  had  been  rated  as  having  done  second-best  in  the  preceding  day, 
was  named  first  champion  of  the  other  band.  Those  who  had  con- 
curred in  the  challenge  adhered  to  his  party,  of  course,  excepting 
only  Ralph  de  Vipont,  whom  his  fall  had  rendered  unfit  so  soon  to 
put  on  his  armour.  There  was  no  want  of  distinguished  and  noble 
candidates  to  fill  up  the  ranks  on  either  side. 

In  fact,  although  the  general  tournament,  in  which  all  knights 
fought  at  once,  was  more  dangerous  than  single  encounters,  they 
were,  nevertheless,  more  frequented  and  practised  by  the  chivalry  of 
the  age.  Many  knights,  who  had  not  sufficient  confidence  in  their 
own  skill  to  defy  a  single  adversary  of  high  reputation,  were,  never- 
theless, desirous  of  displaying  their  valour  in  the  general  combat, 
where  they  might  meet  others  with  whom  they  were  more  upon  an 
equality.  On  the  present  occasion,  about  fifty  knights  were  inscribed 
as  desirous  of  combating  upon  each  side,  when  the  marshals  declared 
that  no  more  could  be  admitted,  to  the  disappointment  of  several 
who  were  too  late  in  preferring  their  claim  to  be  included. 

About  the  hour  of  ten  o'clock  the  whole  plain  was  crowded  with 
horsemen,  horsewomen,  and  foot-passengers,  hastening  to  the  tour- 
nament ;  and  shortly  after  a  grand  flourish  of  trumpets  announced 
Prince  John  and  his  retinue,  attended  by  many  of  those  knights  who 
meant  to  take  share  in  the  game,  as  well  as  others  who  had  no  such 
intention. 

About  the  same  time  arrived  Cedric  the  Saxon,  with  the  Lady 
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Rowena,  unattended,  however,  by  Athelstane.  TJiis  Saxon  lord  had 
arrayed  his  tall  and  strong*  person  in  armour,  in  order  to  take  his 
place  among-  the  combatants ;  and,  considerably  to  the  surprise  of 
Cedric,  had  chosen  to  enlist  himself  on  the  part  of  the  Knight  Tem- 
plar. The  Saxon,  indeed,  had  remonstrated  strongly  with  his  friend 
upon  the  injudicious  choice  he  had  made  of  his  party  ;  but  he  had  only 
received  that  sort  of  answer  usually  given  by  those  who  are  more 
obstinate  in  following"  their  own  course,  than  strong  in  justifying  it. 

His  best,  if  not  his  only  reason,  for  adhering-  to  the  party  of  Brian 
de  JBois-Guilbert,  Athelstane  had  the  prudence  to  keep  to  himself. 
Though  his  apathy  of  disposition  prevented  his  taking  any  means  to 
recommend  himself  to  the  Lady  Rowena,  he  was,  nevertheless,  by  no 
means  insensible  to  her  charms,  and  considered  his  union  with  her  as 
a  matter  already  fixed  beyond  doubt,  by  the  assent  of  Cedric  and  her 
other  friends.  It  had  therefore  been  with  smothered  displeasure 
that  the  proud  though  indolent  Lord  of  Coningsburgh  beheld  the 
victor  of  the  preceding  day  select  Rowena  as  the  object  of  that  hon- 
our which  it  became  his  privilege  to  confer.  In  order  to  punish  him 
for  a  preference  which  seemed  to  interfere  with  his  own  suit,  Athel- 
stane, confident  of  his  strength,  and  to  whom  his  flatterers,  at  least, 
ascribed  great  skill  in  arms,  had  determined  not  only  to  deprive  the 
Disinherited  Knight  of  his  powerful  succour,  but,  if  an  opportunity 
should  occur,  to  make  him  feel  the  weight  of  his  battle-axe. 

De  Bracy,  and  other  knights  attached  to  Prince  John,  in  obedience 
to  a  hint  from  him,  had  joined  the  party  of  the  challengers,  John 
being  desirous  to  secure,  if  possible,  the  victory  to  that  side.  On  the 
other  hand,  many  other  knights,  both  English  and  Norman,  natives 
and  strangers,  took  part  against  the  challengers,  the  more  readily 
that  the  opposite  band  was  to  be  led  by  so  distinguished  a  champion 
as  the  Disinherited  Knight  had  approved  himself. 

As  soon  as  Prince  John  observed  that  the  destined  Queen  of  the 
day  had  arrived  upon  the  field,  assuming  that  air  of  courtesy  which 
sat  well  upon  him  when  he  was  pleased  to  exhibit  it,  he  rode  forward 
to  meet  her,  doffed  his  bonnet,  and,  alighting  from  his  horse,  assisted 
the  Lady  Rowena  from  her  saddle,  while  his  followers  uncovered  at 
the  same  time,  and  one  of  the  most  distinguished  dismounted  to  hold 
her  palfrey. 

"  It  is  thus,"  said  Prince  John,  "  that  we  set  the  dutiful  example  of 
loyalty  to  the  Queen  of  Love  and  Beauty,  and  are  ourselves  her  guide 
to  the  throne  which  she  must  this  day  occupy. — Ladies,"  he  said, 
"  attend  your  Queen,  as  you  wish  in  your  turn  to  be  distinguished  by 
like  honours." 

So  saying,  the  Prince  marshalled  Rowena  to  the  seat  of  honour 
opposite  his  own,  while  the  fairest  and  most  distinguished  ladies  pre- 
sent crowded  after  her  to  obtain  places  as  near  as  possible  to  their 
temporary  sovereign. 

No  sooner  was  Rowena  seated,  than  a  burst  of  music,  half-drowned 
by  the  shouts  of  the  multitude,  greeted  her  new  dignity.  Meantime, 
the  sun  shone  fierce  and  bright  upon  the  polished  arms  of  the  knights 
of  either  side,  who  crowded  the  opposite  extremities  of  the  lists,  and 
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held  eager  conference  together  concerning"  the  best  mode  of  arrang- 
ing their  line  of  battle,  and  supporting  the  conflict. 

The  heralds  then  proclaimed  silence  until  the  laws  of  the  tourney 
should  be  rehearsed.  These  were  calculated  in  some  degree  to  abate 
the  dangers  of  the  day ;  a  precaution  the  more  necessary,  as  the  con- 
flict was  to  be  maintained  with  sharp  swords  and  pointed  lances. 

The  champions  were  therefore  prohibited  to  thrust  with  the  sword, 
and  were  confined  to  striking.  A  knight,  it  was  announced,  might 
use  a  mace  or  battle-axe  at  pleasure,  but  the  dagger  was  a  prohibited 
weapon.  A  knight  unhorsed  might  renew  the  fight  on  foot  with  any 
other  on  the  opposite  side  in  the  same  predicament ;  but  mounted 
horsemen  were  in  that  case  forbidden  to  assail  him.  When  any 
knight  could  force  his  antagonist  to  the  extremity  of  the  lists,  so  as 
to  touch  the  palisade  with  his  person  or  arms,  such  opponent  was 
obliged  to  yield  himself  vanquished,  and  his  armour  and  horse  were 
placed  at  the  disposal  of  the  conqueror.  A  knight  thus  overcome 
was  not  permitted  to  take  farther  share  in  the  combat.  If  any  com- 
batant was  struck  down,  and  unable  to  recover  his  feet,  his  squire  or 
page  might  enter  the  lists,  and  drag  his  master  out  of  the  press ;  but 
in  that  case  the  knight  was  adjudged  vanquished,  and  his  amis  and 
horse  declared  forfeited.  The  combat  was  to  cease  as  soon  as  Prince 
John  should  throw  down  his  leading  staff,  or  truncheon ;  another 
precaution  usually  taken  to  prevent  the  unnecessary  effusion  of  blood 
by  the  too  long  endurance  of  a  sport  so  desperate.  Any  knight  break- 
ing the  rules  of  the  tournament,  or  otherwise  transgressing  the  rules 
of  honourable  chivalry,  was  liable  to  be  stript  of  his  arms,  and,  having 
his  shield  reversed,  to  be  placed  in  that  posture  astride  upon  the  bars 
of  the  palisade,  and  exposed  to  public  derision,  in  punishment  of  his 
unknightly  conduct.  Having  announced  these  precautions,  the 
heralds  concluded  with  an  exhortation  to  each  good  knight  to  do  his 
duty,  and  to  merit  favour  from  the  Queen  of  Beauty  and  of  Love. 

This  proclamation  having  been  made,  the  heralds  withdrew  to  their 
stations.  The  knights,  entering  at  either  end  of  the  lists  in  long 
procession,  arranged  themselves  in  a  double  file,  precisely  opposite 
to  each  other,  the  leader  of  each  party  being  in  the  centre  of  the 
foremost  rank,  a  post  which  he  did  not  occupy  until  each  had  care- 
fully arranged  the  ranks  of  his  party,  and  stationed  every  one  in  his 
place. 

It  was  a  goodly,  and  at  the  same  time  an  anxious  sight,  to  behold 
so  many  gallant  champions,  mounted  bravely,  and  armed  richly, 
stand  ready  prepared  for  an  encounter  so  formidable,  seated  on  their 
war-saddles  like  so  many  pillars  of  iron,  and  awaiting  the  signal  of 
encounter  with  the  same  ardour  as  their  generous  steeds,  which,  by 
neighing  and  pawing  the  ground,  gave  signal  of  their  impatience. 

As  yet  the  knights  held  their  long  lances  upright,  their  bright 
points  glancing  to  the  sun,  and  the  streamers  with  which  they  were 
decorated  fluttering  over  the  plumage  of  the  helmets.  Thus  they 
remained  while  the  marshals  of  the  field  surveyed  their  ranks  with 
the  utmost  exactness,  lest  either  party  had  more  or  fewer  than  the 
appointed  number.     The  tale  was  found  exactly  complete.     The 
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marshals  then  withdrew  from  the  lists,  and  William  de  Wyvil,  with  a 
voice  of  thunder,  pronounced  the  signal  words — Laissez  alter!  The 
trumpets  sounded  as  he  spoke— the  spears  of  the  champions  were  at 
once  lowered  and  placed  in  the  rests — the  spurs  were  dashed  into 
the  flanks  of  the  horses,  and  the  two  foremost  ranks  of  either  party 
rushed  upon  each  other  in  full  gallop,  and  met  in  the  middle  of  the 
lists  with  a  shock,  the  sound  of  which  was  heard  at  a  mile's  distance. 
The  rear  rank  of  each  party  advanced  at  a  slower  pace  to  sustain 
the  defeated,  and  follow  up  the  success  of  the  victors  of  their  party. 

The  consequences  of  the  encounter  were  not  instantly  seen,  for 
the  dust  raised  by  the  trampling"  of  so  many  steeds  darkened  the  air, 
and  it  was  a  minute  ere  the  anxious  spectators  could  see  the  fate  of 
the  encounter.  When  the  fight  became  visible,  half  the  knights  on 
each  side  were  dismounted,  some  by  the  dexterity  of  their  adversary's 
lance, — some  by  the  superior  weight  and  strength  of  opponents, 
which  had  borne  down  both  horse  and  man, — some  lay  stretched  on 
earth  as  if  never  more  to  rise, — some  had  already  gained  their  feet, 
and  were  closing  hand  to  hand  with  those  of  their  antagonists  who 
were  in  the  same  predicament, — and  several  on  both  sides,  who  had 
received  wounds  by  which  they  were  disabled,  were  stopping  their 
blood  with  their  scarfs,  and  endeavouring  to  extricate  themselves 
from  the  tumult.  The  mounted  knights,  whose  lances  had  been 
almost  all  broken  by  the  fury  of  the  encounter,  were  now  closely 
engaged  with  their  swords,  shouting  their  war-cries,  and  exchanging 
buffets,  as  if  honour  and  life  depended  on  the  issue  of  the  combat. 

The  tumult  was  presently  increased  by  the  advance  of  the  second 
rank  on  either  side,  which,  acting  as  a  reserve,  now  rushed  on  to  aid 
their  companions.  The  followers  of  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  shouted 
— "Ha!  Beau-seant!  Beau-seant!1  —  For  the  Temple  —  For  the 
Temple ! "  The  opposite  party  shouted  in  answer — "  Desdichado  ! 
Desdichado /"— -which  watchword  they  took  from  the  motto  upon 
their  leader's  shield. 

The  champions  thus  encountering  each  other  with  the  utmost 
fury,  and  with  alternate  success,  the  tide  of  battle  seemed  to  flow 
now  toward  the  southern,  now  toward  the  northern  extremity  of 
the  lists,  as  the  one  or  the  other  party  prevailed.  Meantime  the 
clang  of  the  blows,  and  the  shouts  of  the  combatants,  mixed  fearfully 
with  the  sound  of  the  trumpets,  and  drowned  the  groans  of  those 
who  fell,  and  lay  rolling  defenceless  beneath  the  feet  of  the  horses. 
The  splendid  armour  of  the  combatants  was  now  defaced  with  dust 
and  blood,  and  gave  way  at  every  stroke  of  the  sword  and  battle-axe. 
The  gay  plumage,  shorn  from  the  crests,  drifted  upon  the  breeze 
like  snow-flakes.  All  that  was  beautiful  and  graceful  in  the  martial 
array  had  disappeared,  and  what  was  now  visible  was  only  calculated 
to  awake  terror  or  compassion. 

Yet  such  is  the  force  of  habit,  that  not  only  the  vulgar  spectators, 
who  are  naturally  attracted  by  sights  of  horror,  but  even  the  ladies 
of  distinction,  who  crowded  the  galleries,  saw  the  conflict  with  a 

1  Beau-seant  was  the  name  of  the  Templars'  banner,  which  was  half  black*  half 
white,  to  intimate,  it  is  said,  that  they  were  candid  and  fair  towards  Christians, 
but  black  and  terrible  towards  infidels. 
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thrilling'  interest  certainly,  but  without  a  wish  to  withdraw  their  eyes 
from  a  sight  so  terrible.  Here  and  there,  indeed,  a  fair  cheek 
might  turn  pale,  or  a  faint  scream  might  be  heard,  asa  lover,  a 
brother,  or  a  husband,  was  struck  from  his  horse.  But,  in  general, 
the  ladies  around  encouraged  the  combatants,  not  only  by  clapping 
their  hands  and  waving  their  veils  and  kerchiefs,  but  even  by  ex- 
claiming, "  Brave  lance !  Good  sword  I"  when  any  successful  thrust 
or  blow  took  place  under  their  observation. 

Such  being  the  interest  taken  by  the  fair  sex  in  this  bloody  game, 
that  of  the  men  is  the  more  easily  understood.  It  showed  itself  in  loud 
acclamations  upon  every  change  of  fortune,  while  all  eyes  were  so 
riveted  on  the  lists,  that  the  spectators  seemed  as  if  they  themselves 
had  dealt  and  received  the  blows  which  were  there  so  freely  bestowed. 
And  between  every  pause  was  heard  the  voice  of  the  heralds,  ex- 
claiming, "  Fight  on,  brave  knights !  Man  dies,  but  glory  lives  !— 
Fight  on— death  is  better  than  defeat !— Fight  on,  brave  knights  !— 
for  bright  eyes  behold  your  deeds ! " 

Amid  the  varied  fortunes  of  the  combat,  the  eyes^  of  all  endea- 
voured to  discover  the  leaders  of  each  band,  who,  mingling;  in  the 
thick  of  the  fight,  encouraged  their  companions  both  by  voice  and 
example.  Both  displayed  great  feats  of  gallantry,  nor  did  either 
Bois-Guilbert  or  the  Disinherited  Knight  find  in  the  ranks  opposed 
to  them  a  champion  who  could  be  termed  their  unquestioned  match. 
They  repeatedly  endeavoured  to  single  out  each  other,  spurred  by 
mutual  animosity,  and  aware  that  the  fall  of  either  leader  might  be 
considered  as  decisive  of  victory.  Such,  however,  was  the  crowd 
and  confusion,  that,  during  the  earlier  part  of  the  conflict,  their 
efforts  to  meet  were  unavailing,  and  they  were  repeatedly  separated 
by  the  eagerness  of  their  followers,  each  of  whom  was  anxious  to 
win  honour,  by  measuring  his  strength  against  the  leader  of  the 
opposite  party. 

But  when  the  field  became  thin  by  the  numbers  on  either  side  who 
had  yielded  themselves  vanquished,  had  been  compelled  to  the  extre- 
mity of  the  lists,  or  been  otherwise  rendered  incapable  of  continuing 
the  strife,  the  Templar  and  the  Disinherited  Knight  at  length 
encountered  hand  to  hand,  with  all  the  fury  that  mortal  animosity, 
joined  to  rivalry  of  honour,  could  inspire.  Such  was  the  address  of 
each  in  parrying  and  striking,  that  the  spectators  broke  forth  into  a 
unanimous  and  involuntary  shout,  expressive  of  their  delight  and 
admiration. 

But  at  this  moment  the  party  of  the  Disinherited  Knight  had  the 
worst ;  the  gigantic  arm  of  Front-de-Bceuf  on  the  one  flank,  and  the 
ponderous  strength  of  Athelstane  on  the  other,  bearing  down  and 
dispersing  those  immediately  exposed  to  them.  Finding  themselves 
freed  from  their  immediate  antagonists,  it  seems  to  have  occurred  to 
both  these  knights  at  the  same  instant,  that  they  would  render  the 
most  decisive  advantage  to  their  party,  by  aiding  the  Templar  in  his 
contest  with  his  rival.  Turning  their  horses,  therefore,  aUhe  same 
moment,  the  Norman  spurred  against  the  Disinherited  Knight  on 
the  one  side,  and  the  Saxon  on  the  other.  It  was  utterly  impossible 
that  the  object  of  this  unequal  and  unexpected  assault  could  have 
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sustained  it,  had  he  not  been  warned  by  a  general  cry  from  the 
spectators,  who  could  not  but  take  interest  in  one  exposed  to  such 
disadvantage. 

"  Beware !  beware !  Sir  Disinherited ! "  was  shouted  so  universally, 
that  the  knight  became  aware  of  his  danger;  and,  striking  a  full 
blow  at  the  Templar,  he  reined  back  his  steed  in  the  same  moment, 
so  as  to  escape  the  charge  of  Athelstane  and  Front-de-Bceuf.  These 
knights,  therefore,  their  aim  being  thus  eluded,  rushed  from  opposite 
sides  betwixt  the  object  of  their  attack  and  the  Templar,  almost  run- 
ning their  horses  against  each  other  ere  they  could  stop  their  career. 
Recovering  their  horses,  however,  and  wheeling  them  round,  the 
whole  three  pursued  their  united  purpose  of  bearing  to  the  earth 
the  Disinherited  Knight. 

Nothing  could  have  saved  him,  except  the  remarkable  strength 
and  activity  of  the  noble  horse  which  he  had  won  on  the  preceding 
day. 

This  stood  him  in  the  more  stead,  as  the  horse  of  Bois-Guilbert 
was  wounded,  and  those  of  Front-de-Boeuf  and  Athelstane  were  both 
tired  with  the  weight  of  their  gigantic  masters,  clad  in  complete 
armour,  and  with  the  preceding  exertions  of  the  day.  The  masterly 
horsemanship  of  the  Disinherited  Knight,  and  the  activity  of  the 
noble  animal  which  he  mounted,  enabled  him  for  a  few  minutes  to 
keep  at  sword's  point  his  three  antagonists,  turning  and  wheeling 
with  the  agility  of  a  hawk  upon  the  wing,  keeping  his  enemies  as  for 
separate  as  he  could,  and  rushing  now  against  the  one,  now  against 
the  other,  dealing  sweeping  blows  with  his  sword,  without  waiting  to 
receive  those  which  were  aimed  at  him  in  return. 

But  although  the  lists  rang  with  the  applauses  of  his  dexterity*  it 
was  evident  that  he  must  at  last  be  overpowered;  and  the  nobles 
around  Prince  John  implored  him  with  one  voice  to  throw  down  his 
warder,  and  to  save  so  brave  a  knight  from  the  disgrace  of  being 
overcome  by  odds. 

P  Not  I,  by  the  light  of  Heaven  !  "  answered  Prince  John  ;  "  this 
same  springal,  who  conceals  his  name,  and  despises  our  proffered 
hospitality,  has  already  gained  one  prize,  and  may  now  afford  to  let 
others  have  their  turn."  As  he  spoke  thus,  an  unexpected  incident 
changed  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

There  was  among  the  ranks  of  the  Disinherited  Knight  a  champion 
in  black  armour,  mounted  on  a  black  horse,  large  of  size,  tall,  and  to 
all  appearance  powerful  and  strong,  like  the  rider  by  whom  he  was 
mounted.  This  knight,  who  bore  on  his  shield  no  device  of  any  kind, 
had  hitherto  evinced  very  little  interest  in  the  event  of  the  fight,  beat- 
ing off  with  seeming  ease  those  combatants  who  attacked  him,  but 
neither  pursuing  his  advantages,  nor  himself  assailing  any  one.  In 
short,  he  had  hitherto  acted  the  part  rather  of  a  spectator  than  of  a 
party  in  the  tournament — a  circumstance  which  procured  him  among 
the  spectators  the  name  of  Le  Noir  Faineant,  or  the  Black  Sluggard. 

At  once  this  knight  seemed  to  throw  aside  his  apathy,  when  he  dis- 
covered the  leader  of  his  party  so  hard  bestead ;  for,  setting  spurs  to 
his  horse,  which  was  quite  fresh,  he  came  to  his  assistance  like  a 
thunderbolt,  exclaiming  in  a  voice  like  a  trumpet-call,  "  Dcsdichado, 
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to  the  rescue !  "  It  was  high  time ;  for,  while  the  Disinherited  Knight 
was  pressing*  upon  the  Templar,  Front-de-Boeuf  had  got  nigh  to  him 
with  his  uplifted  sword:  but  ere  the  blow  could  descend,  the  Sable 
Knight  dealt  a  stroke  on  his  head,  which,  glancing  from  the  polished 
helmet,  lighted  with  violence  scarcely  abated  on  the  chamfron  of  the 
steed,  and  Front-de-Bceuf  rolled  on  the  ground,  both  horse  and  man 
equally  stunned  by  the  fury  of  the  blow.  Le  Noir  Faineant  then 
turned  his  horse  upon  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh ;  and  his  own 
sword  having  been  broken  in  his  encounter  with  Front-de-Boeuf,  he 
wrenched  from  the  hand  of  the  bulky  Saxon  the  battle-axe  which  he 
wielded,  and,  like  one  familiar  with  the  use  of  the  weapon,  bestowed 
him  such  a  blow  upon  the  crest,  that  Athelstane  also  lay  senseless  on 
the  field.  Having  achieved  this  double  feat,  for  which  he  was  the 
more  highly  applauded  that  it  was  totally  unexpected  from  him,  the 
knight  seemed  to  resume  the  sluggishness  of  his  character,  returning 
calmly  to  the  northern  extremity  of  the  lists,  leaving  his  leader  to 
cope  as  he  best  could  with  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert.  This  was  no 
longer  matter  of  so  much  difficulty  as  formerly.  The  Templar's 
horse  had  bled  much,  and  gave  way  under  the  shock  of  the  Disin- 
herited Knight's  charge.  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  rolled  on  the  field, 
encumbered  with  the  stirrup,  from  which  he  was  unable  to  draw  his 
foot.  His  antagonist  sprung  from  horseback,  waved  his  fatal  sword 
over  the  head  of  his  adversary,  and  commanded  him  to  yield  himself ; 
when  Prince  John,  more  moved  by  the  Templar's  dangerous  situation 
than  he  had  been  by  that  of  his  rival,  saved  him  the  mortification  of 
confessing  himself  vanquished,  by  casting  down  his  warder,  and  put- 
ting an  end  to  the  conflict. 

t  It  was,  indeed,  only  the  relics  and  embers  of  the  fight  which  con- 
tinued to  burn;  for  of  the  few  knights  who  still  continued  in  the  lists, 
the  greater  part  had,  by  tacit  consent,  forborne  the  conflict  for  some 
time,  leaving  it  to  be  determined  by  the  strife  of  the  leaders. 

The  squires,  who  had  found  it  a  matter  of  danger  and  difficulty 
to  attend  their  masters  during  the  engagement,  now  thronged  into 
the  lists  to  pay  their  dutiful  attendance  to  the  wounded,  who  were 
removed  with  the  utmost  care  and  attention  to  the  neighbouring 
pavilions,  or  to  the  quarters  prepared  for  them  in  the  adjoining 
village. 

Thus  ended  the  memorable  field  of  Ashby-de-la-Zouche,  one  of 
the  most  gallantly  contested  tournaments  of  that  age ;  for  although 
only  four  knights,  including  one  who  was  smothered  by  the  heat  of 
his  armour,  had  died  upon  the  field,  yet  upwards  of  thirty  were 
desperately  wounded,  four  or  five  of  whom  never  recovered.  Several 
more  were  disabled  for  life,  and  those  who  escaped  best  carried  the 
marks  of  the  conflict  to  the  grave  with  them.  Hence  it  is  always 
mentioned  in  the  old  records  as  the  Gentle  and  Joyous  Passage  of 
Arms  of  Ashby. 

It  being  now  the  duty  of  Prince  John  to  name  the  knight  who  had 
done  best,  he  determined  that  the  honour  of  the  day  remained  with 
the  knight  whom  the  popular  voice  had  termed  Le  Noir  Faineant. 
It  was  pointed  out  to  the  Prince,  in  impeachment  of  this  decree, 
that  the  victorj  had  been  in  fact  won  by  the  Disinherited  Knight, 
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who,  in  the  course  of  the  day,  had  overcome  six  champions  with  his 
own  hand,  and  who  had  finally  unhorsed  and  struck  down  the  leader 
of  the  opposite  party.  But  Prince  John  adhered  to  his  own  opinion, 
on  the  ground  that  the  Disinherited  Knight  and  his  party  had  lost 
the  day,  but  for  the  powerful  assistance  of  the  Knight  of  the  Black 
Armour,  to  whom,  therefore,  he  persisted  in  awarding  the  prize. 

To  the  surprise  of  all  present,  however,  the  knight  thus  preferred 
was  nowhere  to  be  found.  He  had  left  the  lists  immediately  when 
the  conflict  ceased,  and  had  been  observed  by  some  spectators  to 
move  down  one  of  the  forest  glades  with  the  same  slow  pace  and 
listless  and  indifferent  manner  which  had  procured  him  the  epithet 
of  the  Black  Sluggard.  After  he  had  been  summoned  twice  by 
sound  of  trumpet,  and  proclamation  of  the  heralds,  it  became  neces- 
sary to  name  another  to  receive  the  honours  which  had  been  assigned 
to  him.  Prince  John  had  now  no  farther  excuse  for  resisting  the 
claim  of  the  Disinherited  Knight,  whom,  therefore,  he  named  the 
champion  of  the  day. 

Through  a  field  slippery  with  blood,  and  encumbered  with  broken 
armour  and  the  bodies  of  slain  and  wounded  horses,  the  marshals 
of  the  lists  again  conducted  the  victor  to  the  foot  of  Prince  John's 
throne. 

"  Disinherited  Knight,"  said  Prince  John,  "since  by  that  title  only 
you  will  consent  to  be  known  to  us,  we  a  second  time  award  to  you 
the  honours  of  this  tournament,  and  announce  to  you  your  right  to 
claim  and  receive  from  the  hands  of  the  Queen  of  Love  and  Beauty 
the  Chaplet  of  Honour  which  your  valour  has  justly  deserved."  The 
Knight  bowed  low  and  gracefully,  but  returned  no  answer. 

While  the  trumpets  sounded,  while  the  heralds  strained  their 
voices  in  proclaiming1  honour  to  the  brave  and  glory  to  the  victor 
— while  ladies  waved  their  silken  kerchiefs  and  embroidered  veils, 
and  while  all  ranks  joined  in  a  clamorous  shout  of  exultation,  the 
marshals  conducted  the  Disinherited  Knight  across  the  lists  to  the 
foot  of  that  throne  of  honour  which  was  occupied  by  the  Lady 
Rowena. 

On  the  lower  step  of  this  throne  the  champion  was  made  to  kneel 
down.  Indeed  his  whole  action  since  the  fight  had  ended  seemed 
rather  to  have  been  upon  the  impulse  of  those  around  him  than 
from  his  own  free  will;  and  it  was  observed  that  he  tottered  as 
they  guided  him  the  second  time  across  the  lists.  Rowena,  descend- 
ing from  her  station  with  a  graceful  and  dignified  step,  was  about 
to  place  the  chaplet  which  she  held  in  her  hand  upon  the  helmet 
of  the  champion,  when  the  marshals  exclaimed  with  one  voice,  "  It 
must  not  be  thus— his  head  must  be  bare."  The  Knight  muttered 
faintly  a  few  words,  which  were  lost  in  the  hollow  of  his  helmet, 
but  their  purport  seemed  to  be  a  desire  that  his  casque  might  not  be 
removed. 

Whether  from  love  of  form,  or  from  curiosity,  the  marshals  paid 
no  attention  to  his  expressions  of  reluctance,  but  unhelmed  him  by 
cutting  the  laces  of  his  casque,  and  undoing  the  fastening  of  his 
gorget.  When  the  helmet  was  removed,  the  well-formed,  yet  sun- 
burnt features  of  a  young  man  of  twenty-five  were  seen,  amidst  a 
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profusion  of  short  fair  hair.  His  countenance  was  as  pale  as  death, 
and  marked  in  one  or  two  places  with  streaks  of  blood. 

Rowena  had  no  sooner  beheld  him  than  she  uttered  a  faint  shriek ; 
but  at  once  summoning*  up  the  energy  of  her  disposition,  and  com- 
pelling herself,  as  it  were,  to  proceed,  while  her  frame  yet  trembled 
with  the  violence  of  sudden  emotion,  she  placed  upon  the  drooping* 
head  of  the  victor  the  splendid  chaplet  which  was  the  destined  reward 
of  the  day,  and  pronounced,  in  a  clear  and  distinct  tone,  these  words : 
"  I  bestow  on  thee  this  chaplet,  Sir  Knight,  as  the  meed  of  valour 
assigned  to  this  day's  victor : "  Here  she  paused  a  moment,  and 
then  firmly  added,  "  And  upon  brows  more  worthy  could  a  wreath  of 
chivalry  never  be  placed ! " 

The  Knight  stooped  his  head,  and  kissed  the  hand  of  the  lovely 
Sovereign  by  whom  his  valour  had  been  rewarded ;  and  then,  sinking 
yet  farther  forward,  lay  prostrate  at  her  feet. 

There  was  a  general  consternation.  Cedric,  who  had  been  struck 
mute  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  his  banished  son,  now  rushed  for- 
ward, as  if  to  separate  him  from  Rowena.  But  this  had  been  already 
accomplished  by  the  marshals  of  the  field,  who,  guessing  the  cause  of 
Ivanhoe's  swoon,  had  hastened  to  undo  his  armour,  and  found  that 
the  head  of  a  lance  had  penetrated  his  breastplate,  and  inflicted  a 
wound  in  his  side. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

"  Heroes,  approach  !  "    Atrides  thus  aloud, 

*'  Stand  forth  distinguish'd  from  the  circling  crowd, 

Ye  who  by  skill  or  manly  force  may  claim, 

Your  rivals  to  surpass  and  merit  fame. 

This  cow,  worth  twenty  oxen,  is  decreed, 

For  him  who  farthest  sends  the  winged  reed." 

Iliad. 

The  name  of  Ivanhoe  was  no  sooner  pronounced  than  it  flew  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  with  all  the  celerity  with  which  eagerness  could 
convey  and  curiosity  receive  it.  It  was  not  long  ere  it  reached  the 
circle  of  the  Prince,  whose  brow  darkened  as  he  heard  the  news. 
Looking  around  him,  however,  with  an  air  of  scorn,  u  My  lords," 
said  he,  "  and  especially  you,  Sir  Prior,  what  think  ye  of  the  doctrine 
the  learned  tell  us,  concerning  innate  attractions  and  antipathies  ? 
Methinks  that  I  felt  the  presence  of  my  brother's  minion,  even  when 
I  least  guessed  whom  yonder  suit  of  armour  enclosed." 

"  Front-de-Bceuf  must  prepare  to  restore  his  fief  of  Ivanhoe,"  said 
De  Bracy,  who,  having  discharged  his  part  honourably  in  the  tourna- 
ment, had  laid  his  shield  and  helmet  aside,  and  again  mingled  with 
the  Prince's  retinue. 

"  Ay,"  answered  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  "  this  gallant  is  likely  to 
reclaim  the  castle  and  manor  which  Richard  assigned  to  him,  and 
which  your  highness's  generosity  has  since  given  to  Front-de-Boeuf." 

"  Front-de-Boeuf,"  replied  John,  "  is  a  man  more  willing  to  swallow 
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three  manors  such  as  Ivanhoe,  than  to  disgorge  one  of  them.  For 
the  rest,  sirs,  I  hope  none  here  will  deny  my  right  to  confer  the  fiefs 
of  the  crown  upon  the  faithful  followers  who  are  around  me,  and 
ready  to  perform  the  usual  military  service,  in  the  room  of  those  who 
have  wandered  to  foreign  countries,  and  can  neither  render  homage 
nor  service  when  called  upon." 

The  audience  were  too  much  interested  in  the  question  not  to  pro- 
nounce the  Prince's  assumed  right  altogether" indubitable.  "A 
generous  Prince ! — a  most  noble  Lord,  who  thus  takes  upon  himself 
the  task  of  rewarding  his  faithful  followers !  " 

Such  were  the  words  which  burst  from  the  train,  expectants  all  of 
them  of  similar  grants  at  the  expense  of  King  Richard's  followers 
and  favourites,  if  indeed  they  had  not  as  yet  received  such.  Prior 
Avmer  also  assented  to  the  general  proposition,  observing,  however, 
"  That  the  blessed  Jerusalem  could  not  indeed  be  termed  a  foreign 
country.  She  was  communis  mater — the  mother  of  all  Christians. 
But  he  saw  not,"  he  declared,  "how  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe  could 
plead  any  advantage  from  this,  since  he  "  (the  Prior)  "  was  assured 
that  the  crusaders,  under  Richard,  had  never  proceeded  much  far- 
ther than  Askalon,  which,  as  all  the  world  knew,  was  a  town  of  the 
Philistines,  and  entitled  to  none  of  the  privileges  of  the  Holy  City." 

Waldemar,  whose  curiosity  had  led  him  towards  the  place  where 
Ivanhoe  had  fallen  to  the  ground,  now  returned.  "  The  gallant," 
said  he,  "  is  likely  to  give  your  Highness  little  disturbance,  and  to 
leave  Front-de-Boeuf  in  the  quiet  possession  of  his  gains  —  he  is 
severely  wounded." 

"  Whatever  becomes  of  him,"  said  Prince  John,  "  he  is  victor  of  the 
day  ;  and  were  he  tenfold  our  enemy,  or  the  devoted  friend  of  our 
brother,  which  is  perhaps  the  same,  his  wounds  must  be  looked  to — 
our  own  physician  shall  attend  him." 

A  stern  smile  curled  the  Prince's  lip  as  he  spoke.  Waldemar 
Fitzurse  hastened  to  reply,  that  Ivanhoe  was  already  removed  from 
the  lists,  and  in  the  custody  of  his  friends. 

"  I  was  somewhat  afflicted,"  he  said,  "  to  see  the  grief  of  the  Queen 
of  Love  and  Beauty,  whose  sovereignty  of  a  day  this  event  has 
changed  into  mourning.  I  am  not  a  man  to  be  moved  by  a  woman's 
lament  for  her  lover,  but  this  same  Lady  Rowena  suppressed  her 
sorrow  with  such  dignity  of  manner,  that  it  could  only  be  discovered 
by  her  folded  hands,  and  her  tearless  eye,  which  trembled  as  it  re- 
mained fixed  on  the  lifeless  form  before  her." 

"  Who  is  this  Lady  Rowena,"  said  Prince  John,  "  of  whom  we  have 
heard  so  much  ?  " 

"A  Saxon  heiress  of  large  possessions,"  replied  the  Prior  Aymer; 
"a  rose  of  loveliness,  and  a  jewel  of  wealth;  the  fairest  among  a 
thousand,  a  bundle  of  myrrh,  and  a  cluster  of  camphire." 

"We  shall  cheer  her  sorrows,"  said  Prince  John,  "  and  amend  her 
blood,  by  wedding  her  to  a  Norman.  She  seems  a  minor,  and  must 
therefore  be  at  our  royal  disposal  in  marriage. — How  sayst  thou,  De 
Bracy?  What  thinkst  thou  of  gaining  fair  lands  and  livings,  by 
wedding  a  Saxon,  after  the  fashion  of  the  followers  of  the  Con- 
queror?" 
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"  If  the  lands  are  to  my  liking,  my  lord,"  answered  De  Bracy,  "  it 
will  be  hard  to  displease  me  with  a  bride ;  and  deeply  will  I  hold 
myself  bound  to  your  Highness  for  a  good  deed,  which  will  fulfil  all 
promises  made  in  favour  of  your  servant  and  vassal." 

"  We  will  not  forget  it,"  said  Prince  John ;  "  and  that  we  may 
instantly  go  to  work,  command  our  seneschal  presently  to  order  the 
attendance  of  the  Lady  Rowena  and  her  company — that  is,  the  rude 
churl  her  guardian,  and  the  Saxon  ox  whom  the  Black  Knight  struck 
down  in  the  tournament,  upon  this  evening's  banquet.— De  Bigot," 
he  added  to  his  seneschal,  "  thou  wilt  word  this  our  second  summons 
so  courteously,  as  to  gratify  the  pride  of  these  Saxons,  and  make  it 
impossible  for  them  again  to  refuse ;  although,  by  the  bones  of 
Becket,  courtesy  to  them  is  casting  pearls  before  swine." 

Prince  John  had  proceeded  thus  far,  and  was  about  to  give  the 
signal  for  retiring  from  the  lists,  when  a  small  billet  was  put  into 
his  hand. 

"  From  whence  ?"  said  Prince  John,  looking  at  the  person  by  whom 
it  was  delivered. 

"From  foreign  parts,  my  lord,  but  from  whence  I  know  not," 
replied  his  attendant.  "  A  Frenchman  brought  it  hither,  who  said, 
he  had  ridden  night  and  day  to  put  it  into  the  hands  of  your  High- 
ness." 

The  Prince  looked  narrowly  at  the  superscription,  and  then  at  the 
seal,  placed  so  as  to  secure  the  flox-silk  with  which  the  billet  was 
surrounded,  and  which  bore  the  impression  of  three  fleurs-de-lis. 
John  then  opened  the  billet  with  apparent  agitation,  which  visibly 
and  greatly  increased  when  he  had  perused  the  contents,  which  were 
expressed  in  these  words — 

"  Take  heed  to  yourself,  for  the.  Devil  is  unchained  !  " 

The  Prince  turned  as  pale  as  death,  looked  first  on  the  earth,  and 
then  to  heaven,  like  a  man  who  has  received  news  that  sentence  of 
execution  has  been  passed  upon  him.  Recovering  from  the  first 
effects  of  his  surprise,  he  took  Waldemar  Fitzurse  and  De  Bracy 
aside,  and  put  the  billet  into  their  hands  successively. 

"It  means,"  he  added,  in  a  faltering  voice,  "that  my  brother 
Richard  has  obtained  his  freedom." 

"  This  may  be  a  false  alarm,  or  a  forged  letter,"  said  De  Bracy. 

"  It  is  France's  own  hand  and  seal,"  replied  Prince  John. 

"  It  is  time,  then,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  to  draw  our  party  to  a  head, 
either  at  York,  or  some  other  centrical  place.  A  few  days  later,  and 
it  will  be  indeed  too  late.  Your  Highness  must  break  short  this  pre- 
sent mummery." 

"  The  yeomen  and  commons,"  said  de  Bracy,  "  must  not  be  dis- 
missed discontented,  for  lack  of  their  share  in  the  sports." 

"  The  day,"  said  Waldemar,  "  is  not  yet  very  far  spent— let  the 
archers  shoot  a  few  rounds  at  the  target,  and  the  prize  be  adjudged. 
This  will  be  an  abundant  fulfilment  of  the  Prince's  promises,  so  far 
as  this  herd  of  Saxon  serfs  is  concerned." 

"  I  thank  thee,  Waldemar,"  said  the  Prince ;  "  thou  remindest  me, 
too,  that  I  have  a  debt  to  pay  to  that  insolent  peasant  who  yesterday 
insulted  our  person.    Our  banquet  also  shall  go  forward  to-night  as 
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we  proposed.  Were  this  my  last  hour  of  power,  it  should  be  an  hour 
sacred  to  revenge  and  to  pleasure— let  new  cares  come  with  to- 
morrow's new  day." 

The  sound  of  the  trumpets  soon  recalled  those  spectators  who  had 
already  begun  to  leave  the  field ;  and  proclamation  was  made  that 
Prince  John,  suddenly  called  by  high  and  peremptory  public  duties, 
held  himself  obliged  to  discontinue  the  entertainments  of  to-morrow's 
festival :  Nevertheless,  that,  unwilling  so  many  good  yeomen  should 
depart  without  a  trial  of  skill,  he  was  pleased  to  appoint  them,  before 
leaving  the  ground,  presently  to  execute  the  competition  of  archery 
intended  for  the  morrow.  To  the  best  archer  a  prize  was  to  be 
awarded,  being  a  bugle-horn,  mounted  with  silver,  and  a  silken 
baldric  richly  ornamented  with  a  medallion  of  Saint  Hubert,  the 
patron  of  sylvan  sport. 

More  than  thirty  yeomen  at  first  presented  themselves  as  com- 
petitors, several  of  whom  were  rangers  and  under-keepers  in  the 
royal  forests  of  Needwood  and  Charnwood.  When,  however,  the 
archers  understood  with  whom  they  were  to  be  matched,  upwards  of 
twenty  withdrew  themselves  from  the  contest,  unwilling  to  encounter 
the  dishonour  of  almost  certain  defeat.  For  in  those  days  the  skill 
of  each  celebrated  marksman  was  as  well  known  for  many  miles 
round  him,  as  the  qualities  of  a  horse  trained  at  Newmarket  are 
familiar  to  those  who  frequent  that  well-known  meeting. 

The  diminished  list  of  competitors  for  sylvan  fame  still  amounted 
to  eight.  Prince  John  stepped  from  his  royal  seat  to  view  more 
nearly  the  persons  of  these  chosen  yeomen,  several  of  whom  wore 
the  royal  livery.  Having  satisfied  his  curiosity  by  tlnY  investigation, 
he  looked  for  the  object  of  his  resentment,  whom  he  observed  stand- 
ing on  the  same  spot,  and  with  the  same  composed  countenance  which 
he  had  exhibited  upon  the  preceding  day. 

"Fellow,"  said  Prince  John,  "I  guessed  by  thy  insolent  babble 
thou  wert  no  true  lover  of  the  long-bow,  and  I  see  thou  darest  not 
adventure  thy  skill  among  such  merrymen  as  stand  yonder." 

"  Under  favour,  sir,"  replied  the  yeoman,  "  I  have  another  reason 
for  refraining  to  shoot,  besides  the  fearing  discomfiture  and  dis- 
grace." 

"  And  what  is  thy  other  reason  ?  "  said  Prince  John,  who,  for  some 
cause  which  perhaps  he  could  not  himself  have  explained,  felt  a 
painful  curiosity  respecting  this  individual. 

"  Because,"  replied  the  woodsman,  "  I  know  not  if  these  yeomen  and 
I  are  used  to  shoot  at  the  same  marks ;  and  because,  moreover,  I 
know  not  how  your  Grace  might  relish  the  winning  of  a  third  prize 
by  one  who  has  unwittingly  fallen  under  your  displeasure." 

Prince  John  coloured  as  he  put  the  question,  "  What  is  thy  name, 
yeoman  ?  " 

"Locksley,"  answered  the  yeoman. 

"  Then,  Locksley,"  said  Prince  John,  "  thou  shalt  shoot  in  thy  turn, 
when  these  yeomen  have  displayed  their  skill.    If  thou  carriest  the 

Erize,  I  will  add  to  it  twenty  nobles ;  but  if  thou  losest  it,  thou  shalt 
e  stript  of  thy  Lincoln  green,  and  scourged  out  of  the  lists  with 
bowstrings,  for  a  wordy  and  insolent  braggart." 
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"And  how  if  I  refuse  to  shoot  on  such  a  wager  ?"  said  the  yeoman. 

"  Your  Grace's  power,  supported,  as  it  is,  by  so  many  men-at-arms, 

may  indeed  easily  strip  and  scourge  me,  but  cannot  compel  me  to 
bend  or  to  draw  my  bow." 

"  If  thou  refusest  my  fair  proffer,"  said  the  Prince,  "  the  Provost 
of  the  lists  shall  cut  thy  bowstring,  break  thy  bow  and  arrows,  and 
expel  thee  from  the  presence  as  a  faint-hearted  craven." 

"  This  is  no  fair  chance  you  put  on  me,  proud  Prince,"  said  the 
yeoman,  "to  compel  me  to  peril  myself  against  the  best  archers  of 
Leicester  and  Staffordshire,  under  the  penalty  of  infamy  if  they 
should  overshoot  me.    Nevertheless,  I  will  obey  your  pleasure." 

"  Look  to  him  close,  men-at-arms,"  said  Prince  John,  "  his  heart 
is  sinking;  I  am  jealous  lest  he  attempt  to  escape  the  trial.— And  do 
you,  good  fellows,  shoot  boldly  round ;  a  buck  and  a  butt  of  wine  are 
ready  for  your  refreshment  in  yonder  tent  when  the  prize  is  won." 

A  target  was  placed  at  the  upper  end  of  the  southern  avenue  which 
led  to  the  lists.  The  contending  archers  took  their  station  in  turn, 
at  the  bottom  of  the  southern  access ;  the  distance  between  that 
station  and  the  mark  allowing  full  distance  for  what  was  called  a 
shot  at  rovers.  The  archers,  having  previously  determined  by  lot 
their  order  of  precedence,  were  to  shoot  each  three  shafts  in  succes- 
sion. The  sports  were  regulated  by  an  officer  of  inferior  rank,  termed 
the  Provost  of  the  Games  ;  for  the  high  rank  of  the  marshals  of  the 
lists  would  have  been  held  degraded,  had  they  condescended  to  super- 
intend the  sports  of  the  yeomanry. 

One  by  one  the  archers,  stepping  forward,  delivered  their  shafts 
yeomanlike  and  bravely.  Of  twenty-four  arrows,  shot  in  succession, 
ten  were  fixed  in  the  target,  and  the  others  ranged  so  near  it,  that, 
considering  the  distance  of  the  mark,  it  was  accounted  good  archery. 
Of  the  ten  shafts  which  hit  the  target,  two  within  the  inner  ring  were 
shot  by  Hubert,  a  forester  in  the  service  of  Malvoisin,  who  was 
accordingly  pronounced  victorious. 

"  Now,  Locksley,"  said  Prince  John  to  the  bold  yeoman,  with  a 
bitter  smile,  "  wilt  thou  try  conclusions  with  Hubert,  or  wilt  thou 
yield  up  bow,  baldric,  and  quiver,  to  the  Provost  of  the  sports  ?  " 

"  Sitn  it  be  no  better,"  said  Locksley,  "  I  am  content  to  try  my 
fortune ;  on  condition  that  when  I  have  shot  two  shafts  at  yonder 
mark  of  Hubert's,  he  shall  be  bound  to  shoot  one  at  that  which  I 
shall  propose." 

"  That  is  but  fair,"  answered  Prince  John,  "  and  it  shall  not  be  re- 
fused thee — If  thou  dost  beat  this  braggart,  Hubert,  I  will  fill  the 
bugle  with  silver  pennies  for  thee." 

"  A  man  can  do  but  his  best,"  answered  Hubert ;  "  but  my  grand- 
sire  drew  a  good  long-bow  at  Hastings,  and  I  trust  not  to  dishonour 
his  memory." 

The  former  target  was  now  removed,  and  a  fresh  one  of  the  same 
size  placed  in  its  room.  Hubert,  who,  as  victor  in  the  first  trial  of 
skill,  had  the  right  to  shoot  first,  took  his  aim  with  great  delibera- 
tion, long  measuring  the  distance  with  his  eye,  while  he  held  in  his 
hand  his  bended  bow,  with  the  arrow  placed  on  the  string.  At  length 
he  made  a  step  forward,  and  raising  the  bow  at  the  full  stretch  of 
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his  left  arm,  till  the  centre  or  grasping-place  was  nigh  level  with  his 
face,  he  drew  his  bowstring  to  his  ear.  The  arrow  whistled  through 
the  air,  and  lighted  within  the  inner  ring  of  the  target,  but  not 
exactly  in  the  centre. 

"  You  have  not  allowed  for  the  wind,  Hubert,"  said  his  antagonist, 
bending  his  bow,  "  or  that  had  been  a  better  shot." 

So  saying,  and  without  showing  the  least  anxiety  to  pause  upon  his 
aim,  Locksley  stepped  to  the  appointed  station,  and  shot  his  arrow  as 
carelessly  in  appearance  as  if  he  had  not  even  looked  at  the  mark. 
He  was  speaking  almost  at  the  instant  that  the  shaft  left  the  bow- 
string, yet  it  alighted  in  the  target  two  inches  nearer  to  the  white 
spot  which  marked  the  centre  than  that  of  Hubert. 

"  By  the  light  of  Heaven !  "  said  Prince  John  to  Hubert,  "  an  thou 
suffer  that  runagate  knave  to  overcome  thee,  thou  art  worthy  of 
the  gallows ! " 

Hubert  had  but  one  set  speech  for  all  occasions.  "  An  your  High- 
ness were  to  hang  me,"  he  said,  "  a  man  can  but  do  his  best.  Never- 
theless my  grandsire  drew  a  good  bow " 

"  The  foul  fiend  on  thy  grandsire  and  all  his  generation !  "  inter- 
rupted John ;  "  shoot,  knave,  and  shoot  thy  best,  or  it  shall  be  the 
worse  for  thee !  " 

Thus  exhorted,  Hubert  resumed  his  place,  and  not  neglecting  the 
caution  which  he  had  received  from  his  adversary,  he  made  the 
necessary  allowance  for  a  very  light  air  of  wind,  which  had  just 
arisen,  and  shot  so  successfully,  that  his  arrow  alighted  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  target. 

"  A  Hubert !  a  Hubert ! "  shouted  the  populace,  more  interested 
in  a  known  person  than  in  a  stranger.  "  In  the  clout ! — in  the  clout ! 
— a  Hubert  for  ever ! " 

"  Thou  canst  not  mend  that  shot,  Locksley,"  said  the  Prince,  with 
an  insulting  smile. 

"  I  will  notch  his  shaft  for  him,  however,"  replied  Locksley. 

And  letting  fly  his  arrow  with  a  little  more  precaution  than  before, 
it  lighted  right  upon  that  of  his  competitor,  which  it  split  to  shivers. 
The  people  who  stood  around  were  so  atonished  at  his  wonderful 
dexterity,  that  they  could  not  even  give  vent  to  their  surprise  in  their 
usual  clamour.  "  This  must  be  the  devil,  and  no  man  of  flesh  and 
blood,"  whispered  the  yeomen  to  each  other ;  "  such  archery  was 
never  seen  since  a  bow  was  first  bent  in  Britain." 

"  And  now,"  said  Locksley,  "  I  will  crave  your  Grace's  permission 
to  plant  such  a  mark  as  is  used  in  the  North  Country ;  and  welcome 
every  brave  yeoman  who  shall  try  a  shot  at  it  to  win  a  smile  from  the 
bonny  lass  he  loves  best." 

He  then  turned  to  leave  the  lists.  "Let  your  guards  attend  me," 
he  said,  "  if  you  please — I  go  but  to  cut  a  rod  from  the  next  willow- 
bush." 

Prince  John  made  a  signal  that  some  attendants  should  follow  him 
in  case  of  his  escape  ;  but  the  cry  of  "  Shame !  shame !  "  which  burst 
from  the  multitude,  induced  him  to  alter  his  ungenerous  purpose. 

Locksley  returned  almost  instantly  with  a  willow  wand  about  six 
feet  in  length,  perfectly  straight,  and  rather  thicker  than  a  man's 
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thumb.  He  began  to  peel  this  with  great  composure,  observing  at 
the  same  time,  that  to  ask  a  good  woodsman  to  shoot  at  a  target  so 
broad  as  had  hitherto  been  used,  was  to  put  shame  upon  his  skill. 
"  For  his  own  part,"  he  said,  "  and  in  the  land  where  he  was  bred, 
men  would  as  soon  take  for  their  mark  King  Arthur's  round-table, 
which  held  sixty  Knights  around  it.  A  child  of  seven  years  old,"  he 
said,  "  might  hit  yonder  target  with  a  heedless  shaft ;  but,"  added  he, 
walking  deliberately  to  the  other  end  of  the  lists,  and  sticking  the 
willow  wand  upright  in  the  ground,  "  he  that  hits  that  rod  at  five- 
score yards,  I  call  him  an  archer  fit  to  bear  both  bow  and  quiver 
before  a  king,  an  it  were  the  stout  King  Richard  himself." 

"  My  grandsire,"  said  Hubert,  "  drew  a  good  bow  at  the  battle  of 
Hastings,  and  never  shot  at  such  a  mark  in  his  life— and  neither  will 
I.  If  this  yeoman  can  cleave  that  rod,  I  give  him  the  bucklers — or 
rather,  I  yield  to  the  devil  that  is  in  his  jerkin,  and  not  to  any  human 
skill ;  a  man  can  but  do  his  best,  and  I  will  not  shoot  where  I  am 
sure  to  miss.  1  might  as  well  shoot  at  the  edge  of  our  parson's 
whittle,  or  at  a  wheat  straw,  or  at  a  sunbeam,  as  at  a  twinkling  white 
streak  which  I  can  hardly  see." 

"Cowardly  dog!  "  said  Prince  John. — "  Sirrah  Locksley,  do  thou 
shoot ;  but,  if  thou  hittest  such  a  mark,  I  will  say  thou  art  the  first 
man  ever  did  so.  Howe'er  it  be,  thou  shalt  not  crow  over  us  with  a 
mere  show  of  superior  skill." 

"  I  will  do  my  best,  as  Hubert  says,"  answered  Locksley ;  "no  man 
can  do  more." 

So  saying,  he  again  bent  his  bow,  but  on  the  present  occasion 
looked  with  attention  to  his  weapon,  and  changed  the  string,  which 
he  thought  was  no  longer  truly  round,  having  been  a  little  frayed  by 
the  two  former  shots.  He  then  took  his  aim  with  some  deliberation, 
and  the  multitude  awaited  the  event  in  breathless  silence.  The  archer 
vindicated  their  opinion  of  his  skill :  his  arrow  split  the  willow  rod 
against  which  it  was  aimed.  A  jubilee  of  acclamations  followed ; 
and  even#  Prince  John,  in  admiration  of  Locksley's  skill,  lost  for  an 
instant  his  dislike  to  his  person.  "  These  twenty  nobles,"  he  said, 
"  which,  with  the  bugle,  thou  hast  fairly  won,  are  thine  own ;  we 
will  make  them  fifty,  if  thou  wilt  take  livery  and  service  with  us 
as  a  yeoman  of  our  body  guard,  and  be  near  to  our  person.  For 
never  did  so  strong  a  hand  bend  a  bow,  or  so  true  an  eye  direct  a 
shaft." 

"  Pardon  me,  noble  Prince,"  said  Locksley ;  "  but  I  have  vowed, 
that  if  ever  I  take  service,  it  should  be  with  your  royal  brother  King 
Richard.  These  twenty  nobles  I  leave  to  Hubert,  who  has  this  day 
drawn  as  brave  a  bow  as  his  grandsire  did  at  Hastings.  Had  his 
modesty  not  refused  the  trial,  he  would  have  hit  the  wand  as  well  as  I." 

Hubert  shook  his  head  as  he  received  with  reluctance  the  bounty 
of  the  stranger ;  and  Locksley,  anxious  to  escape  farther  observation, 
mixed  with  the  crowd,  and  was  seen  no  more. 

The  victorious  archer  would  not  perhaps  have  escaped  John's 
attention  so  easily,  had  not  that  Prince  had  other  subjects  of  anxious 
and  more  important  meditation  pressing  upon  his  mind  at  that  in- 
stant.   He  called  upon  his  chamberlain  as  he  gave  the  signal  for 
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retiring"  from  the  lists,  and  commanded  him  instantly  to  gallop  to 
Ashby,  and  seek  out  Isaac  the  Jew.  "  Tell  the  dog,"  he^said  "  to 
send  me,  before  sundown,  two  thousand  crowns.  He  knows  the 
security ;  but  thou  mayest  show  him  this  ring  for  a  token.  The  rest 
of  the  money  must  be  paid  at  York  within  six  days.  If  he  neglects, 
I  will  have  the  unbelieving  villain's  head.  Look  that  thou  pass  him 
not  on  the  way  ;  for  the  circumcised  slave  was  displaying  his  stolen 
finery  amongst  us." 

So  saying,  the  Prince  resumed  his  horse,  and  returned  to  Ashby, 
the  whole  crowd  breaking  up  and  dispersing  upon  his  retreat. 


CHAPTER  XY. 

In  rough  magnificence  array'd, 

When  ancient  Chivalry  display 'd 

The  pomp  of  her  heroic  games, 

And  crested  chiefs  and  tissued  dames 

Assembled,  at  the  clarion's  call, 

In  some  proud  castle's  high  arch'd  hall. 

WARTOtf. 

Pkince  John  held  his  high  festival  in  the  Castle  of  Ashby.  Tin's 
was  not  the  same  building  of  which  the  stately  ruins  still  interest  the 
traveller,  and  which  was  erected  at  a  later  period  by  the  Lord  Hast- 
ings, High  Chamberlain  of  England,  one  of  the  first  victims  of  the 
tyranny  of  Richard  the  Third,  and  yet  better  known  as  one  of  Shakes- 
peare's characters  than  by  his  historical  fame.  The  castle  and  town 
of  Ashby,  at  this  time,  belonged  to  Roger  de  Quincy,  Earl  of  Win- 
chester, who,  during  the  period  of  our  history,  was  absent  in  the 
Holy  Land.  Prince  John,  in  the  meanwhile,  occupied  his  castle,  and 
disposed  of  his  domains  without  scruple ;  and  seeking  at  present  to 
dazzle  men's  eyes  by  his  hospitality  and  magnificence,  had  given 
orders  for  great  preparations,  in  order  to  render  the  banquet  as 
splendid  as  possible. 

The  purveyors  of  the  Prince,  who  exercised  on  this  and  other 
occasions  the  full  authority  of  royalty,  had  swept  the  country  of  all 
that  could  be  collected  which  was  esteemed  fit  for  their  master's 
table.  Guests  also  were  invited  in  great  numbers ;  and  in  the  neces- 
sity in  which  he  then  found  himself  of  courting  popularity,  Prince 
John  had  extended  his  invitation  to  a  few  distinguished  Saxon  and 
Danish  families,  as  well  as  to  the  Norman  nobility  and  gentry  of  the 
neighbourhood.  However  despised  and  degraded  on  ordinary  oc- 
casions, the  great  numbers  of  the  Anglo-Saxons  must  necessarily 
render  them  formidable  in  the  civil  commotions  which  seemed  ap- 
proaching, and  it  was  an  obvious  point  of  policy  to  secure  popularity 
with  their  leaders. 

It  was  accordingly  the  Prince's  intention,  which  he  for  some  time 
maintained,  to  treat  these  unwonted  guests  with  a  courtesy  to  which 
they  had  been  little  accustomed.    But  although  no  man  with  less 
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scruple  made  his  ordinary  habits  and  feeling's  bend  to  his  interest,  it 
was  the  misfortune  of  this  Prince,  that  his  levity  and  petulance  were 
perpetually  breaking  out,  and  undoing  all  that  had  been  gained  by  his 
previous  dissimulation. 

Of  this  fickle  temper  he  gave  a  memorable  example  in  Ireland, 
when  sent  thither  by  his  father,  Henry  the  Second,  with  the  purpose 
of  buying  golden  opinions  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  new  and  import- 
ant acquisition  to  the  English  crown.  Upon  this  occasion  the  Irish 
chieftains  contended  which  should  first  offer  to  the  young  Prince 
their  loyal  homage  and  the  kiss  of  peace.  But,  instead  of  receiving 
their  salutations  with  courtesy,  John  and  his  petulant  attendants 
could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  pulling  the  long  beards  of  the 
Irish  chieftains ;  a  conduct  which,  as  might  have  been  expected,  was 
highly  resented  by  these  insulted  dignitaries,  and  produced  fatal 
consequences  to  the  English  domination  in  Ireland.  It  is  necessary 
to  keep  these  inconsistencies  of  John's  character  in  view,  that  the 
reader  may  understand  his  conduct  during  the  present  evening. 

In  execution  of  the  resolution  which  he  had  formed  during  his 
cooler  moments,  Prince  John  received  Cedric  and  Athelstane  with 
distinguished  courtesy,  and  expressed  his  disappointment,  without 
resentment,  when  the  indisposition  of  Rowena  was  alleged  by  the 
former  as  a  reason  for  her  not  attending  upon  his  gracious  summons. 
Cedric  and  Athelstane  were  both  dressed  in  the  ancient  Saxon  garb, 
which,  although  not  unhandsome  in  itself,  and  in  the  present  instance 
composed  of  costly  materials,  was  so  remote  in  shape  and  appear- 
ance from  that  of  the  other  guests,  that  Prince  John  took  great 
credit  to  himself  with  Waldemar  Fitzurse  for  refraining  from  laugh- 
ter at  a  sight  which  the  fashion  of  the  day  rendered  ridiculous.  It^et, 
in  the  eye  of  sober  judgment,  the  short  close  tunic  and  loug  mantle 
of  the  Saxons  was  a  more  graceful,  as  well  as  a  more  convenient 
dress,  than  the  garb  of  the  Normans,  whose  under  garment  was  a 
long  doublet,  so  loose  as  to  resemble  a  shirt  or  waggoner's  frock, 
covered  by  a  cloak  of  scanty  dimensions,  neither  fit  to  defend  the 
wearer  from  cold  or  from  rain,  and  the  only  purpose  of  which 
appeared  to  be  to  display  as  much  fur,  embroidery,  and  jewellery 
work,  as  the  ingenuity  of  the  tailor  could  contrive  to  lay  upon  it. 
The  Emperor  Charlemagne,  in  whose  reign  they  were  first  intro- 
duced, seems  to  have  been  very  sensible  of  the  inconveniences  aris- 
ing from  the  fashion  of  this  garment.  "  In  Heaven's  name,"  said  he, 
"  to  what  purpose  serve  these  abridged  cloaks  ?  If  we  are  in  bed 
they  are  no  cover,  on  horseback  they  are  no  protection  from  the  wind 
and  rain,  and  when  seated,  they  do  not  guard  our  legs  from  the  damp 
or  the  frost." 

Nevertheless,  spite  of  this  imperial  objurgation,  the  short  cloaks 
continued  in  fashion  down  to  the  time  of  which  we  treat,  and  par- 
ticularly among  the  princes  of  the  House  of  Anjou.  They  were 
therefore  in  universal  use  among  Prince  John's  courtiers ;  and  the 
long  mantle,  which  formed  the  upper  garment  of  the  Saxons,  was 
held  in  proportional  derision. 

■  The  guests  were  seated  at  a  table  which  groaned  under  the  quan- 
tity of  good  cheer.      The  numerous  cooks  who  attended  on  the 
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Prince's  progress,  having*  exerted  all  their  art  in  varying  the  forms 
in  which  the  ordinary  provisions  were  served  up,  had  succeeded 
almost  as  well  as  the  modern  professors  of  the  culinary  art  in  render- 
ing them  perfectly  unlike  their  natural  appearance.  Besides  these 
dishes  of  domestic  origin,  there  were  various  delicacies  brought  from 
foreign  parts,  and  a  quantity  of  rich  pastry  as  well  as  of  the  simnel- 
bread  and  wastle  cakes,  which  were  only  used  at  the  tables  of  the 
highest  nobility.  The  banquet  was  crowned  with  the  richest  wines, 
both  foreign  and  domestic. 

But,  though  luxurious,  the  Norman  nobles  were  not,  generally 
speaking*,  an  intemperate  race.  While  indulging-  themselves  in  the 
pleasures  of  the  table,  they  aimed  at  delicacy,  but  avoided  excess, 
and  were  apt  to  attribute  gluttony  and  drunkenness  to  the  vanquished 
Saxons,  as  vices  peculiar  to  their  inferior  station.  Prince  John, 
indeed,  and  those  who  courted  his  pleasure  by  imitating"  his  foibles, 
were  apt  to  indulge  to  excess  in  the  pleasures  of  the  trencher  and 
the  goblet ;  and  indeed  it  is  well  known  that  his  death  was  occasion- 
ed by  a  surfeit  upon  peaches  and  new  ale.  His  conduct,  however, 
was  an  exception  to  the  general  manners  of  his  countrymen. 

With  sly  gravity,  interrupted  only  by  private  signs  to  each  other, 
the  Norman  knights  and  nobles  beheld  the  ruder  demeanour  of  Athel- 
stane  and  Cedric  at  a  banquet,  to  the  form  and  fashion  of  which  they 
were  unaccustomed.  And  while  their  manners  were  thus  the  subject 
of  sarcastic  observation,  the  untaught  Saxons  unwittingly  trans- 
gressed several  of  the  arbitrary  rules  established  for  the  regulation 
of  society.  Now,  it  is  well  known,  that  a  man  may  with  more  im- 
punity be  guilty  of  an  actual  breach  either  of  real  good  breeding  or 
of  good  morals,  than  appear  ignorant  of  the  most  minute  point  of 
fashionable  etiquette.  Thus  Cedric,  who  dried  his  hands  with  a 
towel,  instead  of  suffering  the  moisture  to  exhale  by  waving  them 
gracefully  in  the  air,  incurred  more  ridicule  than  his  companion 
Athelstane,  when  he  swallowed  to  his  own  single  share  the  whole  of 
a  large  pasty  composed  of  the  most  exquisite  foreign  delicacies,  and 
termed  at  that  time  a  Kanim-pie.  When,  however,  it  was  discovered, 
by  a  serious  cross-examination,  that  the  Thane  of  Coningsburgh  (or 
Franklin,  as  the  Normans  termed  him)  had  no  idea  what  he  had 
been  devouring,  and  that  he  had  taken  the  contents  of  the  Karum- 
pie  for  larks  and  pigeons,  whereas  they  were  in  fact  beccaficoes  and 
nightingales,  his  ignorance  brought  him  in  for  an  ample  share  of 
the  ridicule  which  would  ljave  been  more  justly  bestowed  on  his 
gluttony. 

The  long  feast  had  at  length  its  end ;  and,  while  the  goblet  cir- 
culated freely,  men  talked  of  the  feats  of  the  preceding  tournament, 
— of  the  unknown  victor  in  the  archery  games — of  the  Black  Knight, 
whose  self-denial  had  induced  him  to  withdraw  from  the  honours  he 
had  won— and  of  the  gallant  Ivanhoe,  who  had  so  dearly  bought  the 
honours  of  the  day.  The  topics  were  treated  with  military  frankness, 
and  the  jest  and[  laugh  went  round  the  hall.  The  brow  of  Prince 
John  alone  was  overclouded  during  these  discussions ;  some  over- 
powering care  seemed  agitating  his  mind,  and  it  was  only  when  he 
received  occasional  hints  from  his  attendants,  that  he  seemed  to  take 
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interest  in  what  was  passing"  around  him.  On  such  occasions  he 
would  start  up,  quaff  a  cup  of  wine,  as  if  to  raise  his  spirits,  and  then 
mingle  in  the  conversation  by  some  observation  made  abruptly  or  at 
random. 

"  We  drink  this  beaker,"  said  he,  "  to  the  health  of  Wilfred  of 
Ivanhoe,  champion  of  this  Passage  of  Arms,  and  grieve  that  his 
wound  renders  him  absent  from  our  board — Let  all  fill  to  the  pledge, 
and  especially  Cedric  of  Rotherwood,  the  worthy  father  of  a  son  so 
promising." 

"  No,  my  lord,"  replied  Cedric,  standing"  up,  and  placing  on  the 
table  his  untasted  cup,  "  I  yield  not  the  name  of  son  to  the  disobe- 
dient youth,  who  at  once  despises  my  commands,  and  relinquishes 
the  manners  and  customs  of  his  fathers." 

"  'Tis  impossible,"  cried  Prince  John,  with  well-feigned  astonish- 
ment, "  that  so  gallant  a  knight  should  be  an  unworthy  or  disobedient 
son!" 

"  Yet,  my  lord."  answered  Cedric,  "  so  it  is  with  this  Wilfred.  He 
left  my  homely  dwelling  to  mingle  with  the  gay  nobility  of  your 
brother's  court,  where  he  learned  to  do  those  tricks  of  horsemanship 
which  you  prize  so  highly.  He  left  it  contrary  to  my  wish  and 
command ;  and  in  the  days  of  Alfred  that  would  have  been  termed 
disobedience — ay,  and  a  crime  severely  punishable." 

"  Alas !  "  replied  Prince  John,  with  a  deep  sigh  of  affected  sym- 
pathy, "  since  your  son  was  a  follower  of  my  unhappy  brother,  it  need 
not  be  inquired  where  or  from  whom  he  learned  the  lesson  of  filial 
disobedience." 

Thus  spake  Prince  John,  wilfully  forgetting,  that  of  all  the  sons 
of  Henry  the  Second,  though  no  one  was  free  from  the  charge,  he 
himself  had  been  most  distinguished  for  rebellion  and  ingratitude  to 
his  father. 

"  I  think,"  said  he,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "  that  my  brother  pro- 
posed to  confer  upon  his  favourite  the  rich  manor  of  Ivanhoe." 

"  He  did  endow  him  with  it,"  answered  Cedric ;  "  nor  is  it  my  least 
quarrel  with  my  son,  that  he  stooped  to  hold,  as  a  feudal  vassal, 
the  very  domains  which  his  fathers  possessed  in  free  and  independent 
right." 

"  We  shall  then  have  your  willing  sanction,  good  Cedric,"  said 
Prince  John,  "  to  confer  this  fief  upon  a  person  whose  dignity  will 
not  be  diminished  by  holding  land  of  the  British  crown. — Sir  Re- 
ginald Front- de-Bceuf,"  he  said,  turning  towards  that  Baron,  "I 
trust  you  will  so  keep  the  goodly  Barony  of  Ivanhoe,  that  Sir  Wil- 
fred shall  not  incur  his  father's  displeasure  by  again  entering  upon 
that  fief." 

"  By  St  Anthony ! "  answered  the  black-browed  giant,  "  I  will  con- 
sent that  your  Highness  shall  hold  me  a  Saxon,  if  either  Cedric  or 
Wilfred,  or  the  best  that  ever  bore  English  blood,  shall  wrench  from 
me  the  gift  with  which  your  Highness  has  graced  me." 

"  Whoever  shall  call  thee  Saxon,  Sir  Baron,"  replied  Cedric, 
offended  at  a  mode  of  expression  by  which  the  Normans  frequently 
expressed  their  habitual  contempt  of  the  English,  "  will  do  thee  an 
honour  as  great  as  it  is  undeserved." 
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Front-de-Boeuf  would  have  replied,  but  Prince  John's  petulance 
and  levity  got  the  start. 

"  Assuredly,"  said  he,  "  rny  lords,  the  noble  Cedric  speaks  truth  ; 
and  his  race  may  claim  precedence  over  us  as  much  in  the  length  of 
their  pedigrees  as  in  the  longitude  of  their  cloaks." 

"  They  go  before  us  indeed  in  the  field — as  deer  before  dogs," 
said  Malvoisin. 

"  And  with  good  right  may  they  go  before  us — forget  not,"  said 
Prior  Aymer,  "the  superior  decency  and  decorum  of  their  manners." 

"  Their  singular  abstemiousness  and  temperance,"  said  De  Bracy, 
forgetting  the  plan'  which  promised  him  a  Saxon  bride.  t 

"  Together  with  the  courage  and  conduct,"  said  Brian  de  Bois- 
Guilbert,  "  by  which  they  distinguished  themselves  at  Hastings  and 
elsewhere." 

While,  with  smooth  and  smiling  cheek,  the  courtiers,  each  in  turn, 
followed  their  Prince's  example,  and  aimed  a  shaft  of  ridicule  at 
Cedric,  the  face  of  the  Saxon  became  inflamed  with  passion,  and  he 
glanced  his  eyes  fiercely  from  one  to  another,  as  if  the  quick  succes- 
sion of  so  many  injuries  had  prevented  his  replying  to  them  in  turn  ; 
or,  like  a  baited  bull,  who,  surrounded  by  his  tormentors,  is  at  a  loss 
to  choose  from  among  them  the  immediate  object  of  his  revenge. 
At  length  he  spoke,  in  a  voice  half  choked  with  passion  ;  and,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  Prince  John  as  the  head  and  front  of  the  offence 
which  he  had  received,  "  Whatever,"  he  said,  "  have  been  the  follies 
and  vices  of  our  race,  a  Saxon  would  have  been  held  nidering"1  (the 
most  emphatic  term  for  abject  worthlessness),  "  who  should  in  his 
own  hall,  and  while  his  own  wine-cup  passed,  have  treated,  or  suf- 
fered to  be  treated,  an  unoffending  guest,  as  your  highness  has  this 
day  beheld  me  used;  and  whatever  was  the  misfortune  of  our 
fathers  on  the  field  of  Hastings,  those  may  at  least  be  silent,"  here 
he  looked  at  Front-de-Bceuf  and  the  Templar,  "  who  have  within  these 
few  hours  once  and  again  lost  saddle  and  stirrup  before  the  lance  of 
a  Saxon." 

"  By  my  faith,  a  biting  jest,"  said  Prince  John.  "How  like  you  it, 
sirs? — Our  Saxon  subjects  rise  in  spirit  and  courage ;  become  shrewd 
in  wit,  and  bold  in  bearing,  in  these  unsettled  times — What  say  ye, 
my  lords  ? — By  this  good  light,  I  hold  it  best  to  take  our  galleys,  and 
return  to  Normandy  in  time." 

"For  fear  of  the  Saxons!"  said  De  Bracy,  laughing;  "we  should 
need  no  weapons  but  our  hunting  spears  to  bring  these  boars  to  bay." 

"  A  truce  with  your  raillery,  Sir  Knights,"  said  Fitzurse  ;  "  and  it 
were  well,"  he  added,  addressing  the  Prince,  "  that  your  Highness 
should  assure  the  worthy  Cedric  there  is  no  insult  intended  him  by 
jests,  which  must  sound  but  harshly  in  theear  of  a  stranger." 

"  Insult ! "  answered  Prince  John,  resuming  his  courtesy  of  demean- 
our ;  "  I  trust  it  will  not  be  thought  that  I  could  mean,  or  permit  any, 

1  There  was  nothing  accounted  so  ignominious  among  the  Saxons  as  to  merit 
this  disgraceful  epithet.  Even  William  the  Conqueror,  hated  as  he  was  by  them, 
continued  to  draw  a  considerable  army  of  Anglo-Saxons  to  his  standard,  by  threat- 
ening to  stigmatise  those  who  staid  at  home  as  nidering.  Bartholinus,  I  think, 
mentions  a  similar  phrase  which  had  like  influence  on  the  Danes. — L.  T. 
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to  be  offered  in  my  presence.  Here !  I  fill  my  cup  to  Cedric  him- 
self, since  he  refuses  to  pledge  his  son's  health." 

The  cup  went  round  amid  the  well-dissembled  applause  of  the 
courtiers,  which,  however,  failed  to  make  the  impression  on  the  mind 
of  the  Saxon  that  had  been  designed.  He  was  not  naturally  acute 
of  perception,  but  those  too  much  undervalued  his  understanding 
who  deemed  that  this  flattering  compliment  would  obliterate  the 
sense  of  the  prior  insult.  He  was  silent,  however,  when  the  royal 
pledge  again  passed  round,  "To  Sir  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh." 

The  knight  made  his  obeisance,  and  showed  his  sense  of  the 
honour  by  draining  a  huge  goblet  in  answer  to  it. 

"  And  now,  sirs,"  said  Prince  John,  who  began  to  be  warmed  with 
the  wine  which  he  had  drank,  "having  done  justice  to  our  Saxon 
guests,  we  will  pray  of  them  some  requital  to  our  courtesy.  Worthy 
Thane,"  he  continued,  addressing  Cedric,  "  may  we  pray  you  to  name 
to  us  some  Norman  whose  mention  may  least  sully  your  mouth,  and 
to  wash  down  with  a  goblet  of  wine  all  bitterness  which  the  sound 
may  leave  behind  it?" 

Fitzurse  arose  while  Prince  John  spoke,  and  gliding  behind  the 
seat  of  the  Saxon,  whispered  to  him  not  to  omit  the  opportunity  of 
putting  an  end  to  unkindness  betwixt  the  two  races  by  naming  Prince 
John.  The  Saxon  replied  not  to  this  politic  insinuation,  but,  rising 
up,  and  filling  his  cup  to  the  brim,  he  addressed  Prince  John  in  these 
words :  "  Your  Highness  has  required  that  I  should  name  a  Norman 
deserving  to  be  remembered  at  our  banquet.  This,  perchance,  is  a 
hard  task,  since  it  calls  on  the  slave  to  sing  the  praises  of  the  master 
— upon  the  vanquished,  while  pressed  by  all  the  evils  of  conquest,  to 
sing  the  praises  of  the  conqueror.  Yet  I  will  name  a  Norman— the 
first  in  arms  and  in  place — the  best  and  the  noblest  of  his  race.  And 
the  lips  that  shall  refuse  to  pledge  me  to  his  well-earned  fame,  I 
term  false  and  dishonoured,  and  will  so  maintain  them  with  my  life, 
— I  quaff  this  goblet  to  the  health  of  Richard  the  Lion-hearted ! " 

Prince  John,  who  had  expected  that  his  own  name  would  have 
closed  the  Saxon's  speech,  started  when  that  of  his  injured  brother 
was  so  unexpectedly  introduced.  He  raised  mechanically  the  wine 
cup  to  his  lips,  then  instantly  set  it  down,  to  view  the  demeanour  of 
the  company  at  this  unexpected  proposal,  which  many  of  them  felt 
it  as  unsafe  to  oppose  as  to  comply  with.  Some  of  them,  ancient  and 
experienced  courtiers,  closely  imitated  the  example  of  the  Prince 
himself,  raising  the  goblet  to  their  lips,  and  again  replacing  it  before 
them.  There  were  many  who,  with  a  more  generous  feeling,  ex- 
claimed, "  Long  live  King  Richard !  and  may  he  be  speedily  restored  to 
us!"  And  some  few,  among  whom  were  Front-de-Bceuf  and  the 
Templar,  in  sullen  disdain  suffered  their  goblets  to  stand  untasted 
before  them.  But  no  man  ventured  directly  to  gainsay  a  pledge  filled 
to  the  health  of  the  reigning  monarch. 

Having  enjoyed  his  triumph  for  about  a  minute,  Cedric  said  to  his 
companion,  "Up,  noble  Athelstane!  we  have  remained  here  long 
enough,  since  we  have  requited  the  hospitable  courtesy  of  Prince 
John's  banquet.  Those  who  wish  to  know  farther  of  our  rude  Saxon 
manners  must  henceforth  seek  us  in  the  homes  of  our  fathers,  since 
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we  have  seen  enough  of  royal  banquets,  and  enough  of  Norman 
courtesy." 

So  saying,  he  arose  and  left  the  banqueting  room,  followed  by 
Athelstane,  and  by  several  other  guests,  who,  partaking  of  the  Saxon 
lineage,  held  themselves  insulted  by  the  sarcasms  of  Prince  John  and 
his  courtiers. 

"By  the  bones  of  St  Thomas,"  said  Prince  John,  as  they  retreated, 
"  the  Saxon  churls  have  borne  off  the  best  of  the  day,  and  have  re- 
treated with  triumph." 

"  Conclamatum  est,  poculatum  est"  said  Prior  Aymer ;  "  we 
have  drunk,  and  we  have  shouted — it  were  time  we  left  our  wine 
flagons." 

"  The  monk  hath  some  fair  penitent  to  shrive  to-night,  that  he  is 
in  such  a  hurry  to  depart,"  said  De  Bracy. 

"  Not  so,  Sir  Knight,"  replied  the  Abbot ;  "  but  I  must  move 
several  miles  forward  this  evening  upon  my  homeward  journey." 

"  They  are  breaking  up,"  said  the  Prince  in  a  whisper  to  Fitzurse ; 
"  their  fears  anticipate  the  event,  and  this  coward  Prior  is  the  first  to 
shrink  from  me." 

"Fear  not,  my  Lord,"  said  Waldemar ;  "I  will  show  him  such 
reasons  as  shall  induce  him  to  join  us  when  we  hold  our  meeting  at 
York. — Sir  Prior,"  he  said,  "  I  must  speak  with  you  in  private, 
before  you  mount  your  palfrey." 

The  other  guests  were  now  fast  dispersing,  with  the  exception  of 
those  immediately  attached  to  Prince  John's  faction,  and  his  retinue. 

"  This,  then,  is  the  result  of  your  advice,"  said  the  Prince,  turning 
an  angry  countenance  upon  Fitzurse  ;  "  that  I  should  be  bearded  at 
my  own  board  by  a  drunken  Saxon  churl,  and  that,  on  the  mere  sound 
of  my  brother's  name,  men  should  fall  off  from  me  as  if  I  had  the 
leprosy  ?  " 

"  Have  patience,  sir,"  replied  his  counsellor ;  "  I  might  retort  your 
accusation,  and  blame  the  inconsiderate  levity  which  foiled  my  design, 
and  misled  your  own  better  judgment.  But  this  is  no  time  for  re- 
crimination. De  Bracy  and  I  will  instantly  go  among  these  shuffling 
cowards,  and  convince  them  they  have  gone  too  far  to  recede." 

"  It  will  be  in  vain,"  said  Prince  John,  pacing  the  apartment  with 
disordered  steps,  and  expressing  himself  with  an  agitation  to  which 
the  wine  he  had  drank  partly  contributed — "  It  will  be  in  vain — they 
have  seen  the  handwriting  on  the  wall — they  have  marked  the  paw  of 
the  lion  in  the  sand — they  have  heard  his  approaching  roar  shake  the 
wood — nothing  will  reanimate  their  courage." 

"  Would  to  God,"  said  Fitzurse  to  De  Bracy,  "  that  aught  could 
reanimate  his  own!  His  brother's  very  name  is  an  ague  to  him. 
Unhappy  are  the  counsellors  of  a  Prince,  who  wants  fortitude  and 
perseverance  alike  in  good  and  in  evil." 
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And  yet  he  thinks, — ha,  ha,  ha,  Iia, — he  thinks 
I  am  the  tool  and  servant  of  his  will. 
Well,  let  it  be  ;  through  all  the  maze  of  trouble 
His  plots  and  base  oppression  must  create, 
I'll  shape  myself  a  way  to  higher  things, 
And  who  will  say  'tis  wrong  ? 

Basil,  a  Tragedy. 

No  spider  ever  took  more  pains  to  repair  the  shattered  meshes  of 
his  web,  than  did  Waldemar  Fitzurse  to  reunite  and  combine  the 
scattered  members  of  Prince  John's  cabal.  Few  of  these  were 
attached  to  him  from  inclination,  and  none  from  personal  regard.  It 
was  therefore  necessary,  that  Fitzurse  should  open  to  them  new  pros- 
pects of  advantage,  and  remind  them  of  those  which  they  at  present 
enjoyed.  To  the  young  and  wild  nobles,  he  held  out  the  prospect  of 
unpunished  license  and  uncontrolled  revelry ;  to  the  ambitious,  that 
of  power,  and  to  the  covetous,  that  of  increased  wealth  and  extended 
domains.  The  leaders  of  the  mercenaries  received  a  donation  in 
gold ;  an  argument  the  most  persuasive  to  their  minds,  and  without 
which  all  others  would  have  proved  in  vain.  Promises  were  still 
more  liberally  distributed  than  money  by  this  active  agent;  and,  in 
fine,  nothing  was  left  undone  that  could  determine  the  wavering,  or 
animate  the  disheartened.  The  return  of  King  Richard  he  spoke  of 
as  an  event  altogether  beyond  the  reach  of  probability ;  yet  when  he 
observed,  from  the  doubtful  looks  and  uncertain  answers  which  he 
received  that  this  was  the  apprehension  by  which  the  minds  of  his 
accomplices  were  most  haunted,  he  boldly  treated  that  event,  should 
it  really  take  place,  as  one  which  ought  not  to  alter  their  political 
calculations. 

"If  Richard  returns,"  said  Fitzurse,  "he  returns  to  enrich  his 
needy  and  impoverished  crusaders  at  the  expense  of  those  who  did 
not  follow  him  to  the  Holy  Land.  He  returns  to  call  to  a  fearful 
reckoning,  those  who,  during  his  absence,  have  done  aught  that  can 
be  construed  offence  or  encroachment  upon  either  the  laws  of  the 
land  or  the  privileges  of  the  crown.  He  returns  to  avenge  upon  the 
Orders  of  the  Temple  and  the  Hospital,  the  preference  which  they 
showed  to  Philip  of  France  during  the  wars  in  the  Holy  Land.  He 
returns,  in  fine,  to  punish  as  a  rebel  every  adherent  of  his  brother 
Prince  John.  Are  ye  afraid  of  his  power  ?  "  continued  the  artful 
confidant  of  that  Prince ;  "  we  acknowledge  him  a  strong  and  valiant 
knight ;  but  these  are  not  the  days  of  King  Arthur,  when  a  champion 
could  encounter  an  army.  If  Richard  indeed  comes  back,  it  must  be 
alone,— unfollowed— unfriended.  The  bones  of  his  gallant  army 
have  whitened  the  sands  of  Palestine.  The  few  of  his  followers  who 
have  returned  have  straggled  hither,  like  this  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe, 
beggared  and  broken  men.— And  what  talk  ye  of  Richard's  right  of 
birth  ? "  he  proceeded,  in  answer  to  those  who  objected  scruples  on 
that  head.  "  Is  Richard's  title  of  primogeniture  more  decidedly  cer- 
tain than  that  of  Duke  Robert  of  Normandy,  the  Conqueror's  eldest 
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son  ?  And  vet  William  the  Red,  and  Henry,  his  second  and  third 
brothers,  were  successively  preferred  to  him  by  the  voice  of  the 
nation.  Robert  had  every  merit  which  can  be  pleaded  for  Richard ; 
he  was  a  bold  knight,  a  good  leader,  generous  to  his  friends  and  to 
the  church,  and,  to  crown  the  whole,  a  crusader  and  a  conqueror  ot 
the  Holy  Sepulchre ;  and  yet  he  died  a  blind  and  miserable  prisoner 
in  the  Castle  of  Cardiff,  because  he  opposed  himself  to  the  will  of  the 
people,  who  chose  that  he  should  not  rule  over  them.  It  is  our 
right,"  he  said,  "to  choose  from  the  blood  royal  the  prince  who  is 
best  qualified  to  hold  the  supreme  power—that  is,"  said  he,  correct- 
ing himself,  "  him  whose  election  will  best  promote  the  interests  ot 
the  nobility.  In  personal  qualifications,"  he  added,  "  it  was  possible 
that  Prince  John  might  be  inferior  to  his  brother  Richard ;  but  when 
it  was  considered  that  the  latter  returned  with  the  sword  of  vengeance 
in  his  hand,  while  the  former  held  out  rewards,  immunities,  privileges, 
wealth,  and  honours,  it  could  not  be  doubted  which  was  the  king 
whom  in  wisdom  the  nobility  were  called  on  to  support." 

These,  and  many  more  arguments,  some  adapted  to  the  peculiar 
circumstances  of  those  whom  he  addressed,  had  the  expected  weight 
with  the  nobles  of  Prince  John's  faction.  Most  of  them  consented 
to  attend  the  proposed  meeting  at  York,  for  the  purpose  of  making 
general  arrangements  for  placing  the  crown  upon  the  head  ot 
Prince  John. 

It  was  late  at  night,  when,  worn  out  and  exhausted  with  his  various 
exertions,  however  gratified  with  the  result,  Fitzurse,  returning  to 
the  Castle  of  Ashby,  met  with  De  Bracy,  who  had  exchanged  his 
banqueting  garments  for  a  short  green  kirtle,  with  hose  of  the  same 
cloth  and  colour,  a  leathern  cap  or  head-piece,  a  short  sword,  a  horn 
slung  over  his  shoulder,  a  long-bow  in  his  hand,  and  a  bundle  ot 
arrows  stuck  in  his  belt.  Had  Fitzurse  met  this  figure  m  an  outer 
apartment,  he  would  have  passed  him  without  notice,  as  one  ot  the 
yeomen  of  the  guard;  but  finding  him  in  the  inner  hall,  he  looked  at 
him  with  more  attention,  and  recognised  the  Norman  knight  m  the 
dress  of  an  English  yeoman. 

"What  mummery  is  this,  De  Bracy?"  said  Fitzurse,  somewhat 
angrily ;  "  is  this  a  time  for  Christmas  gambols  and  quaint  maskmgs 
when  the  fate  of  our  master.  Prince  John,  is  on  the  very  verge  ot 
decision?  Why  hast  thou  not  been,  like  me,  among  these  heartless 
cravens,  whom  the  very  name  of  King  Richard  terrifies,  as  it  is  said 
to  do  the  children  of  the  Saracens?"  ,      .         „  A  t\ 

"I  have  been  attending  to  mine  own  business,  answered  ve 
Bracy  calmly,  "as  you,  Fitzurse,  have  been  minding  yours. 

«< I  minding  mine  own  business!"  echoed  Waldemar;  "I  have 
been  engaged  in  that  of  Prince  John,  our  joint  patron.' 

"As  if  thou  hadst  any  other  reason  for  that,  Waldemar,  said  D 
Bracy,  "  than  the  promotion  of  thine  own  individual  interest  ?  Come,] 
Fitzurse,  we  know  each  other-ambition  is  thy  pursuit,  pleasure  is 
mine,  and  they  become  our  different  ages.  Of  Prince  John  thou 
thinkest  as  I  do;  that  he  is  too  weak  to  be  a  determined  monarch  J 
too  tyrannical  to  be  an  easy  monarch,  too  insolent  and  presumptuous 
to  be  a  popular  monarch,  and  too  fickle  and  timid  to  be  long  a 
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monarch  of  any  kind.  But  he  is  a  monarch  by  whom  Fitzurse  and 
De  Bracy  hope  to  rise  and  thrive ;  and  therefore  you  aid  him  with 
your  policy:  and  I  with  the  lances  of  my  Free  Companions/' 

"A  hopeful  auxiliary ,"  said  Fitzurse,  impatiently;  "playing  the 
fool  in  the  very  moment  of  utter  necessity. — What  on  earth  dost 
thou  purpose  by  this  absurd  disguise  at  a  moment  so  urgent?" 

"  To  get  me  a  wife,"  answered  de  Bracy  coolly,  "  after  the  manner 
of  the  tribe  of  Benjamin." 

"The  tribe  of  Benjamin!"  said  Fitzurse;  "I  comprehend  thee 
not." 

"  Wert  thou  not  in  presence  yester-even,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  when 
we  heard  the  Prior  Aymer  tell  us  a  tale  in  reply  to  the  romance 
which  was  sung  by  the  Minstrel  ? — He  told  how,  long  since  in  Pales- 
tine, a  deadly  feud  arose  between  the  tribe  of  Benjamin  and  the  rest 
of  the  Israelitish  nation ;  and  how  they  cut  to  pieces  wellnigh  all 
the  chivalry  of  that  tribe ;  and  how  they  swore  by  our  blessed  Lady, 
that  they  would  not  permit  those  who  remained  to  marry  in  their 
lineage;  and  how  they  became  grieved  for  their  vow,  and  sent  to 
consult  his  holiness  the  Pope  how  they  might  be  absolved  from  it; 
and  how,  by  the  advice  of  the  Holy  Father,  the  youth  of  the  tribe  of 
Benjamin  carried  off  from  a  superb  tournament  all  the  ladies  who 
were  there  present,  and  thus  won  them  wives  without  the  consent 
either  of  their  brides  or  their  brides'  families." 

"  I  have  heard  the  story,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  though  either  the  Prior 
or  thou  has  made  some  singular  alterations  in  date  and  circum- 
stances." 

"  I  tell  thee,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  that  I  mean  to  purvey  me  a  wife 
after  the  fashion  of  the  tribe  of  Benjamin ;  which  is  as  much  as  to 
say,  that  in  this  same  equipment  I  will  fall  upon  that  herd  of  Saxon 
bullocks,  who  have  this  night  left  the  castle,  and  carry  off  from  them 
the  lovely  Rowena." 

"Art  thou  mad,  De  Bracy?"  said  Fitzurse.  "Bethink  thee  that, 
though  the  men  be  Saxons,  they  are  rich  and  powerful,  and  regarded 
with  the  more  respect  by  their  countrymen,  that  wealth  and  honour 
are  but  the  lot  of  few  of  Saxon  descent." 

"  And  should  belong  to  none,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  the  work  of  the 
Conquest  should  be  completed." 

"  This  is  no  time  for  it  at  least,"  said  Fitzurse  ;  "  the  approaching 
crisis  renders  the  favour  of  the  multitude  indispensable,  and  Prince 
John  cannot  refuse  justice  to  any  one  who  injures  their  favourites." 

"  Let  him  grant  it,  if  he  dare/'  said  De  Bracy  ;  "  he  will  soon  see 

the  difference  betwixt  the  support  of  such  a  fusty  lot  of  spears  as 

I  mine,  and  that  of  a  heartless  mob  of  Saxon  churls.     Yet  I  mean  no 

i  immediate  discovery  of  myself.     Seem  I  not  in  this  garb  as  bold  a 

!  forester  as  ever  blew  horn?    The  blame  of  the  violence  shall  rest 

with  the  outlaws  of  the  Yorkshire  forests.    I  have  sure  spies  on  the 

!  Saxon's  motions  —  To-night  they  sleep  in  the   convent  of  Saint 

Wittol,  or  Withold,  or  whatever  they  call  that  churl  of  a  Saxon 

Saint  at  Burton-on-Trent.     Next  day's  march  brings  them  within 

our  reach,  and,  falcon-ways,  we  swoop  on  them  at  once.    Presently 

after  I  will  appear  in  mine  own  shape,  play  the  courteous  knight. 
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rescue  the  unfortunate  and  afflicted  fair  one  from  the  hands  of  the 
rude  rayishers,  conduct  her  to  Front-de-Bceuf  s  Castle,  or  to  Nor- 
mandy, if  it  should  be  necessary,  and  produce  her  not  again  to  her 
kindred  until  she  be  the  bride  and  dame  of  Maurice  de  Bracy." 

"  A  marvellously  sage  plan,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  and,  as  I  think,  not 
entirely  of  thine  own  device. — Come,  be  frank,  De  Bracy,  who  aided 
thee  in  the  invention  ?  and  who  is  to  assist  in  the  execution  ?  for,  as 
I  think,  thine  own  band  lies  as  far  off  as  York." 

"  Marry,  if  thou  must  needs  know,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  it  was  the 
Templar  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbertthat  shaped  out  the  enterprise,  which 
the  adventure  of  the  men  of  Benjamin  suggested  to  me.  He  is  to 
aid  me  in  the  onslaught,  and  he  and  his  followers  will  personate  the 
outlaws,  from  whom  my  valorous  arm  is,  after  changing  my  garb,  to 
rescue  the  lady." 

"  By  my  halidome,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  the  plan  was  worthy  of  your 
united  wisdom!  and  thy  prudence,  De  Bracy,  is  most  especially 
manifested  in  the  project  of  leaving  the  lady  in  the  hands  of  thy 
worthy  confederate.  Thou  mayst,  I  think,  succeed  in  taking  her 
from  her  Saxon  friends,  but  how  thou  wilt  rescue  her  afterwards 
from  the  clutches  of  Bois-Guilbert  seems  considerably  more  doubtful 
— He  is  a  falcon  well  accustomed  to  pounce  on  a  partridge,  and  to 
hold  his  prey  fast." 

"  He  is  a  Templar,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  and  cannot  therefore  rival 
me  in  my  plan  of  wedding  this  heiress  ; — and  to  attempt  aught  dis- 
honourable against  the  intended  bride  of  De  Bracy — By  Heaven, 
were  he  a  whole  Chapter  of  his  Order  in  his  single  person,  he  dared 
not  to  do  me  such  an  injury ! " 

"  Then  since  nought  that  I  can  say,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  will  put  this 
folly  from  thy  imagination  (for  well  I  know  the  obstinacy  of  thy 
disposition),  at  least  waste  as  little  time  as  possible — let  not  thy  folly 
be  lasting  as  well  as  untimely." 

"  I  tell  thee,"  answered  De  Bracy,  "  that  it  will  be  the  work  of  a  few 
hours,  and  I  shall  be  at  York  at  the  head  of  my  daring  and  valorous 
fellows,  as  ready  to  support  any  bold  design  as  thy  policy  can  be  to 
form  one. — But  I  hear  my  comrades  assembling,  and  the  steeds 
stamping  and  neighing  in  the  outer  court. — Farewell. — I  go,  like  a 
true  knight,  to  win  the  smiles  of  beauty." 

"  Like  a  true  knight ! "  repeated  Fitzurse,  looking  after  him ; 
"  like  a  fool,  I  should  say,  or  like  a  child,  who  will  leave  the  most 
serious  and  needful  occupation,  to  chase  the  down  of  the  thistle  that 
drives  past  him. — But  it  is  with  such  tools  that  I  must  work ; — and 
for  whose  advantage  ?  —  For  that  of  a  Prince  as  unwise  as  he  is 
profligate,  and  as  likely  to  be  an  ungrateful  master  as  he  has  already 
proved  a  rebellious  son  and  an  unnatural  brother. — But  he, — he,  too, 
is  but  one  of  the  tools  with  which  I  labour;  and  proud  as  he  is, 
should  he  presume  to  separate  his  interest  from  mine,  this  is  a  secret 
which  he  shall  soon  learn." 

The  meditations  of  the  statesman  were  here  interrupted  by  the 
voice  of  the  Prince  from  an  interior  apartment,  calling  out,  "  Noble 
Waldemar  Fitzurse!"    and,  with  bonnet  doffed,  the  future- Chan- 
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cellor  (for  to  such  high  preferment  did  the  wily  Norman  aspire) 
hastened  to  receive  the  orders  of  the  future  sovereign. 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

Far  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  age  a  reverend  hermit  grew  ; 
The  moss  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  crystal  well ; 
Remote  from  man,  with  God  he  passed  his  days, 
Prayer  all  his  business — all  his  pleasure  praise. 

Parnell. 

The  reader  cannot  have  forgotten  that  the  event  of  the  tourna- 
ment was  decided  by  the  exertions  of  an  unknown  knight,  whom,  on 
account  of  the  passive  and  indifferent  conduct  which  he  had  mani- 
fested on  the  former  part  of  the  day,  the  spectators  had  entitled,  Le 
■Noir  Faineant.  This  knight  had  left  the  field  abruptly  when  the 
victory  was  achieved ;  and  when  he  was  called  upon  to  receive  the 
reward  of  his  valour,  he  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  In  the  mean 
itime,  while  summoned  by  heralds  and  by  trumpets,  the  knight  was 
holding  his  course  northward,  avoiding  all  frequented  paths,  and 
taking  the  shortest  road  through  the  woodlands.  He  paused  for 
the  night  at  a  small  hostelry  lying  out  of  the  ordinary  route,  where, 
however,  he  obtained  from  a  wandering  minstrel  news  of  the  event 
of  the  tourney. 

On  the  next  morning  the  knight  departed  early,  with  the  intention 
of  making  a  long  journey;  the  condition  of  his  horse,  which  he  had 
carefully  spared  during  the  preceding  morning,  being  such  as  enabled 
him  to  travel  far  without  the  necessity  of  much  repose.  Yet  his 
purpose  was  baffled  by  the  devious  paths  through  which  he  rode,  so 
that  when  evening  closed  upon  him,  he  only  found  himself  on  the 
Tontiers  of  the  West  Riding  of  Yorkshire.  By  this  time  both  horse 
:ind  man  required  refreshment,  and  it  became  necessary,  moreover, 
,o  look  out  for  some  place  in  which  they  might  spend  the  night, 
vhich  was  now  fast  approaching. 

The  place  where  the  traveller  found  himself  seemed  unpropitious  for 
obtaining  either  shelter  or  refreshment,  and  he  was  likely  to  be  reduced 
to  the  usual  expedient  of  knight's-errant,  who,  on  such  occasions, 
turned  their  horses  to  graze,  and  laid  themselves  down  to  meditate 
on  their  lady-mistress,  with  an  oak-tree  for  a  canopy.  But  the  Black 
i Knight  either  had  no  mistress  to  meditate  upon,  or,  being  as  indif- 
ferent in  love  as  he  seemed  to  be  in  war,  was  not  sufficiently  occu- 
pied by  passionate  reflections  upon  her  beauty  and  cruelty,  to  be 
able  to  parry  the  effects  of  fatigue  and  hunger,  and  suffer  love  to  act 
as  a  substitute  for  the  solid  comforts  of  a  bed  and  supper.  He  felt 
dissatisfied,  therefore,  when,  looking  around,  he  found  himself 
•deeply  involved  in  woods,  through  which  indeed  there  were  many 
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open  glades,  and  some  paths,  but  such  as  seemed  only  formed  by  the 
numerous  herds  of  cattle  which  grazed  in  the  forest,  or  by  the 
animals  of  chase,  and  the  hunters  who  made  prey  of  them. 

The  sun,  by  which  the  knight  had  chiefly  directed  his  course,  had 
now  sunk  behind  the  Derbyshire  hills  on  his  left,  and  every  effort 
which  he  might  take  to  pursue  his  journey  was  as  likely  to  lead  him 
out  of  his  road  as  to  advance  him  on  his  route.  After  having  in 
vain  endeavoured  to  select  the  most  beaten  path,  in  hopes  it  might 
lead  to  the  cottage  of  some  herdsman,  or  the  sylvan  lodge  of  a 
forester,  and  having  repeatedly  found  himself  totally  unable  to  deter- 
mine on  a  choice,  the  knight  resolved  to  trust  to  the  sagacity  of  his 
horse ;  experience  having,  on  former  occasions,  made  him  acquainted 
with  the  wonderful  talent  possessed  by  these  animals  for  extricating 
themselves  and  their  riders  on  such  emergencies. 

The  good  steed,  grievously  fatigued  with  so  long  a  day's  journey 
under  a  rider  cased  in  mail,  had  no  sooner  found,  by  the  slackened 
reins,  that  he  was  abandoned  to  his  own  guidance,  than  he  seemed 
to  assume  new  strength  and  spirit ;  and  whereas  formerly  he  had 
scarce  replied  to  the  spur,  otherwise  than  by  a  groan,  he  now,  as  if 
proud  of  the  confidence  reposed  in  him,  pricked  up  his  ears,  and 
assumed,  of  his  own  accord,  a  more  lively  motion.  The  path  which 
the  animal  adopted  rather  turned  off  from  the  course  pursued  by  the 
knight  during  the  day;  but  as  the  horse  seemed  confident  in  his 
choice,  the  rider  abandoned  himself  to  his  discretion. 

He  was  justified  by  the  event ;  for  the  footpath  soon  after  appeared 
a  little  wider  and  more  worn,  and  the  tinkle  of  a  small  bell  gave  the 
knight  to  understand  that  he  was  in  the  vicinity  of  some  chapel  or 
hermitage. 

Accordingly,  he  soon  reached  an  open  plat  of  turf,  on  the  opposite 
side  of  which,  a  rock,  rising  abruptly  from  a  gently  sloping  plain, 
offered  its  grey  and  weatherbeaten  front  to  the  traveller.  Ivy 
mantled  its  sides  in  some  places,  and  in  others  oaks  and  holly  bushes, 
whose  roots  found  nourishment  in  the  cliffs  of  the  crag,  waved  over 
the  precipices  below,  like  the  plumage  of  the  warrior  over  his  steel 
helmet,  giving  grace  to  that  whose  chief  expression  was  terror.  At 
the  bottom  of  the  rock,  and  leaning,  as  it  were,  against  it,  was  con- 
structed a  rude  hut,  built  chiefly  of  the  trunks  of  trees  felled  in  the 
neighbouring  forest,  and  secured  against  the  weather  by  having  its 
crevices  stuffed  with  moss  mingled  with  clay.  The  stem  of  a  young 
fir-tree  lopped  of  its  branches  with  a  piece  of  wood  tied  across  near 
the  top,  was  planted  upright  by  the  door,  as  a  rude  emblem  of  the 
holy  cross.  At  a  little  distance  on  the  right  hand,  a  fountain  of  the 
purest  water  trickled  out  of  the  rock,  and  was  received  in  a  hollow 
stone,  which  labour  had  formed  into  a  rustic  basin.  Escaping"  from 
thence,  the  stream  murmured  down  the  descent  by  a  channel  which 
its  course  had  long  worn,  and  so  wandered  through  the  little  plain 
to  lose  itself  in  the  neighbouring  wood. 

Beside  this  fountain  were  the  ruins  of  a  very  small  chapel,  of 
which  the  roof  had  partly  fallen  in.  The  building,  when  entire,  had 
never  been  above  sixteen  feet  long'  by  twelve  feet  in  breadth,  and 
the  roof,  low  in  proportion,  rested  upon  four  concentric  arches  which 
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sprung1  from  the  four  corners  of  the  building,  each  supported  upon  a 
short  and  heavy  pillar.  The  ribs  of  two  of  these  arches  remained, 
though  the  roof  had  fallen  down  betwixt  them ;  over  the  others  it 
remained  entire.  The  entrance  to  this  ancient  place  of  devotion  was 
under  a  very  low  round  arch,  ornamented  by  several  courses  of  that 
zigzag*  moulding',  resembling*  shark's  teeth,  which  appears  so  often 
in  the  more  ancient  Saxon  architecture.  A  belfry  rose  above  the 
porch  on  four  small  pillars,  within  which  hung*  the  green  and 
weatherbeaten  bell,  the  feeble  sounds  of  which  had  been  some  time 
before  heard  by  the  Black  Knight. 

The  whole  peaceful  and  quiet  scene  lay  glimmering  in  twilight 
before  the  eyes  of  the  traveller,  giving  him  good  assurance  of  lodging 
for  the  night ;  since  it  was  a  special  duty  of  those  hermits  who  dwelt 
in  the  woods  to  exercise  hospitality  towards  benighted  or  bewildered 
passengers. 

Accordingly,  the  knight  took  no  time  to  consider  minutely  the 
particulars  which  we  have  detailed,  but  thanking  Saint  Julian  (the 
patron  of  travellers)  who  had  sent  him  good  harbourage,  he  leaped 
from  his  horse  and  assailed  the  door  of  the  hermitage  with  the  butt 
of  his  lance,  in  order  to  arouse  attention  and  gain  admittance. 

It  was  some  time  before  he  obtained  any  answer,  and  the  reply, 
vyhen  made,  was  unpropitious. 

"  Pass  on,  whosoever  thou  art,"  was  the  answer  given  by  a  deep 
hoarse  voice  from  within  the  hut,  "  and  disturb  not  the  servant  of 
God  and  Saint  Dunstan  in  his  evening  devotions." 

"  Worthy  father,"  answered  the  knight,  "  here  is  a  poor  wanderer 
bewildered  in  these  woods,  who  gives  thee  the  opportunity  of  exer- 
cising thy  charity  and  hospitality." 

"  Good  brother,"  replied  the  inhabitant  of  the  hermitage,  "  it  has 
pleased  Our  Lady  and  St  Dunstan  to  destine  me  for  the  object  of 
those  virtues,  instead  of  the  exercise  thereof.  I  have  no  provisions 
here  which  even  a  dog  would  share  with  me,  and  a  horse  of  any  ten- 
derness of  nurture  would  despise  my  couch — pass  therefore  on  thy 
way,  and  God  speed  thee." 

"  But  how,"  replied  the  knight,  "  is  it  possible  for  me  to  find  my 
vay  through  such  a  wood  as  this,  when  darkness  is  coming  on  ?  I 
oray  you,  reverend  father,  as  you  are  a  Christian,  to  undo  your  door, 
tfidat  least  point  out  to  me  my  road." 

"  And  I  pray  you,  good  Christian  brother,"  replied  the  anchorite, 
fto  disturb  me  no  more.  You  have  already  interrupted  one  pater, 
two  aves,  and  a  credo,  which  I,  miserable  sinner  that  I  am,  should, 
according  to  my  vow,  have  said  before  moonrise." 
'  "  The  road— the  road ! "  vociferated  the  knight,  "  give  me  direc- 
tions for  the  road,  if  I  am  to  expect  no  more  from  thee." 

"  The  road  "  replied  the  hermit,  "  is  easy  to  hit.  The  path  from 
the  wood  leads  to  a  morass,  and  from  thence  to  a  ford,  which,  as  the 
rains  have  abated,  may  now  be  passable.  When  thou  hast  crossed 
the  ford,  thou  wilt  take  care  of  thy  footing  up  the  left  bank,  as  it  is 
somewhat  precipitous  ;  and  the  path,  which  hangs  over  the  river,  has 
lately,  as  I  learn  (for  I  seldom  leave  the  duties  of  my  chapel),  given 
way  in  sundry  places.     Thou  wilt  then  keep  straight  forward " 


112  IVANHOE. 

"  A  broken  path — a  precipice — a  ford,  and  a  morass !  "  said  the 
knight,  interrupting*  him, — "  Sir  Hermit,  if  you  were  the  holiest  that 
ever  wore  heard  or  told  bead,  you  shall  scarce  prevail  on  me  to  hold 
this  road  to-night.  I  tell  thee,  that  thou,  who  livest  by  the  charity 
of  the  country — ill  deserved,  as  I  doubt  it  is — hast  no  right  to  refuse 
shelter  to  the  wayfarer  when  in  distress.  Either  open  the  door 
quickly,  or  by  the  rood,  I  will  beat  it  down  and  make  entry  for 

"  Friend  wayfarer,"  replied  the  hermit,  "  be  not  importunate ;  if 
thou  puttest  me  to  use  the  carnal  weapon  in  mine  own  defence,  it 
will  be  e'en  the  worse  for  you." 

At  this  moment  a  distant  noise  of  barking  and  growling,  which 
the  traveller  had  for  some  time  heard,  became  extremely  loud  and 
furious,  and  made  the  knight  suppose  that  the  hermit,  alarmed  by 
his  threat  of  making  forcible  entry,  had  called  the  dogs  who  made 
this  clamour  to  aid  him  in  his  defence,  out  of  some  inner  recess  in 
which  they  had  been  kennelled.  Incensed  at  this  preparation  on  the 
hermit's  part  for  making  good  his  inhospitable  purpose,  the  knight 
struck  the  door  so  furiously  with  his  foot,  that  posts  as  well  as  staples 
shook  with  violence. 

The  anchorite,  not  caring  again  to  expose  his  door  to  a  similar 
shock,  now  called  out  aloud,  "  Patience,  patience — spare  thy  strength, 
good  traveller,  and  I  will  presently  undo  the  door,  though,  it  may  be, 
my  doing  so  will  be  little  to  thy  pleasure." 

The  door  accordingly  was  opened ;  and  the  hermit,  a  large,  strong- 
built  man,  in  his  sackcloth  gown  and  hood,  girt  with  a  rope  of  rushes, 
stood  before  the  knight.  He  had  in  one  hand  a  lighted  torch,  or 
link,  and  in  the  other  a  baton  of  crab-tree,  so  thick  and  heavy,  that 
it  might  well  be  termed  a  club.  Two  large  shaggy  dogs,  half  grey- 
hound half  mastiff,  stood  ready  to  rush  upon  the  traveller  as  soon  as 
the  door  should  be  opened.  But  when  the  torch  glanced  upon  the 
lofty  crest  and  golden  spurs  of  the  knight,  who  stood  without,  the 
hermit,  altering  probably  his  original  intentions,  repressed  the  rage 
of  his  auxiliaries,  and,  changing  his  tone  to  a  sort  of  churlish  cour- 
tesy, invited  the  knight  to  enter  his  hut,  making  excuse  for  Ins 
unwillingness  to  open  his  lodge  after  sunset,  by  alleging  the  multi- 
tude of  robbers  and  outlaws  who  were  abroad,  and  who  gave  no  hon- 
our to  Our  Lady  or  St  Dunstan,  nor  to  those  holy  men  who  spent 
life  in  their  service. 

"  The  poverty  of  your  cell,  good  father,"  said  the  knight,  looking 
around  him,  and  seeing  nothing  but  a  bed  of  leaves,  a  crucifix  rudely 
carved  in  oak,  a  missal,  with  a  rough-hewn  table  and  two  stools,  and 
one  or  two  clumsy  articles  of  furniture — "  the  poverty  of  your  cell 
should  seem  a  sufficient  defence  against  any  risk  of  thieves,  not  to 
mention  the  aid  of  two  trusty  dogs,  large  and  strong  enough,  I  think, 
to  pull  down  a  stag,  and  of  course,  to  match  with  most  men." 

"  The  good  keeper  of  the  forest,"  said  the  hermit,  "  hath  allowed 
me  the  use  of  these  animals,  to  protect  my  solitude  until  the  times 
shall  mend." 

Having  said  this,  he  fixed  his  torch  in  a  twisted  branch  of  iron 
which  served  for  a  candlestick ;  and,  placing  the  oaken  trivet  before  j 
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the  embers  of  the  fire,  which  he  refreshed  with  some  dry  wood,  he 
placed  a  stool  upon  one  side  of  the  table,  and  beckoned  to  the  knight 
to  do  the  same  upon  the  other. 

They  sat  down,  and  gazed  with  great  gravity  at  each  other,  each 
thinking  in  his  heart  that  he  had  seldom  seen  a  stronger  or  more 
athletic  figure  than  was  placed  opposite  to  him. 

"  Reverend  hermit,"  said  the  knight,  after  looking  long  and  fixedly 
at  his  host,  "  were  it  not  to  interrupt  your  devout  meditations,  I 
would  pray  to  know  three  things  of  your  holiness  ;  first,  where  I  am 
to  put  my  horse  ? — secondly,  what  I  can  have  for  supper  ? — thirdly, 
where  I  am  to  take  up  my  couch  for  the  night?  " 

"  I  will  reply  to  you,"  said  the  hermit,  "  with  my  finger,  it  being 
against  my  rule  to  speak  by  words  where  signs  can  answer  the  pur- 
pose." So  saying,  he  pointed  successively  to  two  corners  of  the  hut. 
"  Your  stable,"  said  he,  "  is  there — your  bed  there ;  and,"  reaching 
down  a  platter  with  two  handfuls  of  parched  pease  upon  it  from  the 
neighbouring  shelf,  and  placing  it  upon  the  table,  he  added,  "  your 
supper  is  here." 

The  knight  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  leaving  the  hut,  brought 
in  his  horse  (which  in  the  interim  he  had  fastened  to  a  tree),  un- 
saddled him  with  much  attention,  and  spread  upon  the  steed's  weary 
back  his  own  mantle. 

The  hermit  was  apparently  somewhat  moved  to  compassion  by  the 
anxiety  as  well  as  address  which  the  stranger  displayed  in  tending 
his  horse;  for,  muttering  something  about  provender  left  for  the 
keeper's  palfrey,  he  dragged  out  of  a  recess  a  bundle  of  forage, 
which  he  spread  before  the  knight's  charger,  and  immediately  after- 
wards shook  down  a  quantity  of  dried  fern  in  the  corner  which  he 
had  assigned  for  the  rider's  couch.  The  knight  returned  him  thanks 
for  his  courtesy ;  and,  this  duty  done,  both  resumed  their  seats  by 
the  table,  whereon  stood  the  trencher  of  pease  placed  between  them. 
The  hermit,  after  a  long  grace,  which  had  once  been  Latin,  but  of 
which  original  language  few  traces  remained,  excepting  here  and 
there  the  long  rolling  termination  of  some  word  or  phrase,  set  ex- 
ample to  his  guest,  by  modestly  putting  into  a  very  large  mouth, 
furnished  with  teeth  which  might  have  ranked  with  those  of  a  boar 
both  in  sharpness  and  whiteness,  some  three  or  four  dried  pease,  a 
miserable  grist,  as  it  seemed,  for  so  large  and  able  a  mill. 

^  The  knight,  in  order  to  follow  so  laudable  an  example,  laid  aside 
his  helmet,  his  corslet,  and  the  greater  part  of  his  armour,  and 
showed  to  the  hermit  a  head  thick-curled  with  yellow  hair,  high 
features,  blue  eyes,  remarkably  bright  and  sparkling,  a  mouth  well 
formed,  having  an  upper  lip  clothed  with  mustaches  darker  than  his 
hair,  and  bearing  altogether  the  look  of  a  bold,  daring,  and  enter- 
prising man,  with  which  his  strong  form  well  corresponded. 

The  hermit,  as  if  wishing  to  answer  to  the  confidence  of  his  guest, 

I  threw  back  his  cowl,  and  showed  a  round  bullet  head  belonging  to  a 

i  man  in  the  prime  of  life.     His  close-shaven  crown,  surrounded  by  a 

circle  of  stiff  curled  black  hair,  had  something  the  appearance  of  a 

parish  pinfold  begirt  by  its  high  hedge.     The  features  expressed 

nothing  of  monastic  austerity,  or  of  ascetic  privations  ;  on  the  con- 
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trary,  it  was  a  bold  bluff  countenance,  with  broad  black  eyebrows,  a 
well-turned  forehead,  and  cheeks  as  round  and  vermilion  as  those  of 
a  trumpeter,  from  which  descended  a  long  and  curly  black  beard. 
Such  a  visage,  joined  to  the  brawny  form  of  the  holy  man,  spoke 
rather  of  sirloins  and  haunches,  than  of  pease  and  pulse.  This  in- 
congruity did  not  escape  the  guest.  After  he  had  with  great  diffi- 
culty accomplished  the  mastication  of  a  mouthful  of  the  dried  pease, 
he  found  it  absolutely  necessary  to  request  his  pious  entertainer  to 
furnish  him  with  some  liquor  ;  who  replied  to  his  request  by  placing 
before  him  a  large  can  of  the  purest  water  from  the  fountain. 

"  It  is  from  the  well  of  Saint  Dunstan,"  said  he,  "  in  which,  betwixt 
sun  and  sun,  he  baptised  five  hundred  heathen  Danes  and  Britons — 
blessed  be  his  name !  "  And  applying  his  black  beard  to  the  pitcher, 
he  took  a  draught  much  more  moderate  in  quantity  than  his  en- 
comium seemed  to  warrant. 

"It  seems  to  me,  reverend  father,"  said  the  knight,  "that  the 
small  morsels  which  you  eat,  together  with  this  holy,  but  somewhat 
thin  beverage,  have  thriven  with  you  marvellously.  You  appear  a 
man  more  fit  to  win  the  ram  at  a  wrestling  match,  or  the  ring  at  a 
bout  at  quarter-staff,  or  the  bucklers  at  a  sword-play,  than  to  linger 
out  your  time  in  this  desolate  wilderness,  saying  masses,  and  living 
upon  parched  pease  and  cold  water." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  hermit,  "  your  thoughts,  like  those  of 
the  ignorant  laity,  are  according  to  the  flesh.  It  has  pleased  Our 
Lady  and  my  patron  saint  to  bless  the  pittance  to  which  I  restrain 
myself,  even  as  the  pulse  and  water  was  blessed  to  the  children 
Shadrach,  Meshech,  and  Abednego,  who  drank  the  same  rather  than 
defile  themselves  with  the  wine  and  meats  which  were  appointed 
them  by  the  King  of  the  Saracens." 

"  Holy  father,"  said  the  knight,  "  upon  whose  countenance  it  hath 
pleased  Heaven  to  work  such  a  miracle,  permit  a  sinful  layman  to 
crave  thy  name  ?  " 

"  Thou  mayst  call  me,"  answered  the  hermit,  "  the  Clerk  of  Cop- 
manhurst,  for  so  I  am  termed  in  these  parts.  They  add,  it  is  true, 
the  epithet  holy,  but  I  stand  not  upon  that,  as  being  unworthy  of  such 
addition.  And  now,  valiant  knight,  may  I  pray  ye  for  the  name  of 
my  honourable  guest  ? " 

"  Truly,"  said  the  knight,  "  Holy  Clerk  of  Copmanhurst,  men  call 
me  in  these  parts  the  Black  Knight, — many,  sir,  add  to  it  the  epithet 
of  Sluggard,  whereby  I  am  no  way  ambitious  to  be  distinguished." 

The  hermit  could  scarcely  forbear  from  smiling  at  his  guest's 
reply. 

"  I  see,"  said  he, "  Sir  Sluggish  Knight,  that  thou  art  a  man  of 
prudence  and  of  counsel;  and  moreover,  I  see  that  my  poor  monastic 
fare  likes  thee  not,  accustomed,  perhaps,  as  thou  hast  been  to  the 
license  of  courts  and  camps,  and  the  luxuries  of  cities ;  and  now  I 
bethink  me,  Sir  Sluggard,  that  when  the  charitable  keeper  of  this 
forest-walk  left  these  dogs  for  my  protection,  and  also  those  bundles 
of  forage,  he  left  me  also  some  food,  which,  being  untit  for  my  use, 
the  very  recollection  of  it  had  escaped  me  amid  my  more  weighty 
meditations." 
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"  I  dare  be  sworn  he  did  so,"  said  the  knight ;  "  I  was  convinced 
that  there  was  better  food  in  the  cell,  Holy  Clerk,  since  you  first 
doffed  your  cowl.  Your  keeper  is  ever  a  jovial  fellow ;  and  none 
who  beheld  thy  grinders  contending  with  these  pease,  and  thy  throat 
flooded  with  this  ungenial  element,  could  see  thee  doomed  to  such 
horse-provender  and  horse-beverage"  (pointing  to  the  provisions 
upon  the  table),  "  and  refrain  from  mending  thy  cheer.  Let  us  see 
the  keeper's  bounty,  therefore,  without  delay." 

The  hermit  cast  a  wistful  look  upon  the  knight,  in  which  there  was 
a  sort  of  comic  expression  of  hesitation,  as  if  uncertain  how  far  he 
should  act  prudently  in  trusting  his  guest.  There  was,  however, 
as  much  of  bold  frankness  in  the  knight's  countenance  as  was  pos- 
sible to  be  expressed  by  features.  His  smile.,  too,  had  something  in 
it  irresistibly  comic,  and  gave  an  assurance  of  faith  and  loyalty,  with 
which  his  host  could  not  refrain  from  sympathising. 

After  exchanging  a  mute  glance  or  two,  the  hermit  went  to  the 
farther  side  of  the  hut,  and  opened  a  hutch,  which  was  concealed 
with  great  care  and  some  ingenuity.  Out  of  the  recesses  of  a  dark 
closet,  into  which  this  aperture  gave  admittance,  he  brought  a  large 
pasty,  baked  in  a  pewter  platter  of  unusual  dimensions.  This  mighty 
dish  he  placed  before  his  guest,  who,  using  his  poniard  to  cut  it  open, 
lost  no  time  in  making  himself  acquainted  with  its  contents. 

"How  long  is  it  since  the  good  keeper  has  been  here?"  said  the 
knight  to  his  host,  after  having  swallowed  several  hasty  morsels  of 
this  reinforcement  to  the  hermit's  good  cheer. 

"  About  two  months,"  answered  the  father  hastily. 

"  By  the  true  Lord,"  answered  the  knight,  "  everything  in  your 
hermitage  is  miraculous,  Holy  Clerk !  for  I  would  have  been  sworn 
that  the  fat  buck  which  furnished  this  venison  had  been  running  on 
foot  within  the  week." 

The  hermit  was  somewhat  discountenanced  by  this  observation ; 
and,  moreover,  he  had  made  but  a  poor  figure  while  gazing  on  the 
diminution  of  the  pasty  on  which  his  guest  was  making  desperate 
inroads;  a  warfare  in  which  his  previous  profession  of  abstinence 
left  him  no  pretext  for  joining. 

"  I  have  been  in  Palestine,  Sir  Clerk,"  said  the  knight,  stopping 
short  of  a  sudden,  "  and  I  bethink  me  it  is  a  custom  there  that  every 
host  who  entertains  a  guest  shall  assure  him  of  the  wholesomeness 
of  his  food,  by  partaking  of  it  along  with  him.  Far  be  it  from  me 
to  suspect  so  holy  a  man  of  aught  inhospitable,  nevertheless  I  will  be 
highly  bound  to  you  would  you  comply  with  this  Eastern  custom." 

"  To  ease  your  unnecessary  scruples,  Sir  Knight,  I  will  for  once 
depart  from  my  rule,"  replied  the  hermit.  And  as  there  were  no 
forks  in  those  days,  his  clutches  were  instantly  in  the  bowels  of  the 
pastv. 

The  ice  of  ceremony  being  once  broken,  it  seemed  matter  of 
rivalry  between  the  guest  and  the  entertainer  which  should  display 
the  best  appetite;  and  although  the  former  had  probably  fasted 
longest,  yet  the  hermit  fairly  surpassed  him. 

"  Holy  Clerk,"  said  the  knight,  when  his  hunger  was  appeased,  "  I 
would  gage  my  good  horse  yonder  against  a  zecchin,  that  that  same 
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honest  keeper,  to  whom  we  are  obliged  for  the  venison,  has  left  thee 
a  stoup  of  wine  or  a  runlet  of  canary,  or  some  such  trifle,  by  way  of 
ally  to  this  noble  pasty.  This  would  be  a  circumstance,  doubtless, 
totally  unworthy  to  dwell  in  the  memory  of  so  rigid  an  anchorite ; 
yet,  I  think,  were  you  to  search  yonder  crypt  once  more  you  would 
find  that  I  am  right  in  my  conjecture. " 

The  hermit  replied  by  a  grin ;  and  returning  to  the  hutch,  he  pro- 
duced a  leathern  bottle,  which  might  contain  about  four  quarts.  He 
also  brought  forth  two  large  drinking  cups,  made  out  of  the  horn  of 
the  urus,  and  hooped  with  silver.  Having  made  this  goodly  provi- 
sion for  washing  down  the  supper,  he  seemed  to  think  no  farther 
ceremonious  scruple  necessary  on  his  part ;  but  tilling  both  cups,  and 
saying,  in  the  Saxon  fashion,  "  Waes  hael,  Sir  Sluggish  Knight ! " 
he  emptied  his  own  at  a  draught. 

"Drink  hael,  Holy  Clerk  of  Copmanhurst!"  answered  the  war- 
rior, and  did  his  host  reason  in  a  similar  brimmer. 

"  Holy  Clerk/'  said  the  stranger,  after  the  first  cup  was  thus  swal- 
lowed, "  I  cannot  but  marvel  that  a  man  possessed  of  such  thews  and 
sinews  as  thine,  and  who  therewithal  shows  the  talent  of  so  goodly 
a  trencher-man,  should  think  of  abiding  by  himself  in  this  wilder- 
ness. In  my  judgment,  you  are  fitter  to  keep  a  castle  or  a  fort,  eat- 
ing of  the  fat  and  drinking  of  the  strong,  than  to  live  here  upon 
pulse  and  water,  or  even  upon  the  charity  of  the  keeper.  At  least, 
were  I  as  thou,  I  should  find  myself  both  disport  and  plenty  out  of 
the  king's  deer.  There  is  many  a  goodly  herd  in  these  forests,  and 
a  buck  will  never  be  missed  that  goes  to  the  use  of  Saint  Dunstan's 
Chaplain." 

"  Sir  Sluggish  Knight,"  replied  the  Clerk,  "  these  are  dangerous 
words,  and  I  pray  you  to  forbear  them.  I  am  true  hermit  to  the 
king  and  law,  and  were  I  to  spoil  my  liege's  game,  I  should  be  sure 
of  the  prison,  and,  an  my  gown  saved  me  not,  were  in  some  peril  of 
hanging." 

u  Nevertheless,  were  I  as  thou,"  said  the  knight,  "  I  would  take  my 
walk  by  moonlight,  when  foresters  and  keepers  were  warm  in  bed, 
and  ever  and  anon, — as  I  pattered  my  prayers, — I  would  let  fly  a 
shaft  among*  the  herds  of  dun  deer  that  feed  in  the  glades — Resolve 
me,  Holy  Clerk,  hast  thou  never  practised  such  a  pastime?" 

a  Friend  Sluggard,"  answered  the  hermit,  "  thou  hast  seen  all  that 
can  concern  thee  of  my  housekeeping,  and  something  more  than  he 
deserves  who  takes  up  his  quarters  by  violence.  Credit  me,  it  is 
better  to  enjoy  the  good  which  God  sends  thee,  than  to  be  imperti- 
nently curious  how  it  comes.  Fill  thy  cup  and  welcome;  and  do  not, 
I  pray  thee,  by  farther  impertinent  inquiries  put  me  to  show  that 
thou  couldst  hardly  have  made  good  thy  lodging  had  I  been  earnest 
to  oppose  thee." 

"By  my  faith,"  said  the  knight,  "thoumakest  me  more  curious 
than  ever !  Thou  art  the  most  mysterious  hermit  I  ever  met ;  and 
I  will  know  more  of  thee  ere  we  part.  As  for  thy  threats,  know,  holy 
man,  thou  speakest  to  one  whose  trade  it  is  to  find  out  danger  wher- 
ever it  is  to  be  met  with." 

"  Sir  Sluggish  Knight,  I  drink  to  thee,"  said  the  hermit ;  "  respect- 
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ing  thy  valour  much,  but  deeming'  wondrous  slightly  of  thy  discretion. 
If  thou  wilt  take  equal  arms  with  me,  I  will  give  thee,  in  all  friend- 
ship and  brotherly  love,  such  sufficing  penance  and  complete  absolu- 
tion, that  thou  shalt  not  for  the  next  twelve  months  sin  the  sin  of 
excess  and  curiosity." 

The  knight  pledged  him,  and  desired  him  to  name  his  weapons. 

"  There  is  none,"  replied  the  hermit,  "  from  the  scissors  of  Delilah, 
and  the  tenpenny  nail  of  Jael,  to  the  scimitar  of  Goliah,  at  which  I 
am  not  a  match  for  thee — But  if  I  am  to  make  the  election,  what 
sayest  thou,  good  friend,  to  these  trinkets?" 

Thus  speaking,  he  opened  another  hutch,  and  took  out  from  it  a 
couple  of  broadswords  and  bucklers,  such  as  were  used  by  the  yeo- 
manry of  the  period.  The  knight,  who  watched  his  motions,  ob- 
served that  this  second  place  of  concealment  was  furnished  with  two 
or  three  good  longbows,  a  crossbow,  a  bundle  of  bolts  for  the  latter, 
and  half-a-dozen  sheaves  of  arrows  for  the  former.  A  harp,  and 
other  matters  of  very  uncanonical  appearance,  were  also  visible  when 
this  dark  recess  was  opened. 

"  I  promise  thee,  brother  Clerk,"  said  he,  "  I  will  ask  thee  no  more 
offensive  questions.  The  contents  of  that  cupboard  are  an  answer 
to  all  my  inquiries;  and  I  see  a  weapon  there"  (here  he  stooped  and 
took  out  the  harp)  "on  which  I  would  more  gladly  prove  my  skill 
with  thee,  than  at  the  sword  and  buckler." 

"  I  hope,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  hermit,  "  thou  hast  given  no  good 
reason  for  thy  surname  of  the  Sluggard.  I  do  promise  thee  I 
suspect  thee  grievously.  Nevertheless,  thou  art  my  guest,  and  I  will 
not  put  thy  manhood  to  the  proof  without  thine  own  free  will.  Sit 
thee  down,  then,  and  fill  thy  cup ;  let  us  drink,  sing,  and  be  merry. 
If  thou  knowest  ever  a  good  lay,  thou  shalt  be  welcome  to  a  nook  of 
pasty  at  Copmanhurst  so  long  as  I  serve  the  chapel  of  St  Dunstan, 
which,  please  God,  shall  be  till  I  change  my  grey  covering  for  one  of 
green  turf.  But  come,  fill  a  flagon,  for  it  will  crave  some  time  to 
tune  the  harp ;  and  nought  pitches  the  voice  and  sharpens  the  ear 
like  a  cup  of  wine.  For  my  part,  I  love  to  feel  the  grape  at  my  very 
finger  ends  before  they  make  the  harp  strings  tinkle." 1 

1  The  Jolly  Hermit. — All  readers,  however  slightly  acquainted  with  black 
letter,  must  recognise  in  the  Clerk  of  Copmanhurst,  Friar  Tuck,  the  buxom  Con- 
fessor of  Robin  Hood's  gang,  the  Curtal  Friar  of  Fountain's  Abbey. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

At  eve,  within  yon  studious  nook, 

I  ope  my  brass-embossed  book. 

Portray'd  with  many  a  holy  deed 

Of  martyrs  crown'd  with  heavenly  meed  ; 

Then,  as  my  taper  waxes  dim, 

Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  measured  hymn. 

Who  but  would  cast  his  pomp  away, 
To  take  my  staff  and  amice  grey. 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage, 
Prefer  the  peaceful  Hermitage  ? 

Warton. 

Notwithstanding  the  prescription  of  the  genial  hermit,  with 
which  his  guest  willingly  complied,  he  found  it  no  easy  matter  to 
bring  the  harp  to  harmony. 

"  Methinks,  holy  father,"  said  he,  "  the  instrument  wants  one  string, 
and  the  rest  have  been  somewhat  misused." 

"Ay,  mark'st  thou  that?"  replied  the  hermit;  "that  shows  thee  a 
master  of  the  craft.  Wine  and  wassail,"  he  added,  gravely  casting 
up  his  eyes — "  all  the  fault  of  wine  and  wassail ! — I  told  Allan-a-Dale, 
the  northern  minstrel,  that  he  would  damage  the  harp  if  he  touched 
it  after  the  seventh  cup,  but  he  would  not  be  controlled — Friend,  I 
drink  to  thy  successful  performance." 

So  saying,  he  took  off  his  cup  with  much  gravity,  at  the  same  time 
shaking  his  head  at  the  intemperance  of  the  Scottish  harper. 

The  knight,  in  the  mean  time,  had  brought  the  strings  into  some 
order,  and  after  a  short  prelude,  asked  his  host  whether  he  would 
choose  a  sirvente  in  the  language  of  oc,  or  a  lai  in  the  language  of 
oui,  or  a  virelai,  or  a  ballad  in  the  vulgar  English."  l 

"  A  ballad,  a  ballad,"  said  the  hermit,  "  against  all  the  ocs  and  outs 
of  France.  Downright  English  am  I,  Sir  Knight,  and  downright 
English  was  my  patron  St  Dunstan,  and  scorned  oc  and  oui,  as  he 
would  have  scorned  the  parings  of  the  devil's  hoof— downright  Eng- 
lish alone  shall  be  sung  in  this  cell." 

"  I  will  assay,  then,"  said  the  knight,  "  a  ballad  composed  by  a 
Saxon  glee-man,  whom  I  knew  in  Holy  Land." 

It  speedily  appeared  that,  if  the  knight  was  not  a  complete  master 
of  the  minstrel  art,  his  taste  for  it  had  at  least  been  cultivated  under 
the  best  instructors.  Art  had  taught  him  to  soften  the  faults  of  a 
voice  which  had  little  compass,  and  was  naturally  rough  rather  than 
mellow,  and,  in  short,  had  done  all  that  culture  can  do  in  supplying 
natural  deficiencies.  His  performance,  therefore,  might  have  been 
termed  very  respectable  by  abler  judges  than  the  hermit,  especially 
as  the  knight  threw  into  the  notes  now  a  degree  of  spirit,  and  now 
of  plaintive  enthusiasm,  which  gave  force  and  energy  to  the  verses 
which  he  sung. 

1  See  Note  D.     Minstrelsy. 
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THE  CRUSADER'S  RETURN. 

1. 
High  deeds  achieved  of  knightly  fame, 
From  Palestine  the  champion  came  ; 
The  cross  upon  his  shoulders  borne, 
Battle  and  blast  had  dimm'd  and  torn. 
Each  dint  upon  his  batter'd  shield 
Was  token  of  a  foughten  field  ; 
And  thus,  beneath  his  lady's  bower, 
He  sung,  as  fell  the  twilight  hour : — 

2. 
"  Joy  to  the  fair ! — thy  knight  behold, 
Return 'd  from  yonder  land  of  gold ; 
No  wealth  he  brings,  nor  wealth  can  need, 
Save  his  good  arms  and  battle-steed  ; 
His  spurs,  to  dash  against  a  foe, 
His  lance  and  sword  to  lay  him  low ; 
Such  all  the  trophies  of  bis  toil, 
Such — and  the  hope  of  Tekla's  smile ! 

3. 
"  Joy  to  the  fair  !  whose  constant  knight 
Her  favour  fired  to  feats  of  might ; 
Unnoted  shall  she  not  remain, 
Where  meet  the  bright  and  noble  train ; 
Minstrel  shall  sing  and  herald  tell — 
4  Mark  yonder  maid  of  beauty  well, 
Tis  she  for  whose  bright  eyes  was  won 
The  listed  field  at  Askalon  ! ' 

4. 
"  '  Note  well  her  smile  ! — it  edged  the  blade 
Which  fifty  wives  to  widows  made, 
When,  vain  his  strength  and  Mahound's  spell, 
Iconium's  turban'd  Soldan  fell. 
Seest  thou  her  locks,  whose  sunny  glow 
Half  shows,  half  shades,  her  neck  of  snow  ? 
Twines  not  of  them  one  golden  thread, 
But  for  its  sake  a  Paynim  bled.'" 

5. 
"  Joy  to  the  fair  ! — my  name  unknown, 
Each  deed,  and  all  its  praise  thine  own  : 
Then,  oh  !  unbar  this  churlish  gate. 
The  night  dew  falls,  the  hour  is  late. 
Inured  to  Syria's  glowing  breath, 
I  feel  the  north  breeze  chill  as  death  ; 
Let  grateful  love  quell  maiden  shame, 
And  grant  him  bliss  who  brings  thee  fame." 

During  this  performance,  the  hermit  demeaned  himself  much  like 
a  first-rate  critic  of  the  present  day  at  a  new  opera.  He  reclined 
back  upon  his  seat,  with  his  eyes  half  shut ;  now,  folding"  his  hands 
and  twisting  his  thumbs,  he  seemed  absorbed  in  attention,  and  anon, 
balancing  his  expanded  palms,  he  gently  flourished  them  in  time  to 
the  music.  At  one  or  two  favourite  cadences,  he  threw  in  a  little 
assistance  of  his  own,  where  the  knight's  voice  seemed  unable  to 
carry  the  air  so  high  as  his  worshipful  taste  approved.    When  the 
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song  was  ended,  the  anchorite  emphatically  declared  it  a  good  one, 
and  well  sung. 

"  And  yet,"  said  he,  "  I  think  my  Saxon  countrymen  had  herded 
long  enough  with  the  Normans,  to  fall  into  the  tone  of  their  melan- 
choly ditties.  What  took  the  honest  knight  from  home  ?  or  what 
could  he  expect  but  to  find  his  mistress  agreeably  engaged  with  a 
rival  on  his  return,  and  his  serenade,  as  they  call  it,  as  little  regarded 
as  the  caterwauling  of  a  cat  in  the  gutter  ?  Nevertheless,  Sir  Knight, 
I  drink  this  cup  to  thee,  to  the  success  of  all  true  lovers — I  fear  you 
are  none,"  he  added,  on  observing  that  the  knight  (whose  brain  began 
to  be  heated  with  these  repeated  draughts)  qualified  his  flagon  with 
the  water  pitcher. 

"  Why,"  said  the  knight,  "  did  you  not  tell  me  that  this  water  was 
from  the  well  of  your  blessed  patron,  St  Dunstan  ?  " 

"  Ay,  truly,"  said  the  hermit,  "  and  many  a  hundred  of  pagans  did 
he  baptise  there,  but  I  never  heard  that  he  drank  any  of  it.  Every- 
thing should  be  put  to  its  proper  use  in  this  world.  St  Dunstan 
knew,  as  well  as  any  one,  the  prerogatives  of  a  jovial  friar." 

And  so  saying,  he  reached  the  harp,  and  entertained  his  guest  with 
the  following  characteristic  song,  to  a  sort  of  derry-down  chorus, 
appropriate  to  an  old  English  ditty. * 

THE  BAREFOOTED  FRIAR. 

1. 
I'll  give  thee,  good  fellow,  a  twelvemonth  or  twain, 
To  search  Europe  through,  from  Byzantium  to  Spain  ; 
But  ne'er  shall  you  find,  should  you  search  till  you  tire, 
So  happy  a  man  as  the  Barefooted  Friar. 

2. 

Your  knight  for  his  lady  pricks  forth  in  career, 

And  is  brought  home  at  even-song  prick 'd  through  with  a  spear ; 

I  confess  him  in  haste — for  his  lady  desires 

No  comfort  on  earth  save  the  Barefooted  Friar's. 

3. 
Your  monarch? — Pshaw  !  many  a  prince  has  been  known 
To  barter  his  robes  for  our  cowl  and  our  gown, 
But  which  of  us  e'er  felt  the  idle  desire 
To  exchange  for  a  crown  the  gray  hood  of  a  Friar  ! 

4. 
The  Friar  has  walk'd  out,  and  where'er  he  has  gone, 
The  land  and  its  fatness  is  mark'd  for  his  own  ; 
He  can  roam  where  he  lists,  he  can  stop  when  he  tires, 
For  every  man's  house  i3  the  Barefooted  Friar's. 

5. 
He's  expected  at  noon,  and  no  wight  till  he  comes 
May  profane  the  great  chair,  or  the  porridge  of  plums ; 
For  the  best  of  the  cheer,  and  the  seat  by  the  fire, 
Is  the  undenied  right  of  the  Barefooted  Friar. 


i  It  may  be  proper  to  remind  the  reader,  that  the  chorus  of  M  derry  down"  is 
supposed  to  be  as  ancient,  not  only  as  the  times  of  the  Heptarchy,  but  as  those  of 
the  Druids,  and  to  have  furnished  the  chorus  to  the  hymns  of  those  venerable  persons  I 
when  they  went  to  the  wood  to  gather  mistletoe. 
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He's  expected  at  night,  and  the  pasty's  made  hot, 
They  broach  the  brown  ale,  and  they  fill  the  black  pot, 
And  the  goodwife  would  wish  the  goodman  in  the  mire, 
Ere  he  lack'd  a  soft  pillow,  the  Barefooted  Friar. 

7. 
Long  flourish  the  sandal,  the  cord,  and  the  cope, 
The  dread  of  the  devil  and  trust  of  the  Pope ; 
For  to  gather  life's  roses,  unscathed  by  the  briar, 
Is  granted  alone  to  the  Barefooted  Friar. 

"  By  my  troth,"  said  the  knight,  "  thou  hast  sung  well  and  lustily, 
and  in  high  praise  of  thine  order.  And,  talking  of  the  devil,  Holy 
Clerk,  are  you  not  afraid  he  may  pay  you  a  visit  during  some  of  your 
un canonical  pastimes  ? n 

"  I  uncanonical ! "  answered  the  hermit ;  "  I  scorn  the  charge — I 
scorn  it  with  my  heels ! — I  serve  the  duty  of  my  chapel  duly  and 
truly — Two  masses  daily,  morning  and  evening,  primes,  noons,  and 
vespers,  aves,  credos,  paters " 

"Excepting  moonlight  nights,  when  the  venison  is  in  season," 
said  his  guest. 

" Exceptis  excipiendis"  replied  the  hermit,  "as  our  old  abbot 
taught  me  to  say,  when  impertinent  laymen  should  ask  me  if  I  kept 
every  punctilio  of  mine  order." 

"  True,  holy  father,"  said  the  knight ;  "  but  the  devil  is  apt  to  keep 
an  eye  on  such  exceptions  ;  he  goes  about,  thou  knowest,  like  a  roar- 
ing lion." 

"  Let  him  roar  here,  if  he  dares,"  said  the  friar ;  "  a  touch  of  my 
cord  will  make  him  roar  as  loud  as  the  tongs  of  St  Dunstan  himself 
did.  I  never  feared  man,  and  I  as  little  fear  the  devil  and  his  imps. 
Saint  Dunstan,  Saint  Dubric,  Saint  Winibald,  Saint  Winifred,  Saint 
Swibert,  Saint  Willick,  not  forgetting  Saint  Thomas  a  Kent,  and  my 
own  poor  merits  to  speed,  I  defy  every  devil  of  them,  come  cut  and 
long  tail. — But  to  let  you  into  a  secret,  I  never  speak  upon  such  sub- 
jects, my  friend,  until  after  morning  vespers." 

He  changed  the  conversation ;  fast  and  furious  grew  the  mirth  of 
the^  parties,  and  many  a  song  was  exchanged  betwixt  them,  when 
,heir  revels  were  interrupted  by  a  loud  knocking  at  the  door  of  the 
hermitage. 

The  occasion  of  this  interruption  we  can  only  explain  by  resuming 
the  adventures  of  another  set  of  our  characters ;  for,  like  Old 
Ariosto,  we  do  not  pique  ourselves  upon  continuing  uniformly  to 
keep  company  with  any  one  personage  of  our  drama. 


122 


IVANHOE. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  way !  our  journey  lies  through  dell  and  dingle, 
Where  the  blithe  fawn  trips  by  its  timid  mother, 
Where  the  broad  oak,  with  intercepting  boughs, 
Chequers  the  sunbeam  in  the  greensward  alloy- 
Up  and  away  !-for  lovely  paths  are  these 
To  tread,  when  the  glad  sun  is  on  his  throne  ; 
£ess  pleasant,  and  less  safe  when  Cynthia  s  lamp 
With  doubtful  glimmer  light,  the  dreary  forest,^  ^^ 

When  Cedric  the  Saxon  saw  his  son  drop  down  .senseless  m  the 
lists  at  Ashbv  his  first  impulse  was  to  order  him  into  the  custody 
and  carfof  Ins  own  attendants,  but  the  words  choked  in  his  throat 
Hecould  no  tei  himself  to  Acknowledge,  in  presence  of  such  an 
assemb  v  the  son  whom  he  had  renounced  and  disinher  ted.  He 
ordered  however,  Oswald  to  keep  an  eye  upon  him ;  and  directed 
that  office^,  wX  wo  of  his  serfs,  to  convey  Ivanhoe  to  Ashby  as  soon 
as  the  crowd  had  dispersed  Oswald,  however  was  anticipated Un 
this  good  office.    The  crowd  dispersed,  indeed,  but  the  knight  was 

n0iVnhwast0inevSainnthat  Cedric's  cupbearer  looked  around  for  his 
young  master-he  saw  the  bloody  spot  on  which  he  had  late y  sunk 
"down,  but  himself  he  saw  no  longer;  *^$£rdt£%£?™^& 
conveved  him  from  the  spot.  Perhaps  Oswald  (for  the  feaxons  were 
very  supersUt  ous)  mignt  have  adopted  some  such  hypothesis  to 
IccLntPfor  Ivanhoe's  disappearance,  had  he  not  suddenly  cast  his 
eve  uwn  a  person  attired  nie  a  squire,  in  whom  he  recognised  the 
flatmes  of  his  fellow-servant  Gurth.  Anxious  concerning  his 
maS  fate,  and  in  despair  at  his  sudden  ^«*e= 
lated  swineherd  was  searching  for  him  everywhere,  and  had  neglected, 
in  doing  so,  the  concealment  on  which  Ins  °wn  safety  depended- 
Oswald  deemed  it  his  duty  to  secure  Gurth,  as  a  fugitive  of  whose 

fate  his  master  was  to  judge.  Tv-.nV.ne  the  onlv 

Renewing  his  inquiries  concerning  the  fate  of  I™nhoe>  the  omy 
information  which  the  cupbearer  could  collect  from  th, bys tenders, 
was,  that  the  knight  had  been  raised  with  care  ft,^"  ^f™™ 
grooms,  and  placed  in  a  litter  be  onging  to >a  lady ^mong the  spec 
tutors  which  had  immediately  transported  him  out  ot  the  press.! 
oSronTeceiving  this  tod^r^*"^j^ 
ter  for  farther  instructions,  carrying  along  ™a  !^  jMffi.m  hC 
considered  in  some  sort  as  a  deserter  from  the  service  ot  Cedric. 

The  Saxon  had  been  under  very  intense  and  agonising  apprehen- 
sions concerning  his  son;  for  Nature  had  asserted  her  nghte,  8 
suite  of  he  parTotic  stoicism  which  laboured  to  disown  her.  But  nc 
sooner  was  he  informed  that  Ivanhoe  was  in  careful,  and  probably  | 
fSyXnds,  than  the  paternal  anxiety  which ^had  been  excited  b 

whose  sake  he  encountered  them.    He  is  htter  to  do  the  ju&amu 
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tricks  of  the  Norman  chivalry  than  to  maintain  the  fame  and  honour 
of  his  English  ancestry  with  the  glaive  and  brown-bill,  the  good  old 
weapons  of  his  country." 

"  If,  to  maintain  the  honour  of  ancestry,"  said  Rowena,  who  was 
present,  "  it  is  sufficient  to  be  wise  in  council  and  brave  in  execution 
—to  be  boldest  among  the  bold,  and  gentlest  among  the  gentle  I 
know  no  voice,  save  his  father's " 

"Be  silent,  Lady  Rowena!— on  this  subject  only  I  hear  you  not 
Prepare  yourself  for  the  Prince's  festival :  we  have  been  summoned 
thither  with  unwonted  circumstance  of  honour  and  of  courtesy,  such 
as  the  haughty  Normans  have  rarely  used  to  our  race  since  the  fatal 
day  of  Hastings.  Thither  will  I  go,  were  it  only  to  show  there  proud 
Normans  how  little  the  fate  of  a  son,  who  could  defeat  their  bravest 
can  affect  a  Saxon." 

"  Thither,"  said  Rowena,  "  do  I  not  go ;  and  I  pray  you  to  beware, 
lest  what  you  mean  for  courage  and  obstinacy,  shall  be  accounted 
hardness  of  heart." 

a  "  Remain  at  home,  then,  ungrateful  lady,"  answered  Cedric ;  "  thine 
is  the  hard  heart,  which  can  sacrifice  the  weal  of  an  oppressed  people 
to  an  idle  and  unauthorised  attachment.  I  seek  the  noble  Athelstane 
and  with  him  attend  the  banquet  of  John  of  Anjou." 

He  went  accordingly  to  the  banquet,  of  which  we  have  already 
mentioned  the  principal  events.  Immediately  upon  retiring  from 
the  castle,  the  Saxon  thanes,  with  their  attendants,  took  horse  •  and 
it  was  during  the  bustle  which  attended  their  doing  so  that  Cedric  for 
the  first  time,  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  deserter  Gurth.  The  noble 
Saxon  had  returned  from  the  banquet,  as  we  have  seen,  in  no  very 
placid  humour,  and  wanted  but  a  pretext  for  wreaking  his  ano-er 
upon  some  one.  "The  gyves!"  he  said,  "the  gyves !— Oswald- 
Hun  dibert!— Dogs  and  villains!— why  leave  ye  the  knave  unfet- 
tered ?  ' 

Without  daring  to  remonstrate,  the  companions  of  Gurth  bound 
him  with  a  halter,  as  the  readiest  cord  which  occurred.  He  sub- 
mitted to  the  operation  without  remonstrance,  except  that,  darting  a 
Reproachful  look  at  his  master,  he  said,  "  This  comes  of  loving  your 
nesh  and  blood  better  than  mine  own." 

"  To  horse,  and  forward !  "  said  Cedric. 

"It  is  indeed  full  time,"  said  the  noble  Athelstane;  "for,  if  we 
•ide  not  the  faster,  the  worthy  Abbot  Waltheoff's  preparations  for  a 
:ere-supper x  will  be  altogether  spoiled." 

^lx^r.r?v^111,er?'  however,  used  such  speed  as  to  reach  the  convent 
ot  St  Withold  s  before  the  apprehended  evil  took  place.  The  Abbot, 
nimselt  of  ancient  Saxon  descent,  received  the  noble  Saxons  with  the 
protuse  and  exuberant  hospitality  of  their  nation,  wherein  they  in- 
dulged to  a  late,  or  rather  an  early  hour ;  nor  did  they  take  leave  of 
their  reverend  host  the  next  morning  until  they  had  shared  with  him 
■a  sumptuous  refection. 

As  the  cavalcade  left  the  court  of  the  monastery,  an  incident  hap- 
pened somewhat  alarming  to  the  Saxons,  who,  of  all  people  of  Europe, 

i  A  rere-supper  was  a  night  meal,  and  sometimes  signified  a  collation,  which 
iwas  given  at  a  late  hour,  after  the  regular  supper  had  made  its  appearance.- L.  T. 
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were  most  addicted  to  a  superstitious  observance  of  omens,  and  to 
whose  opinions  can  be  traced  most  of  those  notions  upon  such  subjects, 
still  to  be  found  among  our  popular  antiquities.  For,  the  Normans 
beinsr  a  mixed  race,  and  better  informed  according  to  the  informa- 
tion of  the  times,  had  lost  most  of  the  superstitious  prejudices  which 
their  ancestors  had  brought  from  Scandinavia,  and  piqued  them- 
selves upon  thinking  freely  on  such  topics. 

In  the  present  instance,  the  apprehension  of  impending  evil  was 
inspired  bv  no  less  respectable  a  prophet  than  a  large  lean  black  dog, 
which,  sitting  upright,  howled  most  piteous  y  as  the  foremost  riders 
left  the  gatetana  presently  afterwards,  barking  wildly,  and  jumping 
to  and  fro,  seemed  bent  upon  attaching  itself  to  the  party. 

"  I  like  not  that  music,  father  Cedric,"  said  Athelstane ;  for  by  this 
title  of  respect  he  was  accustomed  to  address  him. 

«  Nor  I  either,  uncle,"  said  Wamba ;  *  I  greatly  fear  we  shall  have 

t0"  In  my  mmd)'  said  Athelstane,  upon  whose  memory  the  Abbot's 
jrood  ale  (for  Burton  was  already  famous  for  that  genial  liquor)  had 
made  a  favourable  impression,— "  in  my  mind  we  had  better  turn 
back,  and  abide  with  the  Abbot  until  the  afternoon.  It  is  unlucky 
to  travel  where  your  path  is  crossed  by  a  monk,  a  hare,  or  a  Howling 
doff,  until  you  have  eaten  your  next  meal/' 

''Away!"  said  Cedric,  impatiently:  "the  day  is  already  too  short 
for  our  journey.  For  the  dog,  I  know  it  to  be  the  cur  of  the  run- 
away slave  Gurth,  a  useless  fugitive  like  its  master. 

So  saying,  and  rising  at  the  same  time  m  his  stirrups,  impatient  at 
the  interruption  of  his  journey,  he  launched  his  javelin  at  poor  Fangs 
—for  Fangs  it  was,  who,  having  traced  his  master  thus  far  upon  his 
stolen  expedition,  had  here  lost  him,  and  was  now,  m  his  uncouth 
way,  rejoicing  at  his  reappearance.  The  javelin  inflicted  a  wound 
upon  the  animal's  shoulder,  and  narrowly  missed  pinning  him  to  the 
earth;  and  Fangs  fled  howling  from  the  presence  of  the  enraged 
thane!  Gurth's heart  swelled  within  him  ;  for  he  felt  this  meditated 
slaughter  of  his  faithful  adherent  in  a  degree  much  deeper  than  the 
harsh  treatment  he  had  himself  received.  Having  in  vain  attempted 
to  raise  his  hand  to  his  eyes,  he  said  to  Wamba  who,  seeing  his 
master's  ill  humour,  had  prudently  retreated  to  the  rear,  I  pray 
thee,  do  me  the  kindness  to  wipe  my  eyes  with  the  skirt  of  thyma^4 
tie ;  the  dust  offends  me,  and  these  bonds  will  not  let  me  help  myself 
one  way  or  another."  .      . ,    ,      .-, 

Wamba  did  him  the  service  he  required,  and  they  rode  side  by  side 
for  some  time,  during  which  Gurth  maintained  a  moody  silence.  At 
length  he  could  repress  his  feelings  no  longer. 

"Friend  Wamba,"  said  he,  "  of  all  those  who  are  fools  enough  to 
serve  Cedric,  thou  alone  hast  dexterity  enough  to .make  thy .tolly 
acceptable  to  him.  Go  to  him,  therefore,  and  tell  him  that  neithe 
for  love  nor  fear  will  Gurth  serve  him  longer  He  may  strike  the 
head  from  me  — lie  may  scourge  me  — he  may  load  me  with  irons- 1 
but  henceforth  he  shall  never  compel  me  either  to  love  or  to  obei 
him.  Go  to  him,  then,  and  tell  him  that  Gurth  the  son  of  BeowulptJ 
renounces  his  service  " 
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"  Assuredly,"  said  Wamba,  "  fool  as  I  am,  I  shall  not  do  your  fool's 
errand.  Cedric  hath  another  javelin  stuck  into  his  girdle,  and  thou 
knowest  he  does  not  always  miss  his  mark." 

"  I  care  not,"  replied  Gurth,  "  how  soon  he  makes  a  mark  of  me. 
Yesterday  he  left  Wilfred,  my  young  master,  in  his  blood.  To-day 
he  has  striven  to  kill  before  my  face  the  only  other  living  creature 
that  ever  showed  me  kindness.  By  St  Edmund,  St  Dunstan,  St 
Withold,  St  Edward  the  Confessor,  and  every  other  Saxon  saint  in 
the  calendar  "  (for  Cedric  never  swore  by  any  that  was  not  of  Saxon 
lineage,  and  all  his  household  had  the  same  limited  devotion),  "  I  will 
never  forgive  him !  " 

"  To  my  thinking  now,"  said  the  Jester,  who  was  frequently  wont 
to  act  as  peacemaker  in  the  family,  "  our  master  did  not  propose  to 
hurt  Fangs,  but  only  to  affright  him.  For,  if  you  observed,  he  rose 
in  his  stirrups,  as  thereby  meaning  to  overcast  the  mark ;  and  so  he 
would  have  done,  but  Fangs  happening  to  bound  up  at  the  very 
moment,  received  a  scratch,  which  I  will  be  bound  to  heal  with  a 
penny's  breadth  of  tar." 

"If  I  thought  so,"  said  Gurth—" if  I  could  but  think  so —but 
no — I  saw  the  javelin  was  well  aimed  —  I  heard  it  whizz  through 
the  air  with  all  the  wrathful  malevolence  of  him  who  cast  it,  and  it 
cmivered  after  it  had  pitched  in  the  ground,  as  if  with  regret  for  hav- 
ing missed  its  mark.  By  the  hog  dear  to  St  Anthony,  I  renounce 
him ! " 

And  the  indignant  swineherd  resumed  his  sullen  silence,  which  no 
efforts  of  the  Jester  could  again  induce  him  to  break. 

Meanwhile  Cedric  and  Athelstane,  the  leaders  of  the  troop,  con- 
versed together  on  the  state  of  the  land,  on  the  dissensions  of  the 
royal  family,  on  the  feuds  and  quarrels  among  the  Norman  nobles, 
and  on  the  chance  which  there  was  that  the  oppressed  Saxons  might 
be  able  to  free  themselves  from  the  yoke  of  tne  Normans,  or  at  least 
to  elevate  themselves  into  national  consequence  and  independence, 
during  the  civil  convulsions  which  were  likely  to  ensue.  On  this 
subject  Cedric  was  all  animation.  The  restoration  of  the  indepen- 
dence of  his  race  was  the  idol  of  his  heart,  to  which  he  had  willingly 
sacrificed  domestic  happiness  and  the  interests  of  his  son.  But,  in 
>rder  to  achieve  this  great  revolution  in  favour  of  the  native  English, 
t  was  necessary  that  they  should  be  united  among  themselves,  and 
ict  under  an  acknowledged  head.  The  necessity  of  choosing  their 
chief  from  the  Saxon  blood-royal  was  not  only  evident  in  itself,  but 
had  been  made  a  solemn  condition  by  those  whom  Cedric  had  intrusted 
with  his  secret  plans  and  hopes.  Athelstane  had  this  quality  at  least ; 
and  though  he  had  few  mental  accomplishments  or  talents  to  recom- 
mend him  as  a  leader,  he  had  still  a  goodly  person,  was  no  coward, 
had  been  accustomed  to  martial  exercises,  and  seemed  willing  to 
defer  to  the  advice  of  counsellors  more  wise  than  himself.  Above 
all,  he  was  known  to  be  liberal  and  hospitable,  and  believed  to  be 
good-natured.  But  whatever  pretensions  Athelstane  had  to  be  con- 
sidered as  head  of  the  Saxon  confederacy,  many  of  that  nation  were 
disposed  to  prefer  to  his  the  title  of  the  Lady  Rowena,  who  drew  her 
descent  from  Alfred,  and  whose  father,  having  been  a  chief  renowned 
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for  wisdom,  courage,  and  generosity,  his  memory  was  highly  honoured 
by  his  oppressed  countrymen. 

It  would  have  been  no  difficult  thing  for  Cedric,  had  he  been  so 
disposed,  to  have  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  a  third  party,  as  for- 
midable at  least  as  any  of  the  others.  To  counterbalance  their  royal 
descent,  he  had  courage,  activity,  energy,  and,  above  all,  that  devoted 
attachment  to  the  cause  which  had  procured  him  the  epithet  of  The 
Saxon,  and  his  birth  was  inferior  to  none,  excepting  only  that  of 
Athelstane  and  his  ward.  These  qualities,  however,  were  unalloyed 
by  the  slightest  shade  of  selfishness ;  and,  instead  of  dividing  yet  far- 
ther his  weakened  nation  by  forming  a  faction  of  his  own,  it  was  a 
leading  part  of  Cedric's  plan  to  extinguish  that  which  already  exist- 
ed, by  promoting  a  marriage  betwixt  Rowena  and  Athelstane.  An 
obstacle  occurred  to  this  his  favourite  project,  in  the  mutual  attach- 
ment of  his  ward  and  his  son;  and  hence  the  original  cause  of  the 
banishment  of  Wilfred  from  the  house  of  his  father. 

This  stern  measure  Cedric  had  adopted,  in  hopes  that,  during  Wil- 
fred's absence,  Rowena  might  relinquish  her  preference,  but  in  this 
hope  he  was  disappointed ;  a  disappointment  which  might  be  attri- 
buted in  part  to  the  mode  in  which  his  ward  had  been  educated. 
Cedric,  to  whom  the  name  of  Alfred  was  as  that  of  a  deity,  had 
treated  the  sole  remaining  scion  of  that  great  monarch  with  a  degree 
of  observance,  such  as,  perhaps,  was  in  those  days  scarce  paid  to  an 
acknowledged  princess.  Rowena' s  will  had  been  in  almost  all  cases 
a  law  to  his  household ;  and  Cedric  himself,  as  if  determined  that  her 
sovereignty  should  be  fully  acknowledged  within  that  little  circle  at 
least,  seemed  to  take  a  pride  in  acting  as  the  first  of  her  subjects. 
Thus  trained  in  the  exercise  not  only  of  free  will,  but  despotic  autho- 
rity, Rowena  was,  by  her  previous  education,  disposed  both  to  resist 
and  to  resent  any  attempt  to  control  her  affections,  or  dispose  of  her 
hand  contrary  to  her  inclinations,  and  to  assert  her  independence  in 
a  case  in  which  even  those  females  who  have  been  trained  up  to 
obedience  and  subjection,  are  not  unfrequently  apt  to  dispute  the 
authority  of  guardians  and  parents.  The  opinions  which  she  felt 
strongly,  she  avowed  boldly ;  and  Cedric,  who  could  not  free  himself 
from  his  habitual  deference  to  her  opinions,  felt  totally  at  a  loss  how! 
to  enforce  his  authority  of  guardian. 

It  was  in  vain  that  he  attempted  to  dazzle  her  with  the  prospect] 
of  a  visionary  throne.  Rowena,  who  possessed  strong  sense,  neitherj 
considered  his  plan  as  practicable,  nor  as  desirable,  so  far  as  she  was] 
concerned,  could  it  have  been  achieved.  Without  attempting  to  con- 
ceal her  avowed  preference  of  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe,  she  declared  that, 
were  that  favoured  knight  out  of  question,  she  would  rather  take 
refuge  in  a  convent,  than  share  a  throne  with  Athelstane,  whom! 
having  always  despised,  she  now  began,  on  account  of  the  trouble! 
she  received  on  his  account,  thoroughly  to  detest. 

Nevertheless,  Cedric,  whose  opinion  of  woman's  constancy  was  fai| 
from  strong,  persisted  in  using  every  means  in  his  power  to  briw 
about  the  proposed  match,  in  which  he  conceived  he  was  rendering 
an  important  service  to  the  Saxon  cause.     The  sudden  and  romanti* 
appearance  of  his  son  in  the  lists  at  Ashby,  he  had  justly  regarded  ai 
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almost  a  death's  blow  to  his  hopes.  His  paternal  affection,  it  is  true, 
had  for  an  instant  gained  the  victory  over  pride  and  patriotism ;  but 
both  had  returned  in  full  force,  and  under  their  joint  operation,  he 
was  now  bent  upon  making-  a  determined  effort  for  the  union  of 
Athelstane  and  Rowena,  together  with  expediting  those  other  mea- 
sures which  seemed  necessary  to  forward  the  restoration  of  Saxon 
independence. 

On  this  last  subject,  he  was  now  labouring'  with  Athelstane,  not  with- 
out having  reason,  every  now  and  then,  to  lament  like  Hotspur,  that 
he  should  have  moved  such  a  dish  of  skimmed  milk  to  so  honourable 
an  action.  Athelstane,  it  is  true,  was  vain  enough,  and  loved  to  have 
his  ears  tickled  with  tales  of  his  high  descent,  and  of  his  right  by 
inheritance  to  homage  and  sovereignty.  But  his  petty  vanity  was 
sufficiently  gratified  by  receiving  this  homage  at  the  hands  of  his 
immediate  attendants,  and  of  the  Saxons  who  approached  him.  If 
he  had  the  courage  to  encounter  danger,  he  at  least  hated  the  trouble 
of  going  to  seek  it ;  and  while  he  agreed  in  the  general  principles 
laid  down  by  Cedric  concerning-  the  claim  of  the  Saxons  to  inde- 
pendence, and  was  still  more  easily  convinced  of  his  own  title  to 
reign  over  them  when  that  independence  should  be  attained,  yet 
when  the  means  of  asserting  these  rights  came  to  be  discussed,  he 
was  still  "Athelstane  the  Unready,"  slow,  irresolute,  procrastinating-, 
and  unenterprising.  The  warm  and  impassioned  exhortations  of 
Cedric  had  as  little  effect  upon  his  impassive  temper,  as  red-hot  balls 
alighting  in  the  water,  which  produce  a  little  sound  and  smoke,  and 
are  instantly  extinguished. 

m  If,  leaving  this  task,  which  might  be  compared  to  spurring-  a  tired 
jade,  or  to  hammering  upon  cold  iron,  Cedric  fell  back  to  his  ward 
Rowena,  he  received  little  more  satisfaction  from  conferring  with 
her;  for,  as  his  presence  interrupted  the  discourse  between  the 
Sr-L  j  T^er  favourite  attendant  upon  the  g-allantry  and  fate  of 
Wilfred,  Elgitha  failed  not  to  revenge  both  her  mistress  and  herself, 
by  recurring-  to  the  overthrow  of  Athelstane  in  the  lists,  the  most 
disagreeable  subject  which  could  greet  the  ears  of  Cedric.     To  this 

turdy  Saxon,  therefore,  the  day's  journev  was  fraught  with  all 
manner  of  displeasure  and  discomfort ;  so  that  he  more  than  once 
Mternally  cursed  the  tournament,  and  him  who  had  proclaimed  it, 

ogether  with  his  own  folly  in  ever  thinking-  of  g-oing  thither. 

Afc11nooJnJ,uP°n  tne  motion  of  Athelstane,  the  travellers  paused  in  a 
Woodland  shade  by  a  fountain,  to  repose  their  horses  and  partake  of 
some  provisions,  with  which  the  hospitable  Abbot  had  loaded  a 
Isumpter  mule.  Their  repast  was  a  pretty  long-  one;  and  these 
jUeveral  interruptions  rendered  it  impossible  for  them  to  hope  to 
j  reach  Rotherwood  without  travelling  all  night,  a  conviction  which 
^induced  them  to  proceed  on  their  way  at  a  more  hasty  pace  than 
Ithey  had  hitherto  used. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

A  train  of  armed  men,  some  noble  dame 
Escorting  (so  their  scatter'd  words  discover'd, 
As  unperceived  I  hung  upon  their  rear), 
Are  close  at  hand,  and  mean  to  pass  the  night 
Within  the  castle. 

Orra,  a  Tragedy. 

The  travellers  had  now  reached  the  verge  of  the  wooded  country, 
and  were  about  to  plunge  into  its  recesses,  held  dangerous  at  that 
time  from  the  number  of  outlaws  whom  oppression  and  poverty  had 
driven  to  despair,  and  who  occupied  the  forests  in  such  large  bands 
as  could  easily  bid  defiance  to  the  feeble  police  of  the  period.  From 
these  rovers,  however,  notwithstanding  the  lateness  of  the  hour, 
Cedric  and  Athelstane  accounted  themselves  secure,  as  they  had  in 
attendance  ten  servants,  besides  ^Wamba  and  Gurth,  whose  aid  could 
not  be  counted  upon,  the  one  being  a  jester  and  the  other  a  captive. 
It  may  be  added,  that  in  travelling  thus  late  through  the  forest, 
Cedric  and  Athelstane  relied  on  their  descent  and  character,  as  well 
as  their  courage.  The  outlaws,  whom  the  severity  of  the  forest  laws 
had  reduced  to  this  roving  and  desperate  mode  of  life,  were  chiefly 
peasants  and  yeomen  of  Saxon  descent,  and  were  generally  supposed 
to  respect  the  persons  and  property  of  their  countrymen. 

As  the  travellers  journeyed  on  their  way,  they  were  alarmed  by 
repeated  cries  for  assistance ;  and  when  they  rode  up  to  the  place 
from  whence  they  came,  they  were  surprised  to  find  a  horse-litter 
placed  upon  the  ground,  beside  which  sat  a  young  woman,  richly 
dressed  in  the  Jewish  fashion,  while  an  old  man,  whose  yellow  cap 
proclaimed  him  to  belong  to  the  same  nation,  walked  up  and  down 
with  gestures  expressive  of  the  deepest  despair,  and  wrung  his  hands, 
as  if  affected  by  some  strange  disaster. 

To  the  inquiries  of  Athelstane  and  Cedric,  the  old  Jew  could  for 
some  time  only  answer  by  invoking  the  protection  of  all  the  patri- 
archs of  the  Old  Testament  successively  against  the  sons  of  Ishmael, 
who  were  coming  to  smite  them,  hip  and  thigh,  with  the  edge  of  the 
sword.  When  he  began  to  come  to  himself  out  of  this  agony  of  j 
terror,  Isaac  of  York  (for  it  was  our  old  friend)  was  at  length  able 
to  explain,  that  he  had  hired  a  body-guard  of  six  men  at  Ashby,  to- 
gether with  mules  for  carrying  the  litter  of  a  sick  friend.  This  party] 
had  undertaken  to  escort  nim  as  far  as  Doncaster.  They  had  cornel 
thus  far  in  safety ;  but  having  received  information  from  a  wood-| 
cutter  that  there  was  a  strong  band  of  outlaws  lying  in  wait  in  thel 
woods  before  them,  Isaac's  mercenaries  had  not  only  taken  flightj 
but  had  carried  off  with  them  the  horses  which  bore  the  litter,  andl 
left  the  Jew  and  his  daughter  without  the  means  either  of  defence  or|| 
of  retreat,  to  be  plundered,  and  probably  murdered,  by  the  banditti! 
who  they  expected  every  moment  would  bring  down  upon  themj 
"Would  it  but  please  your  valours,"  added  Isaac,  in  a  tone  of  deepl 
humiliation,  "to  nermit  the  poor  Jews  to  travel  under  your  safeJ 
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guard,  I  swear  by  the  tables  of  our  law,  that  never  has  favour  been 
conferred  upon  a  child  of  Israel  since  the  days  of  our  captivity,  which 
shall  be  more  gratefully  acknowledged." 

"  Dog*  of  a  Jew  1"  said  Athelstane,  whose  memory  was  of  that  petty 
kind  which  stores  up  trifles  of  all  kinds,  but  particularly  trifling 
offences,  "  dost  not  remember  how  thou  didst  beard  us  in  the  gallery 
at  the  tilt-yard  ?  Fight  or  flee,  or  compound  with  the  outlaws  as 
thou  dost  list,  ask  neither  aid  nor  company  from  us  ;  and  if  they  rob 
only  such  as  thee,  who  rob  all  the  world,  I,  for  mine  own  share,  shall 
hold  them  right  honest  folk." 

Cedric  did  not  assent  to  the  severe  proposal  of  his  companion. 
"We  shall  do  better,"  said  he,  " to  leave  them  two  of  our  attendants 
and  two  horses  to  convey  them  back  to  the  next  village.  It  will 
diminish  our  strength  but  little ;  and  with  your  good  sword,  noble 
Athelstane,  and  the  aid  of  those  who  remain,  it  will  be  light  work  for 
us  to  face  twenty  of  those  runagates." 

Rowena,  somewhat  alarmed  by  the  mention  of  outlaws  in  force, 
and  so  near  them,  strongly  seconded  the  proposal  of  her  guardian  ; 
but  Rebecca,  suddenly  quitting  her  dejected  posture,  and  making 
her  way  through  the  attendants  to  the  palfrey  of  the  Saxon  lady, 
knelt  down,  and,  after  the  Oriental  fashion  in  addressing  superiors, 
kissed  the  hem  of  Rowena's  garment.  Then  rising,  and  throwing 
back  her  veil,  she  implored  her,  in  the  great  name  of  the  God  whom 
they  both  worshipped,  and  by  that  revelation  of  the  Law  upon 
Mount  Sinai,  in  which  they  both  believed,  that  she  would  have  com- 
passion upon  them,  and  suffer  them  to  go  forward  under  their  safe- 
guard. "  It  is  not  for  myself  that  I  pray  this  favour,"  said  Rebecca ; 
i  nor  is  it  even  for  that  poor  old  man.  I  know,  that  to  wrong  and  to 
spoil  our  nation  is  a  light  fault,  if  not  a  merit  with  the  Christians ; 
and  what  is  it  to  us  whether  it  be  done  in  the  city,  in  the  desert,  or 
in  the  field  ?  But  it  is  in  the  name  of  one  dear  to  many,  and  dear 
even  to  you,  that  I  beseech  you  to  let  this  sick  person  be  transported 
with  care  and  tenderness  under  your  protection  ;  for,  if  evil  chance 
him,  the  last  moment  of  your  life  would  be  imbittered  with  regret 
for  denying  that  which  I  ask  of  you." 

The  noble  and  solemn  air  with  which  Rebecca  made  this  appeal, 
gave  it  double  weight  with  the  fair  Saxon. 

"  The  man  is  old  and  feeble,"  she  said  to  her  guardian,  "  the 
maiden  young  and  beautiful,  their  friend  sick  and  in  peril  of  his  life 
—Jews  though  they  be,  we  cannot  as  Christians  leave  them  in  thi3 
extremity.  Let  them  unload  two  of  the  sumpter-mules,  and  put  the 
baggage  behind  two  of  the  serfs.  The  mules  may  transport  the  litter, 
and  we  have  led  horses  for  the  old  man  and  his  daughter." 

Cedric  readily  assented  to  what  she  proposed,  and  Athelstane  only 
added  the  condition,  "  that  they  should  travel  in  the  rear  of  the 
whole  party,  where  Wamba,"  he  said,  "  might  attend  them  with  his 
shield  of  boar's  brawn." 

"  I  have  left  my  shield  in  the  tilt-yard,"  answered  the  Jester,  "  as 
has  been  the  fate  of  many  a  better  knight  than  myself." 

Athelstane  coloured  deeply,  for  such  had  been  his  own  fate  on  the 
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last  day  of  the  tournament ;  while  Rowena,  who  was  pleased  in  the 
same  proportion,  as  if  to  make  amends  for  the  brutal  jest  of  her  un- 
feeling" suitor,  requested  Rebecca  to  ride  by  her  side. 

"It  were  not  fit  I  should  do  so,"  answered  Rebecca,  with  proud 
humility,  "  where  my  society  might  be  held  a  disgrace  to  my  protect- 
ress." 

By  this  time  the  change  of  baggage  was  hastily  achieved ;  for  the 
single  word  "  outlaws"  rendered  every  one  sufficiently  alert,  and  the 
approach  of  twilight  made  the  sound  yet  more  impressive.  Amid  the 
bustle,  Gurth  was  taken  from-  horseback,  in  the  course  of  which  re- 
moval lie  prevailed  upon  the  Jester  to  slack  the  cord  with  which  his 
arms  were  bound.  It  was  so  negligently  refastened,  perhaps  inten- 
tionally, on  the  part  of  Wamba,  that  Gurth  found  no  difficulty  in 
freeing  his  arms  altogether  from  bondage,  and  then,  gliding  into  the 
thicket,  he  made  his  escape  from  the  party. 

The  bustle  had  been  considerable,  and  it  was  some  time  before 
Gurth  was  missed ;  for,  as  he  was  to  be  placed  for  the  rest  of  the 
journey  behind  a  servant,  every  one  supposed  that  some  other  of  his 
companions  had  him  under  his  custody,  and  when  it  began  to  be 
whispered  among  them  that  Gurth  had  actually  disappeared,  they 
were  under  such  immediate  expectation  of  an  attack  from  the  out- 
laws, that  it  was  not  held  convenient  to  pay  much  attention  to  the 
circumstance. 

The  path  upon  which  the  party  travelled  was  now  so  narrow  as 
not  to  admit,  with  any  sort  of  convenience,  above  two  riders  abreast, 
and  began  to  descend  into  a  dingle,  traversed  by  a  brook  whose  banks 
were  broken,  swampy,  and  overgrown  with  dwarf  willows.  Cedric 
and  Athelstane,  who  were  at  the  head  of  their  retinue,  saw  the  risk 
of  being  attacked  at  this  pass  :  but  neither  of  them  having  had  much 
practice  in  war,  no  better  mode  of  preventing  the  danger  occurred  to 
them  than  that  they  should  hasten  through  the  defile  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible. Advancing,  therefore,  without  much  order,  they  had  just 
crossed  the  brook  with  a  part  of  their  followers,  when  they  were 
assailed  in  front,  flank,  and  rear  at  once,  with  an  impetuosity  to  which, 
in  their  confused  and  ill-prepared  condition,  it  was  impossible  to  offer 
effectual  resistance.  The  shout  of  "A  white  dragon ! — a  white  dragon! 
— Saint  George  for  merry  England!"  war-cries  adopted  by  the  as- 
sailants, as  belonging  to  their  assumed  character  of  Saxon  outlaws, 
was  heard  on  every  side,  and  on  every  side  enemies  appeared  with 
a  rapidity  of  advance  and  attack  which  seemed  to  multiply  their 
numbers. 

Both  the  Saxon  chiefs  were  made  prisoners  at  the  same  moment, 
and  each  under  circumstances  expressive  of  his  character.  Cedric, 
the  instant  that  an  enemy  appeared,  launched  at  him  his  remaining  I 
javelin,  which,  taking  better  effect  than  that  which  he  had  hurled  at  | 
Fangs,  nailed  the  man  against  an  oak-tree  that  happened  to  be  close  I 
behind  him.  Thus  far  successful,  Cedric  spurred  his  horse  against  all 
second,  drawing  his  sword  at  the  same  time,  and  striking  with  suchl 
inconsiderate  fury,  that  his  weapon  encountered  a  thick  branch  which || 
hung  over  him,  and  he  was  disarmed  by  the  violence  of  his  own  blow.f 
He  was  instantly  made  prisoner,  and  pulled  from  his  horse  by  two  or I 
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three  of  the  banditti  who  crowded  around  him.  Athelstane  shared 
his  captivity,  his  bridle  having*  been  seized,  and  he  himself  forcibly 
dismounted,  long  before  he  could  draw  his  weapon,  or  assume  any 
posture  of  effectual  defence. 

The  attendants,  embarrassed  with  bag-gage,  surprised  and  terrified 
at  the  fate  of  their  masters,  fell  an  easy  prey  to  the  assailants ;  while 
the  Lady  Rowena,  in  the  centre  of  the  cavalcade,  and  the  Jew  and 
his  daughter  in  the  rear,  experienced  the  same  misfortune. 

Of  all  the  train  none  escaped  except  Wamba,  who  showed  upon 
the  occasion  much  more  courage  than  those  who  pretended  to  greater 
sense.  He  possessed  himself  of  a  sword  belonging  to  one  of  the 
domestics,  who  was  just  drawing  it  with  a  tardy  and  irresolute  hand, 
kid  it  about  him  like  a  lion,  drove  back  several  who  approached  him, 
and  made  a  brave,  though  ineffectual  attempt  to  succour  his  master. 
Finding  himself  overpowered,  the  Jester  at  length  threw  himself 
from  his  horse,  plunged  into  the  thicket,  and,  favoured  by  the  gene- 
ral confusion,  escaped  from  the  scene  of  action. 

Yet  the  valiant  Jester,  as  soon  as  he  found  himself  safe,  hesitated 
more  than  once  whether  he  should  not  turn  back  and  share  the  cap- 
tivity of  a  master  to  whom  he  was  sincerely  attached. 

14 1  have  heard  men  talk  of  the  blessings  of  freedom,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "  but  I  wish  any  wise  man  would  teach  me  what  use  to  make 
of  it  now  that  I  have  it." 

As  he  pronounced  these  words  aloud,  a  voice  very  near  him  called 
out  in  a  low  and  cautious  tone,  "  Wamba!  "  and,  at  the  same  time,  a 
dog,  which  he  recognised  to  be  Fangs,  jumped  up  and  fawned  upon 
him.  "  Gurth !  "  answered  Wamba,  with  the  same  caution,  and  the 
swineherd  immediately  stood  before  him. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ? "  said  he  eagerly ;  "  what  mean  these  cries, 
and  that  clashing  of  swords  ?  " 

"  Only  a  trick  of  the  times,"  said  Wamba ;  "  they  are  all  prisoners." 

"Who  are  prisoners?"  exlaimed  Gurth,  impatiently. 

"Mv  lord,  and  my  lady,  and  Athelstane,  and  Hundibert,  and 
Oswald." 

"  In  the  name  of  God !  "  said  Gurth,  "  how  came  they  prisoners  ? — 
and  to  whom  ?  " 

"  Our  master  was  too  ready  to  fight,"  said  the  Jester ;  "  and  Athel- 
stane was  not  ready  enough,  and  no  other  person  was  ready  at  all. 
And  they  are  prisoners  to  green  cassocks,  and  black  visors.  And 
diey  lie  all  tumbled  about  on  the  green,  like  the  crab-apples  that  you 
shake  down  to  your  swine.  And  I  would  laugh  at  it,"  said  the  honest 
Jester, <;  if  I  could  for  weeping."  And  he  shed  tears  of  unfeigned 
sorrow. 

Gurth's  countenance  kindled—"  Wamba,"  he  said,  "  thou  hast  a 
weapon,  and  thy  heart  was  ever  stronger  than  thy  brain,— we  are 
m  only  two— but  a  sudden  attack  from  men  of  resolution  will  do  much 
,t»|— follow  me !  " 

"  Whither  ?— and  for  what  purpose  ?  "  said  the  Jester, 

ci  To  rescue  Cedric." 
0      ''  But  you  have  renounced  his  service  but  now,"  said  Wamba. 
oor      <;  That,"  said  Gurth,  "  was  but  while  he  was  fortunate— follow  me! " 
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As  the  Jester  was  about  to  obey,  a  third  person  suddenly  made  his 
appearance,  and  commanded  them  both  to  halt.  From  his  dress  and 
arms,  Wamba  would  have  conjectured  him  to  be  one  of  those  outlaws 
who  had  just  assailed  his  master;  but.  besides  that  he  wore  no  mask, 
the  glittering"  baldric  across  his  shoulder,  with  the  rich  bugle-horn 
which  it  supported,  as  well  as  the  calm  and  commanding  expression 
of  his  voice  and  manner,  made  him,  notwithstanding  the  twilight, 
recognise  Locksley  the  yeoman,  who  had  been  victorious,  under  such 
disadvantageous  circumstances,  in  the  contest  for  the  prize  of  archery. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this,"  said  he,  "or  who  is  it  that  rifle, 
and  ransom,  and  make  prisoners,  in  these  forests?" 

"  You  may  look  at  their  cassocks  close  by,"  said  Wamba,  "  and  see 
whether  they  be  thy  children's  coats  or  no — for  they  are  as  like  thine 
own,  as  one  green  pea-cod  is  to  another." 

"  I  will  learn  that  presently,"  answered  Locksley ;  "  and  I  charge 
ye,  on  peril  of  your  lives,  not  to  stir  from  the  place  where  ye  stand 
until  I  have  returned.  Obey  me,  and  it  shall  be  the  better  for  you 
and  your  masters. — Yet  stay,  I  must  render  myself  as  like  these  men 
as  possible." 

So  saying,  he  unbuckled  his  baldric  with  the  bugle,  took  a  feather 
from  his  cap,  and  gave  them  to  Wamba ;  then  drew  a  vizard  from  his 
pouch,  and,  repeating  his  charges  to  them  to  stand  fast,  went  to 
execute  his  purposes  of  reconnoitring. 

"Shall  we  stand  fast,  Gurth?"said  Wamba,  "or  shall  we  e'en 
give  him  leg-bail  ?  In  my  foolish  mind,  he  had  all  the  equipage  of 
a  thfcf  too  much  in  readiness  to  be  himself  a  true  man." 

"Let  him  be  the  devil,"  said  Gurth,  "  an  he  will.  We  can  be  no 
worse  of  waiting  his  return.  If  he  belong  to  that  party,  he  must 
already  have  given  them  the  alarm,  and  it  will  avail  nothing  either 
to  fight  or  fly.  Besides,  I  have  late  experience,  that  arrant  thieves 
are  not  the  worst  men  in  the  world  to  have  to  deal  with." 

The  yeoman  returned  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes. 

"  Friend  Gurth,"  he  said,  "  I  have  mingled  among  yon  men,  and 
have  learnt  to  whom  they  belong,  and  whither  they  are  bound.  There 
is,  I  think,  no  chance  that  they  will  proceed  to  any  actual  violence 
against  their  prisoners.  For  three  men  to  attempt  them  at  this 
moment,  were  little  else  than  madness ;  for  they  are  good  men  of 
war,  and  have,  as  such,  placed  sentinels  to  give  the  alarm  when  any 
one  approaches.  But  I  trust  soon  to  gather  such  a  force,  as  may 
act  in  defiance  of  all  their  precautions;  you  are  both  servants, 
and,  as  I  think,  faithful  servants,  of  Cedric  the  Saxon,  the  friend  of 
the  rights  of  Englishmen.  He  shall  not  want  English  hands  to 
help  him  in  this  extremity.  Come  then  with  me,  until  I  gather  more 
aid." 

So  saying,  he  walked  through  the  wood  at  a  great  pace,  followed 
by  the  Jester  and  the  swineherd.  It  was  not  consistent  with  Wamba's 
humour  to  travel  long  in  silence. 

"I  think,"  said  he,  looking  at  the  baldric  and  bugle  which  he  still  I 
carried,  "  that  I  saw  the  arrow  shot  which  won  this  gay  prize,  and 
that  not  so  long  since  as  Christmas." 

"  And  I,"  said  Gurth,  "  could  take  it  on  my  halidome,  that  I  have  I 
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heard  the  voice  of  the  good  yeoman  who  won  it,  by  night  as  well  as 
by  day,  and  that  the  moon  is  not  three  days  older  since  I  did  so." 

"  Mine  honest  friends,"  replied  the  yeoman,  "  who,  or  what  I  am, 
is  little  to  the  present  purpose ;  should  I  free  your  master,  you  will 
have  reason  to  think  me  the  best  friend  you  have  ever  had  in  your 
lives.  And  whether  I  am  known  by  one  name  or  another — or  whether 
I  can  draw  a  bow  as  well  or  better  than  a  cow-keeper,  or  whether  it 
is  my  pleasure  to  walk  in  sunshine  or  by  moonlight,  are  matters, 
which,  as  they  do  not  concern  you,  so  neither  need  ye  busy  yourselves 
respecting  them." 

"  Our  heads  are  in  the  lion's  mouth,"  said  Wamba,  in  a  whisper  to 
Gurth,  "get  them  out  how  we  can." 

*  Hush— be  silent,"  said  Gurth.  "  Offend  him  not  by  thy  folly,  and 
I  trust  sincerely  that  all  will  go  well." 


CHAPTER  XXL 

When  autumn  nights  were  long  and  drear, 

And  forest  walks  were  dark  and  dim, 
How  sweetly  on  the  pilgrim's  ear 

Was  wont  to  steal  the  hermit's  hymn  ! 

Devotion  borrow's  Music's  tone, 

And  Music  took  Devotion's  wing  ; 
And,  like  the  bird  that  bails  the  sun, 

They  soar  to  heaven,  and  soaring  sing. 

The  Hemiit  oj  St  Clement's  Well. 

It  was  after  three  hours'  good  walking  that  the  servants  of  Cedric, 
with  their  mysterious  guide,  arrived  at  a  small  opening  in  the  forest, 
in  the  centre  of  which  grew  an  oak-tree  of  enormous  magnitude, 
throwing  its  twisted  branches  in  every  direction.  Beneath  this  tree 
four  or  five  yeomen  lay  stretched  on  the  ground,  while  another,  as 
sentinel,  walked  to  and  fro  in  the  moonlight  shade. 

Upon  hearing  the  sound  of  feet  approaching,  the  watch  instantly 
gave  the  alarm,  and  the  sleepers  as  suddenly  started  up  and  bent 
their  bows.  Six  arrows  placed  on  the  string  were  pointed  towards 
the  quarter  from  which  the  travellers  approached,  when  their  guide, 
being  recognised,  was  welcomed  with  every  token  of  respect  and 
attachment,  and  all  signs  and  fears  of  a  rough  reception  at  once 
subsided. 

"  Where  is  the  Miller?"  was  his  first  question. 

"  On  the  road  towards  Rotherham." 

"With  how  many?"  demanded  the  leader,  for  such  he  seemed 
to  be. 

"  With  six  men,  and  good  hope  of  booty,  if  it  please  St  Nicho- 
las." 

"  Devoutly  spoken,"  said  Locksley ;  "  and  where  is  Allan-a-Dale  ? " 

"  Walked  up  towards  the  Watliug-street,  to  watch  for  the  Prior 
of  Jorvaulx." 
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"  That  is  well  thought  on  also,"  replied  the  captain  ; — "  and  where 
is  the  Friar?" 

"  In  his  cell." 

"Thither  will  I  go,"  said  Locksley.  "Disperse  and  seek  your 
companions.  Collect  what  force  you  can,  for  there's  game  afoot  that 
must  be  hunted  hard,  and  will  turn  to  bay.  Meet  me  here  by  day- 
break.— And  stay,"  he  added,  "  I  have  forgotten  what  is  most  neces- 
sary of  the  whole — Two  of  you  take  the  road  quickly  towards  Tor- 
quilstone,  the  Castle  of  Front-de-Boeuf.  A  set  of  gallants,  who  have 
been  masquerading  in  such  guise  as  our  own,  are  carrying  a  band  of 
prisoners  thither — Watch  them  closely,  for  even  if  they  reach  the 
castle  before  we  collect  our  force,  our  honour  is  concerned  to  punish 
them,  and  we  will  find  means  to  do  so.  Keep  a  close  watch  on  them 
therefore ;  and  despatch  one  of  your  comrades,  the  lightest  of  foot, 
to  bring  the  news  of  the  yeomen  thereabout." 

They  promised  implicit  obedience,  and  departed  with  alacrity  on 
their  different  errands.  In  the  meanwhile,  their  leader  and  his  two 
companions,  who  now  looked  upon  him  with  great  respect  as  well  as 
some  fear,  pursued  their  way  to  the  chapel  of  Copmanhurst. 

When  they  had  reached  the  little  moonlight  glade,  having  in  front 
the  reverend,  though  ruinous  chapel,  and  the  rude  hermitage,  so  well 
suited  to  ascetic  devotion,  Wamba  whispered  to  Gurth,  "  If  this  be 
the  habitation  of  a  thief,  it  makes  good  the  old  proverb,  The  nearer 
the  church  the  farther  from  God. — And  by  my  cockscomb,"  he  added, 
"  I  think  it  be  even  so— Hearken  but  to  the  black  sanctus  which  they 
are  singing  in  the  hermitage ! " 

In  fact,  the  anchorite  and  his  guest  were  performing,  at  the  full 
extent  of  their  very  powerful  lungs,  an  old  drinking  song,  of  which 
this  was  the  burden  : — 

"  Come,  trowl  the  brown  bowl  to  me, 

Bully  boy,  bully  boy, 
Come,  trowl  the  brown  bowl  to  me  : 

Ho  !  jolly  Jenkin,  I  spy  a  knave  in  drinkiug, 
Come,  trowl  the  brown  bowl  to  me." 

"  Now,  that  is  not  ill  sung,"  said  Wamba,  who  had  thrown  in  a  few 
of  his  own  flourishes  to  help  out  the  chorus.  "  But  who,  in  the 
saint's  name,  ever  expected  to  have  heard  such  a  jolly  chant  come 
from  out  a  hermit's  cell  at  midnight ! " 

"  Marry,  that  should  I,"  said  Gurth,  "  for  the  jolly  Clerk  of  Cop- 
manhurst is  a  known  man,  and  kills  half  the  deer  that  are  stolen  in 
this  walk.  Men  say  that  the  keeper  has  complained  to  his  official, 
and  that  he  will  be  stripped  of  his  cowl  and  cope  altogether,  if  he 
keep  not  better  order." 

While  they  were  thus  speaking,  Locksley's  loud  and  repeated 
knocks  had  at  length  disturbed  the  anchorite  and  his  guest.  "  By 
my  beads,"  said  the  hermit,  stopping  short  in  a  grand  flourish,  "  here 
come  more  benighted  guests.  I  would  not  for  my  cowl  that  they 
found  us  in  this  goodly  exercise.  All  men  have  their  enemies,  good 
Sir  Sluggard ;  and  there  be  those  malignant  enough  to  construe  the 
hospitable  refreshment  which  I  have  been  offering  to  you,  a  weary 
traveller,  for  the  matter  of  three  short  hours,  into  sheer  drunkenness 
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and  debauchery,  vices  alike  alien  to  my  profession  and  my  disposi- 
tion." 

"Base  calumniators !"  replied  the  knight;  "I  would  I  had  the 
chastising  of  them.  Nevertheless,  Holy  Clerk,  it  is  true  that  all 
have  their  enemies ;  and  there  be  those  in  this  very  land  whom  I 
would  rather  speak  to  through  the  bars  of  my  helmet  than  bare- 
faced." 

"  Get  thine  iron  pot  on  thy  head  then,  friend  Sluggard,  as  quickly 
as  thy  nature  will  permit,"  said  the  hermit,  "  while  I  remove  these 
pewter  flagons,  whose  late  contents  run  strangely  in  mine  own  pate; 
and  to  drown  the  clatter— for,  in  faith,  I  feel  somewhat  unsteady — 
strike  into  the  tune  which  thou  hearest  me  sing ;  it  is  no  matter  for 
the  words — I  scarce  know  them  myself." 

So  saying,  he  struck  up  a  thundering  De  profundis  clamavi, 
under  cover  of  which  he  removed  the  apparatus  of  their  banquet ; 
while  the  knight,  laughing  heartily,  and  arming  himself  all  the 
while,  assisted  his  host  with  his  voice  from  time  to  time  as  his  mirth 
permitted. 

"What  devil's  matins  are  you  after  at  this  hour?"  said  a  voice 
from  without. 

1  "  Heaven  forgive  you,  Sir  Traveller ! "  said  the  hermit,  whose  own 
noise  and  perhaps  his  nocturnal  potations,  prevented  from  recognis- 
ing accents  which  were  tolerably  familiar  to  him — "  Wend  on  your 
way,  in  the  name  of  God  and  Saint  Dunstan,  and  disturb  not  the 
devotions  of  me  and  my  holy  brother." 

"  Mad  priest, "  answered  the  voice  from  without,  "  open  to 
Locksley ! " 

"  All's  safe— all's  right,"  said  the  hermit  to  his  companion. 

"But  who  is  he?"  said  the  Black  Knight;  "it  imports  me  much 
to  know." 

"  Who  is  he?"  answered  the  hermit ;  "  I  tell  thee  he  is  a  friend." 

"  But  what  friend  ?"  answered  the  knight ;  "  for  he  may  be  friend 
to  thee  and  none  of  mine." 

"What  friend?"  replied  the  hermit;  "that,  now,  is  one  of  the 
questions  that  is  more  easily  asked  than  answered.  What  friend? — 
why,  he  is,  now  that  I  bethink  me  a  little,  the  very  same  honest 
keeper  I  told  thee  of  a  while  since." 

"  Ay,  as  honest  a  keeper  as  thou  art  a  pious  hermit,"  replied  the 
knight,  "  I  doubt  it  not.  But  undo  the  door  to  him  before  he  beat  it 
from  its  hinges." 

The  dogs  in  the  mean  time,  which  had  made  a  dreadful  baying  at 
the  commencement  of  the  disturbance,  seemed  now  to  recognise  the 
voice  of  him  who  stood  without ;  for,  totally  changing  their  manner, 
they  scratched  and  whined  at  the  door,  as  if  interceding  for  his 
admission.  The  hermit  speedily  unbolted  his  portal,  and  admitted 
Locksley,  with  his  two  companions. 

"  Why,  hermit,"  was  the  yeoman's  first  question,  as  soon  as  he 
beheld  the  knight,  "  what  boon  companion  hast  thou  here  ?  " 

"A  brother  of  our  order,"  replied  the  friar,  shaking  his  head; 
"  we  have  been  at  our  orisons  all  night." 

"  He  is  a  monk  of  the  church  militant,  I  think,"  answered  Locks- 
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ley ;  "  and  there  be  more  of  them  abroad  I  tell  thee,  friar,  thou 
must  lay  down  the  rosary  and  take  up  the  quarter-staff;  we  shall 
need  every  one  of  our  merry  men,  whether  clerk  or  layman ;  but," 
he  added,  taking*  him  a  step  aside,  "  art  thou  mad,  to  give  admittance 
to  a  knight  thou  dost  not  know?    Hast  thou  forgot  our  articles ? " 

"  Not  know  him  !  "  replied  the  friar,  boldly,  "  I  know  him  as  well 
as  the  beg"gar  knows  his  dish." 

"  And  what  is  his  name,  then  ?  "  demanded  Locksley. 

"His  name,"  said  the  hermit  —  "his  name  is  Sir  Anthony  of 
Scrablestone — as  if  I  would  drink  with  a  man  and  did  not  know  his 
name  ! " 

61  Thou  hast  been  drinking  more  than  enough,  friar,"  said  the 
woodsman,  "  and,  I  fear,  prating  more  than  enough  too." 

"Good  yeoman,"  said  the  knight,  come  forward,  "be  not  wroth 
with  my  merry  host.  He  did  but  afford  me  the  hospitality  which  1 
would  have  compelled  from  him  if  he  had  refused  it." 

"  Thou  compel ! "  said  the  friar ;  "  wait  but  till  I  have  chang-ed 
this  gray  gown  for  a  green  cassock,  and  if  I  make  not  a  quarter-staff 
ring*  twelve  upon  thy  pate, I  am  neither  true  clerk  nor  good  woods- 
man." 

While  he  spoke  thus,  he  stript  off  his  gown,  and  appeared  in  a 
close  black  buckram  doublet  and  drawers,  over  which  he  speedily  did 
on  a  cassock  of  green,  and  hose  of  the  same  colour.  "  I  pray  thee 
truss  my  points,"  said  he  to  Wamba,  "and  thou  shalt  have  a  cup  of 
sack  for  thy  labour." 

"  Gramercy  for  thy  sack,"  said  Wamba ;  "  but  think'st  thou  it  is 
lawful  for  me  to  aid  you  to  transmew  thyself  from  a  holy  hermit  into 
a  sinful  forester  ?  " 

"  Never  fear,"  said  the  hermit ;  "  I  will  but  confess  the  sins  of  my 
green  cloak  to  my  greyfriar's  frock,  and  all  shall  be  well  again." 

"Amen!"  answered  the  Jester;  "a  broadcloth  penitent  should 
have  a  sackcloth  confessor,  and  your  frock  may  absolve  my  motley 
doublet  into  the  bargain." 

So  saying",  he  accommodated  the  friar  with  his  assistance  in  tying" 
the  endless  number  of  points,  as  the  laces  which  attached  the  hose  to 
the  doublet  were  then  termed. 

While  they  were  thus  employed,  Locksley  led  the  knight  a  little 
apart,  and  addressed  him  thus: — "Deny  it  not,  Sir  Knight — you 
are  he  who  decided  the  victory  to  the  advantage  of  the  English 
against  the  strangers  on  the  second  day  of  the  tournament  at  Ashby."  j 

"  And  what  follows,  if  you  g*uess  truly,  good  yeoman  ?  "  replied  the  ( 
knight. 

"  I  should  in  that  case  hold  you,"  replied  the  yeoman,  "  a  friend  toj 
the  weaker  party." 

"  Such  is  the  duty  of  a  true  knight  at  least,"  replied  the  Blackl 
Champion  ;  "  and  I  would  not  willingly  that  there  were  reason  to  think  I 
otherwise  of  me." 

"  But  for  my  purpose,"  said  the  yeoman,  "  thou  shouldst  be  as  well 
a  good  Englishman  as  a  good  knight ;  for  that  which  I  have  to  speald 
of  concerns,  indeed,  the  duty  of  every  honest  man,  but  is  inordj 
especially  that  of  a  true-born  native  of  England." 
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"  You  can  speak  to  no  one,"  replied  the  knight,  "  to  whom  Eng- 
land, and  the  life  of  every  Englishman,  can  be  dearer  than  to  me." 

"  I  would  willingly  believe  so,"  said  the  woodsman,  "  for  never  had 
this  country  such  need  to  be  supported  by  those  who  love  her.  Hear 
me,  and  I  will  tell  thee  of  an  enterprise,  in  which,  if  thou  be'st  really 
that  which  thou  seemest,  thou  mayest  take  an  honourable  part.  A 
band  of  villains,  in  the  disguise  of*  better  men  than  themselves,  have 
made  themselves  master  of  the  person  of  a  noble  Englishman,  called 
Cedric  the  Saxon,  together  with  his  ward,  and  his  friend  Athelstane 
of  Coningsburgh,  and  have  transported  them  to  a  castle  in  this  forest, 
called  Torquilstone.  I  ask  of  thee,  as  a  good  knight  and  a  good 
Englishman,  wilt  thou  aid  in  their  rescue?" 

"I  am  bound  by  my  vow  to  do  so,"  replied  the  knight;  "but  I 
would  willingly  know  who  you  are,  who  request  my  assistance  in  their 
behalf?" 

"  I  am,"  said  the  forester,  "  a  nameless  man ;  but  I  am  the  friend 
of  my  country,  and  of  my  country's  friends.  With  this  account  of 
me  you  must  for  the  present  remain  satisfied,  the  more  especially 
since  you  yourself  desire  to  continue  unknown.  Believe,  however, 
that  my  word,  when  pledged,  is  as  inviolate  as  if  I  wore  golden  spurs." 

"  I  willingly  believe  it,"  said  the  knight ;  "  I  have  been  accustomed 
to  study  men's  countenances,  and  I  can  read  in  thine  honesty  and 
resolution.  I  will,  therefore,  ask  thee  no  farther  questions,  but  aid 
thee  in  setting  at  freedom  these  oppressed  captives ;  which  done,  I 
trust  we  shall  part  better  acquainted,  and  well  satisfied  with  each 
other." 

"  So,"  said  Wamba  to  Gurth,— for  the  friar  being  now  fully  equip- 
ped, the  Jester,  having  approached  to  the  other  side  of  the  hut,  had 
eard  the  conclusion  of  the  conversation, — "  So,  we  have  got  a  new 
ally  ? — I  trust  the  valour  of  the  knight  will  be  truer  metal  than  the 
religion  of  the  hermit,  or  the  honesty  of  the  yeoman  ;  for  this  Locksley 
looks  like  a  born  deer-stealer,  and  the  priest  like  a  lusty  hypocrite." 

"  Hold  thy  peace,  Wamba,"  said  Gurth ;  "  it  may  all  bd  as  thou 
dost  guess;  but  were  the  horned  devil  to  rise  and  proffer  me  his 
assistance  to  set  at  liberty  Cedric  and  the  Lady  Rowena,  I  fear  I 
should  hardly  have  religion  enough  to  refuse  the  foul  fiend's  offer, 
md  bid  him  get  behind  me." 

The  friar  was  now  completely  accoutred  as  a  yeoman,  with  sword 
and  buckler,  bow  and  quiver,  and  a  strong  partisan  over  his  shoulder. 
He  left  his  cell  at  the  head  of  the  party,  and,  having  carefully  locked 
the  door,  deposited  the  key  under  the  threshold. 

"  Art  thou  in  condition  to  do  good  service,  friar,"  said  Locksley, 
"or  does  the  brown  bowl  still  run  in  thy  head?" 

"  Not  more  than  a  draught  of  St  Dunstan's  fountain  will  allay," 
answered  the  priest ;  "  something  there  is  of  a  whizzing  in  my  brain, 
and  of  instability  in  my  legs,  but  you  shall  presently  see  both  pass 
I  away." 

So  saying,  he  stepped  to  the  stone  basin,  in  which  the  waters  of  the 
fountain  as  they  fell  formed  bubbles  which  danced  in  the  white 
,re  moonlight,  and  took  so  long  a  draught  as  if  he  had  meant  to  exhaust 
1  the  spring. 
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"  When  didst  thou  drink  as  deep  a  draught  of  water  before,  Holy 
Clerk  of  Copmanhurst?"  said  the  Black  Knight. 

"Never  since  my  wine-butt  leaked,  and  let  out  its  liquor  by  an 
illegal  vent,"  replied  the  friar,  "  and  so  left  me  nothing  to  drink  but 
my  patron's  bounty  here." 

Then  plunging  his  hands  and  head  into  the  fountain,  he  washed 
from  them  all  marks  of  the  midnight  revel. 

Thus  refreshed  and  sobered,  the  jolly  priest  twirled  his  heavy 
partisan  round  his  head  with  three  fingers,  as  if  he  had  been  balanc- 
ing a  reed,  exclaiming  at  the  same  time,  "  Where  be  those  false 
ravishers,  who  carry  off  wenches  against  their  will  ?  May  the  foul 
fiend  fly  off  with  me,  if  I  am  not  man  enough  for  a  dozen  of  them." 

"  Swearest  thou,  Holy  Clerk  ?  "  said  the  Black  Knight. 

"  Clerk  me  no  Clerks,"  replied  the  transformed  priest;  "by  Saint 
George  and  the  Dragon,  I  am  no  longer  a  shaveling  than  while  my 
frock  is  on  my  back — When  I  am  cased  in  my  green  cassock,  I  will 
drink,  swear,  and  woo  a  lass,  with  any  blithe  forester  in  the  West 
Hiding." 

"  Come  on,  Jack  Priest,"  said  Locksley,  "  and  be  silent ;  thou  art 
as  noisy  as  a  whole  convent  on  a  holy  eve,  when  the  Father  Abbot 
has  gone  to  bed. — Come  on  you,  too,  my  masters,  tarry  not  to  talk  of 
it — I  say,  come  on,  we  must  collect  all  our  forces,  and  few  enough 
we  shall  have,  if  we  are  to  storm  the  Castle  of  Reginald  Front-de- 
Bceuf." 

"What!  is  it  Front-de-Bceuf,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  "who  has 
stopped  on  the  king's  highway  the  king's  liege  subjects? — Is  he 
turned  thief  and  oppressor  ? " 

"  Oppressor  he  ever  was,"  said  Locksley. 

"  And  for  thief,"  said  the  priest,  "  I  doubt  if  ever  he  were  even  half 
so  honest  a  man  as  many  a  thief  of  my  acquaintance." 

"  Move  on,  priest,  and  be  silent,"  said  the  yeoman ;  it  were  better 
you  led  the  way  to  the  place  of  rendezvous,  than  say  what  should  be 
left  unsaid,  both  in  decency  and  prudence." 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Alas,  how  many  hours  and  years  have  past, 
Since  human  forms  have  round  this  table  sate, 
Or  lump,  or  taper,  on  its  surface  gleam'd  ! 
Methinks,  I  hear  the  sound  of  time  long-  pass'd 
Still  murmuring  o'er  us.  in  the  lofty  void 
Of  these  dark  arches,  hke  the  ling'ring  voices 
Of  those  who  long  within  their  graves  have  slept. 

Orra,  a  Tragedy. 

While  these  measures  were  taking  in  behalf  of  Cedric  and  hi »' 
companions,  the  armed  men  by  whom  the  latter  had  been  seized,  huijf 
ried  their  captives  along  towards  the  place  of  security,  where  thejj 
intended  to  imprison  them.  But  darkness  came  on  fast,  and  th  J 
paths  of  the  wood  seemed  but  imperfectly  known  to  the  marauded! 
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They  were  compelled  to  make  several  long*  halts,  and  once  or  twice 
to  return  on  their  road  to  resume  the  direction  which  they  wished  to 
pursue.  The  summer  morn  had  dawned  upon  them  ere  they  could 
travel  in  full  assurance  that  they  held  the  right  path.  But  confidence 
returned  with  light,  and  the  cavalcade  now  moved  rapidly  forward. 
Meanwhile,  the  following  dialogue  took  place  between  the  two 
leaders  of  the  banditti. 

"  It  is  time  thou  shouldst  leave  us,  Sir  Maurice,"  said  the  Templar 
to  De  Bracy,  "  in  order  to  prepare  the  second  part  of  thy  mystery. 
Thou  art  next,  thou  knowest,  to  act  the  Knight  Deliverer." 

"  I  have  thought  better  of  it,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  I  will  not  leave 
thee  till  the  prize  is  fairly  deposited  in  Front-de-Bceufs  castle. 
There  will  I  appear  before  the  Lady  Rowena  in  mine  own  shape, 
and  trust  that  she  will  set  down  to  the  vehemence  of  my  passion  the 
violence  of  which  I  have  been  guilty." 

"And  what  has  made  thee  change  thy  plan,  De  Bracy  ?"  replied 
the  Knight  Templar. 
*  "  That  concerns  thee  nothing,"  answered  his  companion. 

"I  would  hope,  however,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Templar,  "that 
this  alteration  of  measures  arises  from  no  suspicion  of  my  honourable 
meaning,  such  as  Fitzurse  endeavoured  to  instil  into  thee  ?" 

"  My  thoughts  are  my  own,"  answered  De  Bracy ;  "  the  fiend 
laughs,  they  say,  when  one  thief  robs  another ;  and  we  know,  that 
were  he  to  spit  fire  and  brimstone  instead,  it  would  never  prevent  a 
Templar  from  following  his  bent." 

"  Or  the  leader  of  a  Free  Company,"  answered  the  Templar,  "from 
dreading,  at  the  hands  of  a  comrade  and  friend,  the  injustice  he  does 
to  all  mankind." 

"This  is  unprofitable  and  perilous  recrimination,"  answered  De 
Bracy ;  "  suffice  it  to  say,  I  know  the  morals  of  the  Temple-Order,  and 
I  will  not  give  thee  the  power  of  cheating  me  out  of  the  fair  prey  for 
which  I  have  run  such  risks." 

"Psha,"  replied  the  Templar,  "what  hast  thou  to  fear? — Thou 
aiowest  the  vows  of  our  order." 

"Bight  well,"  said  De  Bracy,  "and  also  how  they  are  kept. 
Home,  Sir  Templar,  the  laws  of  gallantry  have  a  liberal  interpreta- 
tion in  Palestine,  and  this  is  a  case  in  which  I  will  trust  nothing  to 
Aour  conscience." 

"Hear  the  truth,  then,"  said  the  Templar;  "I  care  not  for  your 
blue-eyed  beauty.  There  is  in  that  train  one  who  will  make  me  a 
better  mate." 

"What!  wouldst  thou  stoop  to  the  waiting  damsel?"  said  De 
Bracy. 

"  No,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Templar,  haughtily.  "  To  the  waiting- 
woman  will  I  not  stoop.  I  have  a  prize  among  the  captives  as  lovely 
is  thine  own." 

I  By  the  mass,  thou  meanest  the  fair  Jewess ! "  said  De  Bracy. 

•  And  if  I  do,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  who  shall  gainsay  me?" 
jjjl    "  No  one  that  I  know,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  unless  it  be  your  vow  of 
^elibacy,  or  a  check  of  conscience  for  an  intrigue  with  a  Jewess." 
"For  my  vow,"  said  the  Templar,   "our  Grand  Master  hath 
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granted  me  a  dispensation.  And  for  my  conscience,  a  man  that 
has  slain  three  hundred  Saracens,  need  not  reckon  up  every  little 
failing*,  like  a  village  girl  at  her  first  confession  upon  Good  Friday 
eve." 

"  Thou  knowest  best  thine  own  privileges,"  said  De  Bracy.  "  Yet 
I  would  have  sworn  thy  thoughts  had  been  more  on  the  old  usurer's 
money  bags  than  on  the  black  eyes  of  the  daughter." 

"  I  can  admire  both,"  answered  the  Templar ;  "  besides,  the  old 
Jew  is  but  half  prize.  I  must  share  his  spoils  with  Front- de-Boeuf, 
who  will  not  lend  us  the  use  of  his  castle  for  nothing.  I  must  have 
something  that  I  can  term  exclusively  my  own  by  this  foray  of  ours, 
and  I  have  fixed  on  the  lovely  Jewess  as  my  peculiar  prize.  But, 
now  thou  knowest  my  drift,  thou  wilt  resume  thine  own  original  plan, 
wilt  thou  not  ? — Thou  hast  nothing,  thou  seest,  to  fear  from  my  in- 
terference." 

"  No,"  replied  De  Bracy,  "  I  will  remain  beside  my  prize.  What 
thou  sayest  is  passing  true,  but  I  like  not  the  privileges  acquired  by 
the  dispensation  of  the  Grand  Master,  and  the  merit  acquired  by  the 
slaughter  of  three  hundred  Saracens.  You  have  too  good  a  right 
to  a  free  pardon,  to  render  you  very  scrupulous  about  peccadilloes." 

While  this  dialogue  was  proceeding,  Cedric  was  endeavouring  to 
wring  out  of  those  who  guarded  him  an  avowal  of  their  character 
and  purpose.  "  You  should  be  Englishmen,"  said  he ;  "  and  yet, 
sacred  Heaven  !  you  prey  upon  your  countrymen  as  if  you  were  very 
Normans.  You  should  be  my  neighbours,  and,  if  so,  my  friends;  for 
which  of  my  English  neighbours  have  reason  to  be  otherwise  ?  I  tell 
ye,  yeomen,  that  even  those  among  ye  who  have  been  branded  with 
outlawry  have  had  from  me  protection;  for  I  have  pitied  their 
miseries,  and  cursed  the  oppression  of  their  tyrannic  nobles.  What, 
then,  would  you  have  of  me?  or  in  what  can  this  violence  serve  ye? 
— Ye  are  worse  than  brute  beasts  in  your  actions,  and  will  you  imi- 
tate them  in  their  very  dumbness?" 

It  was  in  vain  that  Cedric  expostulated  with  his  guards,  who  had 
too  many  good  reasons  for  their  silence  to  be  induced  to  break  it 
either  by  his  wrath  or  his  expostulations.     They  continued  to  hurry 
him  along,  travelling  at  a  very  rapid  rate,  until,  at  the  end  of  an 
avenue  of  huge  trees,  arose  Torquilstone,  now  the  hoary  and  ancient  ! 
castle  of  Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf.     It  was  a  fortress  of  no  great  < 
size,  consisting  of  a  donjon,  or  large  and  high  square  tower,  sur-f 
rounded  by  buildings  of  inferior  height,  which  were  encircled  by  an  f 
inner  courtyard.     Around  the  exterior  wall  was  a  deep  moat,  sup- 
plied with  \vater  from  a  neighbouring  rivulet.      Front-de-Boeuf, | 
whose  character  placed  him  often  at  feud  with  his  enemies,  hadl 
made  considerable  additions  to  the  strength  of  his  castle,  by  buildingj 
towers  upon  the  outward  wall,  so  as  to  flank  it  at  every  angle.     The 
access,  as  usual  in  castles  of  the  period,  lay  through  an  arched  bar-i 
bican,  or  outwork,  which  was  terminated  and  defended  by  a  smallH 
turret  at  each  corner.     Cedric  no  sooner  saw  the  turrets  of  Front- f 
de-Boeuf's  castle  raise  their  grey  and  mossgrown  battlements,  glim- 1 
mering  in  the  morning  sun  above  the  woods  by  which  they  were! 
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surrounded,  than  he  instantly  augured  more  truly  concerning"  the 
cause  of  his  misfortune. 

"  I  did  injustice,"  he  said,  "to  the  thieves  and  outlaws  of  these 
woods,  when  I  supposed  such  banditti  to  belong*  to  their  bands ;  I 
might  as  justly  have  confounded  the  foxes  of  these  brakes  with  the 
ravening"  wolves  of  France.  Tell  me,  dogs — is  it  my  life  or  my 
wealth  that  your  master  aims  at?  Is  it  too  much  that  two  Saxons, 
myself  and  the  noble  Athelstane,  should  hold  land  in  the  country 
which  was  once  the  patrimony  of  our  race  ? — Put  us  then  to  death, 
and  complete  your  tyranny  by  taking"  our  lives,  as  you  beg"an  with 
our  liberties.  If  the  Saxon  Cedric  cannot  rescue  England,  he  is 
willing"  to  die  for  her.  Tell  your  tyrannical  master,  I  do  only  beseech 
him  to  dismiss  the  Lady  Rowena  in  honour  and  safety.  She  is  a 
woman,  and  he  need  not  dread  her ;  and  with  us  will  die  all  who 
dare  fight  in  her  cause." 

The  attendants  remained  as  mute  to  this  address  as  to  the  former, 
and  they  now  stood  before  the  gate  of  the  castle.  De  Bracy  winded 
his  horn  three  times,  and  the  archers  and  crossbow  men,  who  had 
manned  the  wall  upon  seeing  their  approach,  hastened  to  lower  the 
drawbridge  and  admit  them.  The  prisoners  were  compelled  by 
their  guards  to  alight,  and  were  conducted  to  an  apartment  where  a 
hasty  repast  was  offered  them,  of  which  none  but  Athelstane  felt  any 
inclination  to  partake.  Neither  had  the  descendant  of  the  Confessor 
much  time  to  do  justice  to  the  good  cheer  placed  before  them,  for 
their  guards  gave  him  and  Cedric  to  understand  that  they  were  to 
be  imprisoned  in  a  chamber  apart  from  Rowena.  Resistance  was 
vain;  and  they  were  compelled  to  follow  to  a  large  room,  which, 
rising  on  clumsy  Saxon  pillars,  resembled  those  refectories  and 
chapter-houses  which  may  be  still  seen  in  the  most  ancient  parts  of 
our  most  ancient  monasteries. 

The  Lady  Rowena  was  next  separated  from  her  train,  and  con- 
j  ducted,  with  courtesy,  indeed,  but  still  without  consulting  her  inclina- 
|tion,  to  a  distant  apartment.  The  same  alarming  distinction  was 
conferred  on  Rebecca,  in  spite  of  her  father's  entreaties,  who  offered 
3ven  money,  in  this  extremity  of  distress,  that  she  might  be  per- 
mitted to  abide  with  him.  "  Base  unbeliever,''  answered  one  of  his 
guards,  "  when  thou  hast  seen  thy  lair,  thou  wilt  not  wish  thy  daugh- 
ter to  partake  it."  And,  without  farther  discussion,  the  old  Jew  was 
forcibly  dragged  off  in  a  different  direction  from  the  other  prisoners. 
The  domestics,  after  being  carefully  searched  and  disarmed,  were 
confined  in  another  part  of  the  castle  ;  and  Rowena  was  refused  even 
the  comfort  she  might  have  derived  from  the  attendance  of  her  hand- 
maiden Elgitha. 

The  apartment  in  which  the  Saxon  chiefs  were  confined, — for  to 
them  we  turn  our  first  attention, — although  at  present  used  as  a  sort 
of  guard-room,  had  formerly  been  the  great  hall  of  the  castle.  It 
was  now  abandoned  to  meaner  purposes,  because  the  present  lord, 
among*  other  additions  to  the  convenience,  security,  and  beauty  of  his 
rbaronial  residence,  had  erected  a  new  and  noble  hall,  whose  vaulted 
oof  was  supported  by  lighter  and  more  elegant  pillars,  and  fitted  up 
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with  that  higher  degree  of  ornament,  which  the  Normans  had  already 
introduced  into  architecture. 

Cedric  paced  the  apartment,  filled  with  indignant  reflections  on  the 
past  and  on  the  present,  while  the  apathy  of  his  companion  served, 
instead  of  patience  and  philosophy,  to  defend  him  against  every- 
thing save  the  inconvenience  of  the  present  moment ;  and  so  little 
did  he  feel  even  this  last,  that  he  was  only  from  time  to  time  roused 
to  a  reply  by  Cedric's  animated  and  impassioned  appeal  to  him. 

"  Yes,"  said  Cedric,  half  speaking  to  himself,  and  half  addressing 
himself  to  Athelstane,  "  it  was  in  this  very  hall  that  my  father  feasted 
with  Torquil  Wolfganger,  when  he  entertained  the  valiant  and  un- 
fortunate Harold,  then  advancing  against  the  Norwegians,  who  had 
united  themselves  to  the  rebel  Tosti.  It  was  in  this  hall  that  Harold 
returned  the  magnanimous  answer  to  the  ambassador  of  his  rebel 
brother.  Oft  have  I  heard  my  father  kindle  as  he  told  the  tale.  The 
envoy  of  Tosti  was  admitted,  when  this  ample  room  could  scarce  con- 
tain the  crowd  of  noble  Saxon  leaders,  who  were  quaffing  the  blood- 
red  wine  around  their  monarch." 

"  I  hope  "  said  Athelstane,  somewhat  moved  by  this  part  of  his 
friend's  discourse,  "  they  will  not  forget  to  send  us  some  wine  and 
refections  at  noon — we  had  scarce  a  breathing-space  allowed  to  break 
our  fast,  and  I  never  have  the  benefit  of  my  food  when  I  eat  imme- 
diately after  dismounting  from  horseback,  though  the  leeches  recom- 
mend that  practice." 

Cedric  went  on  with  his  story  without  noticing  this  interjectional 
observation  of  his  friend. 

"The  envoy  of  Tosti,"  he  said,  "moved  up  the  hall,  undismayed 
by  the  frowning  countenances  of  all  around  him,  until  he  made  his 
obeisance  before  the  throne  of  King  Harold. 

•What  terms/  he  said,  'Lord  King,  hath  thy  brother  Tosti  to 
hope,  if  he  should  lay  down  his  arms,  and  crave  peace  at  thy  hands? ' 
4 A  brother's  love/  cried  the  generous  Harold,  'and  the  fair  earl- 
dom  of  Northumberland.' 

'  But  should  Tosti  accept  these  terms/  continued  the  envoy, '  what 
lands  shall  be  assigned  to  his  faithful  ally,  Hardrada,  King  of  Nor- 
way ? ' 

4  Seven  feet  of  English  ground/  answered  Harold  fiercely, '  or,  as 
Hardrada  is  said  to  be  a  giant,  perhaps  we  may  allow  him  twelve 
inches  more.' 

"  The  hall  rung  with  acclamations,  and  cup  and  horn  were  filled  to 
the  Norwegian,  who  should  be  speedily  in  possession  of  his  English 
territory." 

"  I  could  have  pledged  him  witli  all  my  soul,"  said  Athelstane, 
"for  my  tongue  cleaves  to  my  palate." 

The  baffled  envoy,"  continued  Cedric,  pursuing  with  animation 
his  tale,  though  it  interested  not  the  listener,  "retreated,  to  carry 
to  Tosti  and  his  ally  the  ominous  answer  of  his  injured  brother.  It  was 
then  that  the  distant  towers  of  York,  and  the  bloody  streams  of  the 
Derwent,1  beheld  that  direful  conflict,  in  which,  after  displaying  the 

1  See  Note  E.     Battle  of  Stamford. 
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most  undaunted  valour,  the  King*  of  Norway  and  Tosti  both  fell, 
with  ten  thousand  of  their  bravest  followers.  Who  would  have 
thought  that  upon  the  proud  day  when  this  battle  was  won,  the  very 
gale  which  waved  the  Saxon  banners  in  triumph,  was  filling  the  Nor- 
man sails,  and  impelling  them  to  the  fatal  shores  of  Sussex  ? — Who 
would  have  thought  that  Harold,  within  a  few  brief  days,  would  him- 
self possess  no  more  of  his  kingdom,  than  the  share  which  he  allotted 
in  his  wrath  to  the  Norwegian  invader  ? — Who  would  have  thought 
that  you,  noble  Athelstane — that  you,  descended  of  Harold's  blood, 
and  that  I,  whose  father  was  not  the  worst  defender  of  the  Saxon 
crown,  should  be  prisoners  to  a  vile  Norman,  in  the  very  hall  in 
which  our  ancestors  held  such  high  festival  ?  " 

"  It  is  sad  enough,"  replied  Athelstane  ;  "  but  I  trust  they  will  hold 
us  to  a  moderate  ransom — At  any  rate  it  cannot  be  their  purpose  to 
starve  us  outright ;  and  yet,  although  it  is  high  noon,  I  see  no  pre- 
parations for  serving  dinner.  Look  up  at  the  window,  noble  Cedric, 
and  judge  by  the  sunbeams  if  it  is  not  on  the  verge  of  noon/' 

"It  may  be  so,"  answered  Cedric;  "but  I  cannot  look  on  that 
stained  lattice  without  its  awakening  other  reflections  than  those 
which  concern  the  passing  moment,  or  its  privations.  When  that 
window  was  wrought,  my  noble  friend,  our  hardy  fathers  knew  not 
the  art  of  making  glass,  or  of  staining  it — the  pride  of  Wolfganger's 
father  brought  an  artist  from  Normandy  to  adorn  his  hall  with  this 
new  species  of  emblazonment,  that  breaks  the  golden  light  of  God's 
blessed  day  into  so  many  fantastic  hues.  The  foreigner  came  here 
poor,  beggarly,  cringing  and  subservient,  ready  to  doff  his  cap  to  the 
meanest  native  of  the  household.  He  returned  pampered  and  proud, 
to  tell  his  rapacious  countrymen  of  the  wealth  and  the  simplicity  of 
the  Saxon  nobles — a  folly,  oh,  Athelstane,  foreboded  of  old,  as  well  as 
foreseen,'  by  those  descendants  of  Hengist  and  his  hardy  tribes,  who 
retained  the  simplicity  of  their  manners.  We  made  these  strangers 
our  bosom  friends,  our  confidential  servants  ;  we  borrowed  their 
artists  and  their  arts,  and  despised  the  honest  simplicity  and  hardi- 
hood with  which  our  brave  ancestors  supported  themselves,  and  we 
became  enervated  by  Norman  arts  long  ere  we  fell  under  Norman 
arms.  Far  better  was  our  homely  diet,  eaten  in  peace  and  liberty, 
than  the  luxurious  dainties,  the  love  of  which  hath  delivered  us  as 
bondsmen  to  the  foreign  conqueror !  " 

"  I  should,"  replied  Athelstane,  "  hold  very  humble  diet  a  luxury  at 
present ;  and  it  astonishes  me,  noble  Cedric,  that  you  can  bear  so 
truly  in  mind  the  memory  of  past  deeds,  when  it  appeareth  you  for- 
get the  very  hour  of  dinner." 

"  It  is  time  lost,"  muttered  Cedric  apart  and  impatiently, "  to  speak 
to  him  of  aught  else  but  that  which  concerns  his  appetite!  The 
soul  of  Hardicanute  hath  taken  possession  of  him,  and  he  hath  no 
pleasure  save  to  fill,  to  swill,  and  to  call  for  more.— Alas!"  said  he, 
looking  at  Athelstane  with  compassion,  "  that  so  dull  a  spirit  should 
be  lodged  in  so  goodly  a  form  !  Alas !  that  such  an  enterprise  as 
the  regeneration  of  England  should  turn  on  a  hinge  so  imperfect ! 
Wedded  to  Rowena,  indeed,  her  nobler  and  more  generous  soul  may 
yet  awake  the  better  nature  which  is  torpid  within  him.     Yet  how 
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should  this  be,  while  Rowena,  Athelstane,  and  I  myself,  remain  the 
prisoners  of  this  brutal  marauder,  and  have  been  made  so  perhaps  from 
a  sense  of  the  dangers  which  our  liberty  might  bring  to  the  usurped 
power  of  his  nation  ?" 

While  the  Saxon  was  plunged  in  these  painful  reflections,  the  door 
of  their  prison  opened,  and  gave  entrance  to  a  sewer,  holding  his 
white  rod  of  office.  This  important  person  advanced  into  the  cham- 
ber with  a  grave  pace,  followed  by  four  attendants,  bearing  in  a  table 
covered  with  dishes,  the  sight  and  smell  of  which  seemed  to  be  an 
instant  compensation  to  Athelstane  for  all  the  inconvenience  he  had 
undergone.  The  persons  who  attended  on  the  feast  were  masked 
and  cloaked. 

"What  mummery  is  this?"  said  Cedric,  "think  you  that  we  are 
ignorant  whose  prisoners  we  are,  when  we  are  in  the  castle  of  your 
master  ?  Tell  him,"  he  continued,  willing  to  use  this  opportunity  to 
open  a  negotiation  for  his  freedom — "Tell  your  master,  Reginald 
Front-de-Bceuf,  that  we  know  no  reason  he  can  have  for  withholding 
our  liberty,  excepting  his  unlawful  desire  to  enrich  himself  at  our 
expense.  Tell  him  that  we  yield  to  his  rapacity,  as  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances we  should  do  to  that  of  a  literal  robber.  Let  him  name 
the  ransom  at  which  he  rates  our  liberty,  and  it  shall  be  paid,  pro- 
viding the  exaction  is  suited  to  our  means." 

The  sewer  made  no  answer,  but  bowed  his  head. 

"And  tell  Sir  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,"  said  Athelstane,  "that  I 
send  him  my  mortal  defiance,  and  challenge  him  to  combat  with  me, 
on  foot  or  horseback,  at  any  secure  place,  within  eight  days  after  our 
liberation ;  which,  if  he  be  a  true  knight,  he  will  not,  under  these 
circumstances,  venture  to  refuse  or  to  delay." 

"  I  shall  deliver  to  the  knight  your  defiance,"  answered  the  sewer  ; 
"  meanwhile  I  leave  you  to  your  food." 

The  challenge  of  Athelstane  was  delivered  with  no  good  grace ;  for 
a  large  mouthful,  which  required  the  exercise  of  both  jaws  at  once, 
added  to  a  natural  hesitation,  considerably  damped  the  effect  of  the 
bold  defiance  it  contained.  Still,  however,  his  speech  was  hailed  by 
Cedric  as  an  incontestable  token  of  reviving  spirit  in  his  companion, 
whose  previous  indifference  had  begun,  notwithstanding  his  respect 
for  Athelstane's  descent,  to  wear  out  his  patience.  But  he  now 
cordially  shook  hands  with  him  in  token  of  his  approbation,  and  was 
somewhat  grieved  when  Athelstane  observed,  "  that  he  would  fight  a 
dozen  such  men  as  Front- de-Boeuf,  if,  by  so  doing,  he  could  hasten 
his  departure  from  a  dungeon  where  they  put  so  much  garlic  into 
their  pottage."  Notwithstanding  this  intimation  of  a  relapse  into 
the  apathy  of  sensuality,  Cedric  placed  himself  opposite  to  Athel- 
stane, and  soon  showed,  that  if  the  distresses  of  his  country  could 
banish  the  recollection  of  food  while  the  table  was  uncovered,  yet  no 
sooner  were  the  victuals  put  there,  than  he  proved  that  the  appetite 
of  his  Saxon  ancestors  had  descended  to  him  along  with  their  other 
qualities. 

The  captives^  had  not  long  enjoyed  their  refreshment,  however, 
ere  their  attention  was  disturbed  even  from  this  most  serious  occupa-  | 
tion  by  the  blast  of  a  horn  winded  before  the  gate.     It  was  repeated  I 
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three  times,  with  as  much  violence  as  if  it  had  been  blown  before  an 
enchanted  castle  by  the  destined  knight,  at  whose  summons  halls  and 
towers,  barbican  and  battlement,  were  to  roll  off  like  a  morning' 
vapour.  The  Saxons  started  from  the  table  and  hastened  to  the 
window.  But  their  curiosity  was  disappointed;  for  these  outlets 
only  looked  upon  the  court  of  the  castle,  and  the  sound  came  from 
beyond  its  precincts.  The  summons,  however,  seemed  of  import- 
ance, for  a  considerable  degree  of  bustle  instantly  took  place  in  the 
castle. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

My  daughter— O  my  ducats — O  my  daughter  ! 

O  my  Christian  ducats  ! 

Justice — the  Law — my  ducats,  and  my  daughter ! 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

Leaving  the  Saxon  chiefs  to  return  to  their  banquet  as  soon  as 
their  ungratified  curiosity  should  permit  them  to  attend  to  the  calls 
of  their  half-satiated  appetite,  we  have  to  look  in  upon  the  yet  more 
severe  imprisonment  of  Isaac  of  York.  The  poor  Jew  had  been 
hastily  thrust  into  a  dungeon- vault  of  the  castle,  the  floor  of  which 
was  deep  beneath  the  level  of  the  ground,  and  very  damp,  being 
lower  than  even  the  moat  itself.  The  only  light  was  received 
through  one  or  two  loop-holes  far  above  the  reach  of  the  captive's 
hand.  These  apertures  admitted,  even  at  midday,  only  a  dim  and 
uncertain  light,  which  was  changed  for  utter  darkness  long  before 
the  rest  of  the  castle  had  lost  the  blessing  of  day.  Chains  and 
shackles,  which  had  been  the  portion  of  former  captives,  from  whom 
active  exertions  to  escape  had  been  apprehended,  hung  rusted  and 
empty  on  the  walls  of  the  prison ;  and  in  the  rings  of  one  of  those 
sets  of  fetters  there  remained  two  mouldering  bones,  which  seemed 
to  have  been  once  those  of  the  human  leg,  as  if  the  prisoner  had 
been  left  not  only  to  perish  there,  but  to  be  consumed  to  a  skeleton. 

At  one  end  of  this  ghastly  apartment  was  a  large  fire-grate,  over 
the  top  of  which  were  stretched  some  transverse  iron  bars,  half 
devoured  with  rust. 

The  whole  appearance  of  the  dungeon  might  have  appalled  a 
stouter  heart  than  that  of  Isaac,  who,  nevertheless,  was  more  com- 
posed under  the  imminent  pressure  of  danger  than  he  had  seemed 
to  be  while  affected  by  terrors,  of  which  the  cause  was  as  yet  remote 
and  contingent.  The  lovers  of  the  chase  say  that  the  hare  feels 
more  agony  during  the  pursuit  of  the  greyhounds,  than  when  she  is 
struggling  in  their  fangs.1  And  thus  it  is  probable  that  the  Jews, 
by  the  very  frequency  of  their  fear  on  all  occasions,  had  their  minds 
in  some  degree  prepared  for  every  effort  of  tyranny  which  could  be 
practised  upon  them;  so  that  no  aggression,  when  it  had  taken  place, 

1  Nola  Bene. — We  by  no  means  warrant  the  accuracy  of  this  piece  of  natural 
history,  which  we  give  on  the  authority  of  the  Wardour  MS. — L.  T. 
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could  bring  with  it  that  surprise  which  is  the  most  disabling-  quality 
of  terror.  Neither  was  it  the  first  time  that  Isaac  had  been  placed 
in  circumstances  so  dangerous.  He  had  therefore  experience  to 
guide  him,  as  well  as  hope  that  he  might  again,  as  formerly,  be 
delivered  as  a  prey  from  the  fowler.  Above  all,  he  had  upon  his 
side  the  unyielding  obstinacy  of  his  nation,  and  that  unbending 
resolution  with  which  Israelites  have  been  frequently  known  to 
submit  to  the  uttermost  evils  which  power  and  violence  can  inflict 
upon  them,  rather  than  gratify  their  oppressors  by  granting  their 
demands. 

In  this  humour  of  passive  resistance,  and  with  his  garment  collected 
beneath  him  to  keep  his  limbs  from  the  wet  pavement,  Isaac  sat  in 
a  corner  of  his  dungeon,  where  his  folded  hands,  his  dishevelled  hair 
and  beard,  his  furred  cloak  and  high  cap,  seen  by  the  wiry  and 
broken  light,  would  have  afforded  a  study  for  Rembrandt,  had  that 
celebrated  painter  existed  at  the  period.  The  Jew  remained  without 
altering  his  position  for  nearly  three  hours,  at  the  expiry  of  which 
steps  were  heard  on  the  dungeon  stair.  The  bolts  screamed  as  they 
were  withdrawn— the  hinges  creaked  as  the  wicket  opened,  and 
Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,  followed  by  the  two  Saracen  slaves  of  the 
Templar,  entered  the  prison. 

Front-de-Bceuf,  a  tall  and  strong  man,  whose  life  had  been  spent 
in  public  war  or  in  private  feuds  and  broils,  and  who  had  hesitated 
at  no  means  of  extending  his  feudal  power,  had  features  correspond- 
ing to  his  character,  and  which  strongly  expressed  the  fiercer  and 
more  malignant  passions  of  the  mind.  The  scars  with  which  his 
visage  was  seamed  would,  on  features  of  a  different  cast,  have  excited 
the  sympathy  and  veneration  due  to  the  marks  of  honourable  valour ; 
but  in  the  peculiar  case  of  Front-de-Bceuf  they  only  added  to  the 
ferocity  of  his  countenance,  and  to  the  dread  which  his  presence 
inspired.  This  formidable  baron  was  clad  in  a  leathern  doublet, 
fitted  close  to  his  body,  which  was  frayed  and  soiled  with  the  stains 
of  his  armour.  He  had  no  weapon,  excepting  a  poniard  at  his  belt, 
which  served  to  counterbalance  the  weight  of  the  bunch  of  rusty 
keys  that  hung  at  his  right  side. 

The  black  slaves  who  attended  Front-de-Bceuf  were  stripped  of 
their  gorgeous  apparel,  and  attired  in  jerkins  and  trousers  of  coarse 
linen,  their  sleeves  being  tucked  up  above  the  elbow,  like  those  of 
butchers  when  about  to  exercise  their  function  in  the  slaughter- 
house. Each  had  in  his  hand  a  small  pannier;  and,  when  they 
entered  the  dungeon,  they  stopped  at  the  door  until  Front-de-Bceuf 
himself  carefully  locked  and  double-locked  it.  Having  taken  this 
precaution,  he  advanced  slowly  up  the  apartment  towards  the  Jew, 
upon  whom  he  kept  his  eye  fixed,  as  if  he  wished  to  paralyse  him 
with  his  glance,  as  some  animals  are  said  to  fascinate  their  prey.  It 
seemed  indeed  as  if  the  sullen  and  malignant  eye  of  Front-de-Bceuf 
possessed  some  portion  of  that  supposed  power  over  his  unfortunate 
prisoner.  The  Jew  sate  with  his  mouth  a-gape,  and  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  savage  baron  with  such  earnestness  of  terror,  that  his  frame 
seemed  literally  to  shrink  together,  and  to  diminish  in  size  while 
encountering  the  fierce  Norman's  fixed  and  baleful  gaze.     The 
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unhappy  Isaac  was  deprived  not  only  of  the  power  of  rising  to  make 
the  obeisance  which  his  terror  dictated,  but  he  could  not  even  doff 
his  cap,  or  utter  any  word  of  supplication;  so  strongly  was  he 
agitated  by  the  conviction  that  tortures  and  death  were  impending 
over  him. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  stately  form  of  the  Norman  appeared  to 
dilate  in  magnitude,  like  that  of  the  eagle,  which  ruffles  up  its 
plumage  when  about  to  pounce  on  its  defenceless  prey.  He  paused 
within  three  steps  of  the  corner  in  which  the  unfortunate  Jew  had 
now,  as  it  were,  coiled  himself  up  into  the  smallest  possible  space, 
and  made  a  sign  for  one  of  the  slaves  to  approach.  The  black  satel- 
lite came  forward  accordingly,  and,  producing  from  his  basket  a  large 
pair  of  scales  and  several  weights,  he  laid  them  at  the  feet  of  Front- 
de-Boeuf,  and  again  retired  to  the  respectful  distance,  at  which  his 
companion  had  already  taken  his  station. 

The  motions  of  these  men  were  slow  and  solemn,  as  if  there  im- 
pended over  their  souls  some  preconception  of  horror  and  of  cruelty. 
Front-de-Boeuf  himself  opened  the  scene  by  thus  addressing  his  ill- 
fated  captive. 

"  Most  accursed  dog  of  an  accursed  race,"  he  said,  awaking  with 
his  deep  and  sullen  voice  the  sullen  echoes  of  his  dungeon  vault, 
"  seest  thou  these  scales  ? " 

The  unhappy  Jew  returned  a  feeble  affirmative. 

"  In  these  very  scales  shalt  thou  weigh  me  out,"  said  the  relentless 
Baron,  "  a  thousand  silver  pounds,  after  the  just  measure  and  weight 
of  the  Tower  of  London." 

"  Holy  Abraham ! "  returned  the  Jew,  finding  voice  through  the 
very  extremity  of  his  danger,  "  heard  man  ever  such  a  demand  ? — 
Who  ever  heard,  even  in  a  minstrel's  tale,  of  such  a  sum  as  a  thou- 
sand pounds  of  silver  ? — What  human  sight  was  ever  blessed  with 
the  vision  of  such  a  mass  of  treasure  ? — Not  within  the  walls  of  York, 
ransack  my  house  and  that  of  all  my  tribe,  wilt  thou  find  the  tithe  of 
that  huge  sum  of  silver  that  thou  speakest  of." 

"  I  am  reasonable,"  answered  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  and  if  silver  be 
scant,  I  refuse  not  gold.  At  the  rate  of  a  mark  of  gold  for  each  six 
pounds  of  silver,  thou  shalt  free  thy  unbelieving  carcass  from  such 
punishment  as  thy  heart  has  never  even  conceived." 

"  Have  mercy  on  me,  noble  knight !  "  exclaimed  Isaac ;  "  I  am  old, 
and  poor,  and  helpless.  It  were  unworthy  to  triumph  over  me — It  is 
a  poor  deed  to  crush  a  worm." 

"  Old  thou  mayest  be,"  replied  the  knight ;  "  more  shame  to  their 
folly  who  have  suffered  thee  to  grow  grey  in  usury  and  knavery — 
Feeble  thou  mayest  be,  for  when  had  a  Jew  either  heart  or  hand — 
But  rich  it  is  well  known  thou  art." 

"  I  swear  to  you,  noble  knight,"  said  the  Jew,  "  by  all  which  I 
believe,  and  by  all  which  we  believe  in  common " 

"  Perjure  not  thyself,"  said  the  Norman,  interrupting  him,  "  and 
let  not  thine  obstinacy  seal  thy  doom,  until  thou  hast  seen  and  well 
considered  the  fate  that  awaits  thee.  Think  not  I  speak  to  thee  only 
to  excite  thy  terror,  and  practise  on  the  base  cowardice  thou  hast 
derived  from  thy  tribe.    I  swear  to  thee  by  that  which  thou  dost  not 
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believe,  by  the  gospel  which  our  church  teaches,  aud  by  the  keys 
which  are  given  her  to  bind  and  to  loose,  that  mv  purpose  is  deep 
and  peremptory.  This  dungeon  is  no  place  for  trifling.  Prisoners 
ten  thousand  times  more  distinguished  than  thou,  have  died  within 
these  walls,  and  their  fate  hath  never  been  known !  But  for  thee  is 
reserved  a  long  and  lingering  death,  to  which  theirs  were  luxury." 

He  again  made  a  signal  for  the  slaves  to  approach,  and  spoke  to 
1  them  apart,  in  their  own  language ;  for  he  also  had  been  in  Palestine, 
where  perhaps  he  had  learnt  his  lesson  of  cruelty.  The  Saracens 
produced  from  their  baskets  a  quantity  of  charcoal,  a  pair  of  bellows, 
and  a  flask  of  oil.  While  the  one  struck  a  light  with  a  flint  and  steel, 
the  other  disposed  the  charcoal  in  the  large  rusty  grate  which  we 
have  already  mentioned,  and  exercised  the  bellows  until  the  fuel 
came  to  a  red  glow. 

"  Seest  thou,  Isaac,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  the  range  of  iron  bars 
above  that  glowing  charcoal  ? * — on  that  warm  couch  thou  shalt  lie, 
stripped  of  thy  clothes  as  if  thou  wert  to  rest  on  a  bed  of  down.  One 
of  these  slaves  shall  maintain  the  fire  beneath  thee,  while  the  other 
shall  anoint  thy  wretched  limbs  with  oil,  lest  the  roast  should  burn. — 
Now,  choose  betwixt  such  a  scorching  bed  and  the  payment  of  a 
thousand  pounds  of  silver ;  for,  by  the  head  of  my  father,  thou  hast 
no  other  option." 

"  It  is  impossible,"  exclaimed  the  miserable  Jew — "  it  is  impossible 
that  your  purpose  can  be  real!  The  good  God  of  nature  never  made 
a  heart  capable  of  exercising  such  cruelty !  " 

"  Trust  not  to  that,  Isaac,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  it  were  a  fatal 
error.  Dost  thou  think  that  I,  who  have  seen  a  town  sacked,  in 
which  thousands  of  my  Christian  countrymen  perished  by  sword,  by 
flood,  and  by  fire,  will  blench  from  my  purpose  for  the  outcries  or 
screams  of  one  single  wretched  Jew  ? — or  thinkest  thou  that  these 
swarthy  slaves,  who  have  neither  law,  country,  nor  conscience,  but 
their  master's  will — who  use  the  poison,  or  the  stake,  or  the  poniard, 
or  the  cord,  at  his  slightest  wink  —  thinkest  thou  that  they  will  have 
mercy,  who  do  not  even  understand  the  language  in  which  it  is  asked  ? 
— Be  wise,  old  man ;  discbarge  thyself  of  a  portion  of  thy  superfluous 
wealth  ;  repay  to  the  hands  of  a  Christian  a  part  of  what  thou  hast 
acquired  by  the  usury  thou  hast  practised  on  those  of  his  religion. 
Thy  cunning  may  soon  swell  out  once  more  thy  shrivelled  purse,  but 
neither  leech  nor  medicine  can  restore  thy  scorched  hide  and  flesh 
wert  thou  once  stretched  on  these  bars.  Tell  down  thy  ransom,  I 
say,  and  rejoice  that  at  such  rate  thou  canst  redeem  thee  from  a 
dungeon,  the  secrets  of  which  few  have  returned  to  tell.  I  waste  no 
more  words  with  thee  —  choose  between  thy  dross  and  thy  flesh  and 
blood,  and  as  thou  choosest,  so  shall  it  be." 

"  So  may  Abraham,  Jacob,  and  all  the  fathers  of  our  people,  assist 
me,"  said  Isaac  ;  "  I  cannot  make  the  choice,  because  I  have  not  the 
means  of  satisfying  your  exorbitant  demand !  " 

"  Seize  him  and  strip  him,  slaves,"  said  the  knight,  "  and  let  the 
fathers  of  his  race  assist  him  if  they  can." 

1  See  Note  F.     The  range  of  iron  bars  above  that  glowing  charcoal. 
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"  The  assistants,  taking  their  directions  more  from  the  Baron's  eye 
and  his  hand  than  his  tongue,  once  more  stepped  forward,  laid  hands 
on  the  unfortunate  Isaac,  plucked  him  up  from  the  ground,  and, 
holding  him  between  them,  waited  the  hard-hearted  Baron's  farther 
signal.  The  unhappy  Jew  eyed  their  countenances  and  that  of 
Front-de-Boeuf,  in  hope  of  discovering  some  symptoms  of  relenting ; 
but  that  of  the  Baron  exhibited  the  same  cold,  half-sullen,  half-sar- 
castic smile  which  had  been  the  prelude  to  his  cruelty;  and  the 
savage  eyes  of  the  Saracens,  rolling  gloomily  under  their  dark  brows, 
acquiring  a  yet  more  sinister  expression  by  the  whiteness  of  the 
circle  which  surrounds  the  pupil,  evinced  rather  the  secret  pleasure 
which  they  expected  from  the  approaching  scene,  than  any  reluc- 
tance to  be  its  directors  or  agents.  The  Jew  then  looked  at  the 
glowing  furnace,  over  which  he  was  presently  to  be  stretched,  and 
seeing  no  chance  of  his  tormentor's  relenting,  his  resolution  gave 
way. 

"  I  will  pay,"  he  said,  "  the  thousand  pounds  of  silver — That  is," 
he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "  I  will  pay  it  with  the  help  of  my 
brethren ;  for  I  must  beg  as  a  mendicant  at  the  door  of  our  syna- 
gogue ere  I  make  up  so  unheard-of  a  sum. — When  and  where  must 
it  be  delivered  ? " 

"Here,"  replied  Front-de-Boeuf,  "here  it  must  be  delivered — 
weighed  it  must  be — weighed  and  told  down  on  this  very  dungeon 
floor.  —  Thinkest  thou  1  will  part  with  thee  until  thy  ransom  is 
secure  ? " 

"  And  what  is  to  be  my  surety,"  said  the  Jew,  "  that  I  shall  be  at 
liberty  after  this  ransom  is  paid  ? " 

"  The  word  of  a  Norman  noble,  thou  pawnbroking  slave,"  answered 
Front-de-Boeuf;  "the  faith  of  a  Norman  nobleman,  more  pure  than 
the  gold  and  silver  of  thee  and  all  thy  tribe." 

H I  crave  pardon,  noble  lord,"  said  Isaac  timidly,  "  but  wherefore 
should  I  rely  wholly  on  the  word  of  one  who  will  trust  nothing  to 
mine?" 

"Because  thou  canst  not  help  it,  Jew,"  said  the  knight  sternly. 
"  Wert  thou  now  in  thy  treasure-chamber  at  York,  and  were  I  crav- 
ing a  loan  of  thy  shekels,  it  would  be  thine  to  dictate  the  time  of 
payment,  and  the  pledge  of  security.  This  is  my  treasure-chamber. 
Here  I  have  thee  at  advantage,  nor  will  I  again  deign  to  repeat  the 
terms  on  which  I  grant  thee  liberty." 

The  Jew  groaned  deeply. — "  Grant  me,"  he  said,  "  at  least  with 
my  own  liberty,  that  of  the  companions  with  whom  I  travel.  They 
scorned  me  as  a  Jew,  yet  they  pitied  my  desolation,  and  because  they 
tarried  to  aid  me  by  the  way,  a  share  of  my  evil  hath  come  upon 
them ;  moreover,  they  may  contribute  in  some  sort  to  my  ransom." 

"If  thou  meanest  yonder  Saxon  churls,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf, 
"  their  ransom  will  depend  upon  other  terms  than  thine.  Mind  thine 
own  concerns,  Jew,  I  warn  thee,  and  meddle  not  with  those  of 
others." 

"  I  am,  then,"  said  Isaac,  "  only  to  be  set  at  liberty,  together  with 
mine  wounded  friend?" 

"  Shall  I  twice  recommend  it,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  to  a  son  of 
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Israel,  to  meddle  with  his  own  concerns,  and  leave  those  of  others 
alone  ?— Since  thou  hast  made  thy  choice,  it  remains  but  that  thou 
payest  down  thy  ransom,  and  that  at  a  short  day." 

"  Yet  hear  me,"  said  the  Jew—"  for  the  sake  of  that  very  wealth 

which  thou  wouldst  obtain  at  the  expense  of  thy "  Here  he  stopped 

short,  afraid  of  irritating  the  savage  Norman.  But  Front-de-Bceuf 
only  laughed,  and  himself  filled  up  the  blank  at  which  the  Jew  had 
hesitated.  "  At  the  expense  of  my  conscience,  thou  wouldst  say, 
Isaac ;  speak  it  out— I  tell  thee,  I  am  reasonable.  I  can  bear  the 
reproaches  of  a  loser,  even  when  that  loser  is  a  Jew.  Thou  wert  not 
so  patient,  Isaac,  when  thou  didst  invoke  justice  against  Jacques 
Fitzdotterel,  for  calling  thee  a  usurious  blood-sucker,  when  thy  ex- 
actions had  devoured  his  patrimony." 

"  I  swear  by  the  Talmud,"  said  the  Jew,  "  that  your  valour  has 
heen  misled  in  that  matter.  Fitzdotterel  drew  his  poniard  upon  me 
in  mine  own  chamber,  because  I  craved  him  for  mine  own  silver. 
The  term  of  payment  was  due  at  the  Passover." 

"  I  care  not  what  he  did,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  "  the  question  is, 
when  shall  I  have  mine  own  ? — when  shall  I  have  the  shekels,  Isaac?" 

"  Let  my  daughter  Rebecca  go  forth  to  York,"  answered  Isaac, 
"with  your  safe-conduct,  noble  knight,  and  so  soon  as  man  and 

horse  can  return,  the  treasure "    Here  he  groaned  deeply,  but 

added,  after  the  pause  of  a  few  seconds,  — "  the  treasure  shall  be  told 
down  on  this  very  floor." 

"  Thy  daughter ! "  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  as  if  surprised,  —  "  By 
heavens,  Isaac,  I  would  I  had  known  of  this.  I  deemed  that  yonder 
black-browed  girl  had  been  thy  concubine,  and  I  gave  her  to  be  a 
handmaiden  to  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  after  the  fashion  of  patri- 
archs and  heroes  of  the  days  of  old,  who  set  us  in  these  matters  a 
wholesome  example." 

The  yell  which  Isaac  raised  at  this  unfeeling  communication  made 
the  very  vault  to  ring,  and  astounded  the  two  Saracens  so  much  that 
they  let  go  their  hold  of  the  Jew.  He  availed  himself  of  his  enlarge- 
ment to  throw  himself  on  the  pavement,  and  clasp  the  knees  of 
Front-de-Bceuf. 

b  "  Take  all  that  you  have  asked,"  said  he,  "  Sir  Knight — take  ten 
times  more— reduce  me  to  ruin  and  to  beggary,  if  thou  wilt, — nay, 
pierce  me  with  thy  poniard,  broil  me  on  that  furnace,  but  spare  my 
claughter,  deliver  her  in  safety  and  honour! — As  thou  art  born  of 
woman,  spare  the  honour  of  a  helpless  maiden — She  is  the  image  of 
my  deceased  Rachael,  she  is  the  last  of  six  pledges  of  her  love — 
Will  you  deprive  a  widowed  husband  of  his  sole  remaining  comfort  ? 
—Will  you  reduce  a  father  to  wish  that  his  only  living  child  were 
laid  beside  her  dead  mother,  in  the  tomb  of  our  fathers?" 

"I  would,"  said  the  Norman,  somewhat  relenting,  "that  I  had 
known  of  this  before.  I  thought  your  race  had  loved  nothing  save 
their  money-bags." 

"  Think  not  so  vilely  of  us,  Jews  though  we  be  "  said  Isaac,  eager 
to  improve  the  moment  of  apparent  sympathy;  "the  hunted  fox,  the 
tortured  wild-cat  loves  its  young — the  despised  and  persecuted  race 
of  Abraham  love  their  children ! " 
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"  Be  it  so,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf ;  "  I  will  believe  it  in  future, 
Isaac,  for  thy  very  sake— but  it  aids  us  not  now,  I  cannot  help  what 
has  happened,  or  what  is  to  follow ;  my  word  is  passed  to  my  comrade 
in  arms,  nor  would  I  break  it  for  ten  Jews  and  Jewesses  to  boot. 
Besides,  why  shouldst  thou  think  evil  is  to  come  to  the  girl,  even  if 
she  became  Bois-Guilbert's  booty  ? " 

"There  will,  there  must!"  exclaimed  Isaac,  wringing  his  hands 
in  agony ;  "  when  did  Templars  breathe  aught  but  cruelty  to  men, 
and  dishonour  to  women  ?  " 

"  Dog  of  an  infidel,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  with  sparkling  eyes,  and 
not  sorry,  perhaps,  to  seize  a  pretext  for  working  himself  into  a 
passion,  "  blaspheme  not  the  Holy  Order  of  the  Temple  of  Zion,  but 
take  thought  instead  to  pay  me  the  ransom  thou  hast  promised,  or 
wo  betide  thy  Jewish  throat !  " 

"  Robber  and  villain ! "  said  the  Jew,  retorting  the  insults  of  his 
oppressor  with  passion ,  which,  however  impotent,  he  now  found  it 
impossible  to  bridle,  "  I  will  pay  thee  nothing — not  one  silver  penny 
will  I  pay  thee,  unless  my  daughter  is  delivered  to  me  in  safety  and 
honour ! " 

"  Art  thou  in  thy  senses,  Israelite  ? "  said  the  Norman  sternly— - 
"  has  thy  flesh  and  blood  a  charm  against  heated  iron  and  scalding 
oH?" 

"  I  care  not ! "  said  the  Jew,  rendered  desperate  by  paternal  affec- 
tion ;  "  do  thy  worst.  My  daughter  is  my  flesh  and  blood,  dearer  to 
me  a  thousand  times  than  those  limbs  which  thy  cruelty  threatens. 
No  silver  will  I  give  thee,  unless  I  were  to  pour  it  molten  down 
thy  avaricious  throat — no,  not  a  silver  penny  will  I  give  thee, 
Nazarene,  were  it  to  save  thee  from  the  deep  damnation  thy  whole 
life  has  merited!  Take  my  life  if  thou  wilt,  and  say,  the  Jew, 
amidst  his  tortures,  knew  how  to  disappoint  the  Christian." 

"We  shall  see  that,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf ;  "for  by  the  blessed 
rood,  which  is  the  abomination  of  thy  accursed  tribe,  thou  shalt  feel 
the  extremities  of  fire  and  steel !— Strip  him,  slaves,  and  chain  him 
down  upon  the  bars." 

In  spite  of  the  feeble  struggles  of  the  old  man,  the  Saracens  had 
already  torn  from  him  his  upper  garment,  and  were  proceeding 
totally  to  disrobe  him,  when  the  sound  of  a  bugle,  twice  winded 
without  the  castle,  penetrated  even  to  the  recesses  of  the  dungeon, 
and  immediately  after  loud  voices  were  heard  calling  for  Sir  Reginald 
Front-de-Boeuf.  Unwilling  to  be  found  engaged  in  his  hellish  occu- 
pation, the  savage  Baron  gave  the  slaves  a  signal  to  restore  Isaac's 
garment,  and,  quitting  the  dungeon  with  his  attendants,  he  left  the 
Jew  to  thank  God  for  his  own  deliverance,  or  to  lament  over  his 
daughter's  captivity,  and  probable  fate,  as  his  personal  or  parental 
feelings  might  prove  strongest. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


Nay,  if  the  gentle  spirit  of  moving  words 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  form, 
I'll  woo  you,  like  a  soldier,  at  arms'  end, 
And  love  you  'gainst  the  nature  of  love,  force  you. 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

The  apartment  to  which  the  Lady  Rowena  had  been  introduced 
was  fitted  up  with  some  rude  attempts  at  ornament  and  magnifi- 
cence, and  her  being"  placed  there  might  be  considered  as  a  peculiar 
mark  of  respect  not  offered  to  the  other  prisoners.  But  the  wife  of 
Front-de-Bceuf,  for  whom  it  had  been  originally  furnished,  was  long 
dead,  and  decay  and  neglect  had  impaired  the  few  ornaments  with 
which  her  taste  had  adorned  it.  The  tapestry  hung  down  from  the 
walls  in  many  places,  and  in  others  was  tarnished  and  faded  under 
the  effects  of  the  sun,  or  tattered  and  decayed  by  age.  Desolate, 
however,  as  it  was,  this  was  the  apartment  of  the  castle  which  had 
been  judged  most  fitting  for  the  accommodation  of  the  Saxon  heiress ; 
and  here  she  was  left  to  meditate  upon  her  fate,  until  the  actors  in 
this  nefarious  drama  had  arranged  the  several  parts  which  each  of 
them  was  to  perform.  This  had  been  settled  in  a  council  held  by 
Front-de-Boeuf,  De  Bracy,  and  the  Templar,  in  which,  after  a  long 
and  warm  debate  concerning  the  several  advantages  which  each  in- 
sisted upon  deriving  from  his  peculiar  share  in  this  audacious  enter- 
prise, they  had  at  length  determined  the  fate  of  their  unhappy 
prisoners. 

It  was  about  the  hour  of  noon,  therefore,  when  De  Bracy,  for 
whose  advantage  the  expedition  had  been  first  planned,  appeared 
to  prosecute  his  views  upon  the  hand  and  possessions  of  the  Lady 
Rowena. 

The  interval  had  not  entirely  been  bestowed  in  holding  council 
with  his  confederates,  for  De  Bracy  had  found  leisure  todecorate 
his  person  with  all  the  foppery  of  the  times.  His  green  cassock  and 
vizard  were  now  flung  aside.  His  long  luxuriant  hair  was  trained  to 
flow  in  quaint  tresses  down  his  richly-furred  cloak.  His  beard  was 
closely  shaved,  his  doublet  reached  to  the  middle  of  his  leg,  and  the 
girdle  which  secured  it  and  at  the  same  time  supported  his  ponderous 
sword,  was  embroidered  and  embossed  with  gold  work.  We  have 
already  noticed  the  extravagant  fashion  of  the  shoes  at  this  period, 
and  the  points  of  Maurice  de  Bracy's  might  have  challenged  the 
prize  of  extravagance  with  the  gayest,  being  turned  up  and  twisted 
like  the  horns^  of  a  ram.     Such  was  the  dress  of  a  gallant  of  the 

Eeriod;  and,  in  the  present  instance,  that  effect  was  aided  by  the 
andsome  person  and  good  demeanour  of  the  wearer,  whose  manners 
partook  alike  of  the  grace  of  a  courtier,  and  the  frankness  of  a 
soldier. 

He  saluted  Rowena  by  doffing  his  velvet  bonnet,  garnished  with  a 
golden  broach,  representing  St  Michael  trampling  down  the  Prince 
of  Evil.  With  this,  he  gently  motioned  the  lady  to  a  seat ;  and,  as 
she  still  retained  her  standing  posture,  the  knight  ungloved  his  right 


IVANHOE.  153 

hand,  and  motioned  to  conduct  her  thither.  But  Rowena  declined, 
by  her  gesture,  the  proffered  compliment,  and  replied,  "  If  I  be  in 
the  presence  of  my  jailor,  Sir  Knight — nor  will  circumstances  allow 
me  to  think  otherwise— it  best  becomes  his  prisoner  to  remain  stand- 
ing till  she  learns  her  doom." 

"  Alas !  fair  Rowena,"  returned  De  Bracy,  "  you  are  in  presence  of 
your  captive,  not  your  jailor ;  and  it  is  from  your  fair  eyes  that  De 
Bracy  must  receive  that  doom  which  you  fondly  expect  from  him." 

"  I  know  you  not,  sir,"  said  the  lady,  drawing  herself  up  with  all 
the  pride  of  offended  rank  and  beauty ;  "  I  know  you  not — and  the 
insolent  familiarity  with  which  you  apply  to  me  the  jargon  of  a 
troubadour,  forms  no  apology  for  the  violence  of  a  robber." 

"  To  thyself,  fair  maid,"  answered  De  Bracy,  in  his  former  tone — 
'•'to  thine  own  charms  be  ascribed  whate'er  I  have  done  which 

Eassed  the  respect  due  to  her,  whom  I  have  chosen  queen  of  my 
eart,  and  loadstar  of  my  eyes." 

-  I  repeat  to  you,  Sir  Knight,  that  I  know  you  not,  and  that  no 
man  wearing  chain  and  spurs  ought  thus  to  intrude  himself  upon 
the  presence  of  an  unprotected  lady." 

"  That  I  am  unknown  to  you,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  is  indeed  my  mis- 
fortune ;  yet  let  me  hope  that  De  Bracy's  name  has  not  been  always 
unspoken,  when  minstrels  or  heralds  have  praised  deeds  of  chivalry, 
whether  in  the  lists  or  in  the  battle-field." 

"  To  heralds  and  to  minstrels,  then,  leave  thy  praise,  Sir  Knight," 
replied  Rowena,  "  more  suiting  for  their  mouths  than  for  thine  own ; 
and  tell  me  which  of  them  shall  record  in  song,  or  in  book  of  tourney, 
the  memorable  conquest  of  this  night,  a  conquest  obtained  over  an 
old  man,  followed  by  a  few  timid  hinds ;  and  its  booty,  an  unfortunate 
maiden,  transported  against  her  will  to  the  castle  of  a  robber  ?" 

"  You  are  unjust,  Lady  Rowena,"  said  the  knight,  biting  his  lips 
in  some  confusion,  and  speaking  in  a  tone  more  natural  to  him  than 
that  of  affected  gallantry,  which  he  had  first  adopted ;  "  yourself  free 
from  passion,  you  can  allow  no  excuse  for  the  frenzy  of  another, 
although  caused  by  your  own  beauty." 

"  I  pray  you,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Rowena,  "  to  cease  a  language  so 
commpnly  used  by  strolling  minstrels,  that  it  becomes  not  the  mouth 
of  knights  or  nobles.  Certes,  you  constrain  me  to  sit  down,  since 
you  enter  upon  such  commonplace  terms,  of  which  each  vile  crowder 
hath  a  stock  that  might  last  from  hence  to  Christmas." 

"  Proud  damsel,"  said  De  Bracy,  incensed  at  finding  his  gallant 
style  procured  him  nothing  but  contempt—"  proud  damsel,  thou 
shalt  be  as  proudly  encountered.  Know  then,  that  I  have  supported 
my  pretensions  to  your  hand  in  the  way  that  best  suited  thy  char- 
acter. It  is  meeter  for  thy  humour  to  be  wooed  with  bow  and  bill, 
than  in  set  terms,  and  in  courtly  language." 

"Courtesy  of  tongue,"  said  Rowena,  "when  it  is  used  to  veil 
churlishness  of  deed,  is  but  a  knight's  girdle  around  the  breast  of  a 
base  clown.  I  wonder  not  that  the  restraint  appears  to  gall  you — 
more  it  were  for  your  honour  to  have  retained  the  dress  and  language 
of  an  outlaw,  than  to  veil  the  deeds  of  one  under  an  affectation  of 
gentle  language  and  demeanour." 
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"  You  counsel  well,  lady,"  said  the  Norman ;  "  and  in  the  bold 
language  which  best  justifies  bold  action,  I  tell  thee,  thou  shalt  never 
leave  this  castle,  or  thou  shalt  leave  it  as  Maurice  De  Bracy's  wife. 
1  am  not  wont  to  be  baffled  in  my  enterprises,  nor  needs  a  Norman 
noble  scrupulously  to  vindicate  his  conduct  to  the  Saxon  maiden 
whom  he  distinguishes  by  the  offer  of  his  hand.  Thou  art  proud, 
Rowena,  and  thou  art  the  fitter  to  be  my  wife.  By  what  other  means 
couldst  thou  be  raised  to  high  honour  and  to  princely  place,  saving 
by  my  alliance?  How  else  wouldst  thou  escape  from  the  mean 
precincts  of  a  country  grange,  where  Saxons  herd  with  the  swine 
which  form  their  wealth,  to  take  thy  seat,  honoured  as  thou  shouldst 
be,  and  shalt  be,  amid  all  in  England  that  is  distinguished  by  beauty, 
or  dignified  by  power  ?  " 

"  Sir  Knight,"  replied  Rowena,  "  the  grange  which  you  contemn 
hath  been  my  shelter  from  infancy ;  and,  trust  me,  when  I  leave  it 
— should  that  day  ever  arrive— it  shall  be  with  one  who  has  not 
learnt  to  despise  the  dwelling  and  manners  in  which  I  have  been 
brought  up." 

"  I  guess  your  meaning,  lady,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  though  you  may 
think  it  lies  too  obscure  for  my  apprehension.  But  dream  not,  that 
Richard  Cceur  de  Lion  will  ever  resume  his  throne,  far  less  that 
Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe,  his  minion,  will  ever  lead  thee  to  his  footstool, 
to  be  there  welcomed  as  the  bride  of  a  favourite.  Another  suitor 
might  feel  jealousy  while  he  touched  this  string ;  but  my  firm  pur- 
pose cannot  be  changed  by  a  passion  so  childish  and  so  hopeless. 
Know,  lady,  that  this  rival  is  in  rny  power,  and  that  it  rests  but  with 
me  to  betray  the  secret  of  his  being  within  the  castle  to  Front-de- 
Bceuf,  whose  jealousy  will  be  more  fatal  than  mine." 

Wilfred  here  ?  "  said  Rowena,  in  disdain ;  "  that  is  as  true  as  that 
Front-de-Bceuf  is  his  rival." 

De  Bracy  looked^  at  her  steadily  for  an  instant.  "  Wert  thou 
really  ignorant  of  this  ?  "  said  he ;  "  didst  thou  not  know  that  Wilfred 
of  Ivanhoe  travelled  in  the  litter  of  the  Jew  ? — a,  meet  conveyance 
for  the  crusader,  whose  doughty  arm  was  to  conquer  the  Holy 
Sepulchre ! "    And  he  laughed  scornfully. 

"And  if  he  is  here,"  said  Rowena,  compelling  herself  to  a  tone  of 
indifference,  though  trembling  with  an  agony  of  apprehension  which 
she  could  not  suppress,  "  in  what  is  he  the  rival  of  Front-de-Bceuf? 
or  what  has  he  to  fear  beyond  a  short  imprisonment,  and  an  honour- 
able ransom,  according  to  the  use  of  chivalry  ?  " 

"Rowena,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  art  thou,  too,  deceived  by  the  common 
error  of  thy  sex,  who  think  there  can  be  no  rivalry  but  that  respecting 
their  own  charms  ?  Knowest  thou  not  there  is  a  jealousy  of  ambition 
and  of  wealth,  as  well  as  of  love ;  and  that  this  our  host,  Front-de- 
Bceuf,  will  push  from  his  road  him  who  opposes  his  claim  to  the  fair 
barony  of  Ivanhoe,  as  readily,  eagerly,  and  unscrupulously,  as  if  he 
were  preferred  to  him  by  some  blue-eyed  damsel  ?  But  smile  on  my 
suit,  lady,  and  the  wounded  champion  shall  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
Front-de-Bceuf,  whom  else  thou  mayest  mourn  for,  as  in  the  hands 
of  one  who  has  never  shown  compassion." 
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"  Save  him,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  !  "  said  Rowena,  her  firmness 
giving  way  under  terror  for  her  lover's  impending'  fate. 

"  I  can — I  will — it  is  my  purpose,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  for,  when 
Rowena  consents  to  be  the  bride  of  De  Bracy,  who  is  it  shall  dare  to 
put  forth  a  violent  hand  upon  her  kinsman— the  son  of  her  guardian 
— the  companion  of  her  youth  ?  But  it  is  thy  love  must  buy  his  pro- 
tection. I  am  not  romantic  fool  enough  to  farther  the  fortune,  or 
avert  the  fate,  of  one  who  is  likely  to  be  a  successful  obstacle  between 
me  and  my  wishes.  Use  thine  influence  with  me  in  his  behalf,  and 
he  is  safe, — refuse  to  employ  it,  Wilfred  dies,  and  thou  thyself  art  not 
the  nearer  to  freedom." 

"  Thy  language,"  answered  Rowena,  "hath  m  its  indifferent  blunt- 
ness  something*  which  cannot  be  reconciled  with  the  horrors  it  seems 
to  express.  I  believe  not  that  thy  purpose  is  so  wicked,  or  thy  power 
so  great." 

"  Flatter  thyself,  then,  with  that  belief,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  until 
time  shall  prove  it  false.  Thy  lover  lies  wounded  in  this  castle— thy 
preferred  lover.  He  is  a  bar  betwixt  Front-de-Boeuf  and  that  which 
Front-de-Boeuf  loves  better  than  either  ambition  or  beauty.  What 
will  it  cost  beyond  the  blow  of  a  poniard,  or  the  thrust  of  a  javelin, 
to  silence  his  opposition  for  ever  ?  Nay,  were  Front-de-Bceuf  afraid 
to  justify  a  deed  so  open,  let  the  leech  but  give  his  patient  a  wrong 
draught — let  the  chamberlain,  or  the  nurse  who  tends  him,  but  pluck 
the  pillow  from  his  head,  and  Wilfred,  in  his  present  condition,  is  sped 
without  the  effusion  of  blood.     Cedric  also " 

"  And  Cedric  also,"  said  Rowena,  repeating  his  words ;  "  my  noble 
— my  generous  guardian !  I  deserved  the  evil  I  have  encountered, 
for  forgetting  his  fate  even  in  that  of  his  son !  " 

"  Cedric's  fate  also  depends  upon  thy  determination,"  said  De 
Bracy ;  "and  I  leave  thee  to  form  it." 

Hitherto,  Rowena  had  sustained  her  part  in  this  trying  scene  with 
undismayed  courage,  but  it  was  because  she  had  not  considered  the 
danger  as  serious  and  imminent.  Her  disposition  was  naturally  that 
which  physiognomists  consider  as  proper  to  fair  complexions,  mild, 
timid,  and  gentle ;  but  it  had  been  tempered,  and,  as  it  were, 
hardened  by  the  circumstances  of  her  education.  Accustomed  to  see 
the  will  of  all,  even  of  Cedric  himself  (sufficiently  arbitrary  with 
others)  give  way  before  her  wishes,  she  had  acquired  that  sort  of 
courage  and  self-confidence  which  arises  from  the  habitual  and  con- 
stant deference  of  the  circle  in  which  we  move.  She  could  scarce 
conceive  the  possibility  of  her  will  being  opposed,  far  less  that  of  its 
being  treated  with  total  disregard. 

Her  haughtiness  and  habit  of  domination  was,  therefore,  a  fictitious 
character,  induced  over  that  which  was  natural  to  her,  and  it  deserted 
her  when  her  eyes  were  opened  to  the  extent  of  her  own  danger,  as 
well  as  that  of  her  lover  and  her  guardian ;  and  when  she  found  her 
will,  the  slightest  expression  of  which  was  wont  to  command  respect 
and  attention,  now  placed  in  opposition  to  that  of  a  man  of  a  strong, 
fierce,  and  determined  mind,  who  possessed  the  advantage  over  her, 
and  was  resolved  to  use  it,  she  quailed  before  him. 
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After  casting  her  eyes  around,  as  if  to  look  for  the  aid  which  was 
nowhere  to  be  found,  and  after  a  few  broken  interjections,  she  raised 
her  hands  to  heaven,  and  burst  into  a  passion  of  uncontrolled  vexation 
and  sorrow.  It  was  impossible  to  see  so  beautiful  a  creature  in  such 
extremity  without  feeling"  for  her,  and  De  Bracy  was  not  unmoved, 
though  he  was  yet  more  embarrassed  than  touched.  He  had,  in  truth, 
gone  too  far  to  recede;  and  yet,  in  Rowena's  present  condition,  she 
could  not  be  acted  on  either  by  argument  or  threats.  He  paced  the 
apartment  to  and  fro,  now  vainly  exhorting1  the  terrified  maiden  to 
compose  herself,  now  hesitating*  concerning"  his  own  line  of  conduct. 

"  If,"  thought  he,  "I  should  be  moved  by  the  tears  and  sorrow  of  this 
disconsolate  damsel,  what  should  I  reap  but  the  loss  of  those  fair 
hopes  for  which  I  have  encountered  so  much  risk,  and  the  ridicule  of 
Prince  John  and  his  jovial  comrades  ?  And  yet,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  I  feel  myself  ill  framed  for  the  part  which  I  am  playing".  I  cannot 
look  on  so  fair  a  face  while  it  is  disturbed  with  agony,  or  on  those 
eyes  when  they  are  drowned  in  tears.  I  would  she  had  retained  her 
original  haughtiness  of  disposition,  or  that  I  had  a  larger  share  of 
Front-de-Boeuf  s  thrice-tempered  hardness  of  heart !  " 

Agitated  by  these  thoughts,  he  could  only  bid  the  unfortunate 
Rowena  be  comforted,  and  assure  her,  that,  as  yet  she  had  no  reason 
for  the  excess  of  despair  to  which  she  was  now  giving'  way.  But  in 
this  task  of  consolation  De  Bracy  was  interrupted  by'  the  horn, 
"  hoarse- winded  blowing"  far  and  keen,"  which  had  at  the  same  time 
alarmed  the  other  inmates  of  the  castle,  and  interrupted  their  several 
plans  of  avarice  and  of  licence.  Of  them  all,  perhaps,  De  Bracy 
least  regretted  the  interruption ;  for  his  conference  with  the  Lady 
Rowena  had  arrived  at  a  point,  where  he  found  it  equally  difficult  to 
prosecute  or  to  resign  his  enterprise. 

And  here  we  cannot  but  think  it  necessary  to  offer  some  better 
proof  than  the  incidents  of  an  idle  tale,  to  vindicate  the  melancholy 
representation  of  manners  which  has  been  just  laid  before  the  reader. 
It  is  grievous  to  think  that  those  valiant  barons,  to  whose  stand  against 
the  crown  the  liberties  of  England  were  indebted  for  their  existence, 
should  themselves  have  been  such  dreadful  oppressors,  and  capable  of 
excesses  contrary  not  only  to  the  laws  of  England,  but  to  those  of 
nature  and  humanity.  But,  alas  !  we  have  only  to  extract  from  the 
industrious  Henry  one  of  those  numerous  passages  which  he  has 
collected  from  contemporary  historians,  to  prove  that  fiction  itself 
can  hardly  reach  the  dark  reality  of  the  horrors  of  the  period. 

The  description  given  by  the  author  of  the  Saxon  Chronicle  of  the 
cruelties  exercised  in  the  reign  of  King"  Stephen  bv  the  great  barons 
and  lords  of  castles,  who  were  all  Normans,  affords  a  strong*  proof  of 
the  excesses  of  which  they  were  capable  when  their  passions  were 
inflamed.  «  They  grievously  oppressed  the  poor  people  by  building 
castles ;  and  when  they  were  built,  they  filled  them  with  wicked  men, 
or  rather  devils,  who  seized  both  men  and  women  who  they  imagined 
had  any  money,  threw  them  into  prison,  and  put  them  to  more  cruel 
tortures  than  the  martyrs  ever  endured.  They  suffocated  some  in 
mud,  and  suspended  others  by  the  feet,  or  the  head,  or  the  thumbs, 
kindling-  fires  below  them.     They  squeezed  the  heads  of  some  with 
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knotted  cords  till  they  pierced  their  brains,  while  they  threw  others 
into  dungeons  swarming*  with  serpents,  snakes,  and  toads."  But  it 
would  be  cruel  to  put  the  reader  to  the  pain  of  perusing  the  remainder 
of  this  description.1 

As  another  instance  of  these  bitter  fruits  of  conquest,  and  perhaps 
the  strongest  that  can  be  quoted,  we  may  mention,  that  the  Princess 
Matilda,  though  a  daughter  of  the  King  of  Scotland,  and  afterwards 
both  Queen  of  England,  niece  to  Edgar  Atheling,  and  mother  to  the 
Empress  of  Germany,  the  daughter,  the  wife,  and  the  mother  of 
monarchs,  was  obliged,  during  her  early  residence  for  education  in 
England,  to  assume  the  veil  of  a  nun,  as  the  only  means  of  escaping 
the  licentious  pursuit  of  the  Norman  nobles.  This  excuse  she  stated 
before  a  great  council  of  the  clergy  of  England,  as  the  sole  reason  for 
her  having  taken  the  religious  habit.  The  assembled  clergy  admitted 
the  validity  of  the  plea,  and  the  notoriety  of  the  circumstances  upon 
which  it  was  founded;  giving  thus  an  indubitable  and  most  remark- 
able testimony  to  the  existence  of  that  disgraceful  licence  by  which 
that  age  was  stained.  It  was  a  matter  of  public  knowledge,  they 
said,  that  after  the  conquest  of  King  William,  his  Norman  followers, 
elated  by  so  great  a  victory,  acknowledged  no  law  but  their  own 
wicked  pleasure,  and  not  only  despoiled  the  conquered  Saxons  of 
their  lands  and  their  goods,  but  invaded  the  honour  of  their  wives 
and  of  their  daughters  with  the  most  unbridled  licence  ;  and  hence 
it  was  then  common  for  matrons  and  maidens  of  noble  families  to 
assume  the  veil,  and  take  shelter  in  convents,  not  as  called  thither  by 
the  vocation  of  God,  but  solely  to  preserve  their  honour  from  the 
unbridled  wickedness  of  man. 

Such  and  so  licentious  were  the  times,  as  announced  by  the  public 
declaration  of  the  assembled  clergy,  recorded  by  Eadmer ;  and  we 
need  add  nothing  more  to  vindicate  the  probability  of  the  scenes 
which  we  have  detailed,  and  are  about  to  detail,  upon  the  more  apo- 
cryphal authority  of  the  Wardour  MS. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

I'll  woo  her  as  the  lion  woos  his  bride. 

Douglas. 

While  the  scenes  we  have  described  were  passing  in  other  parts 
of  the  castle,  the  Jewess  Rebecca  awaited  her  fate  in  a  distant  and 
sequestered  turret.  Hither  she  had  been  led  by  two  of  her  disguised 
ravishers,  and  on  being  thrust  into  the  little  cell,  she  found  herself  in 
the  presence  of  an  old  sibyl,  who  kept  murmuring  to  herself  a  Saxon 
rhyme,  as  if  to  beat  time  to  the  revolving  dance  which  her  spindle 
was  performing  upon  the  floor.  The  hag  raised  her  head  as  Rebecca 
entered,  and  scowled  at  the  fair  Jewess  with  the  malignant  envy  with 
which  old  age  and  ugliness,  when  united  with  evil  conditions,  are  apt 
to  look  upon  youth  and  beauty. 

1  Henry's  Hist,  edit.  1805,  vol.  vii.  p.  346. 
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"  Thou  must  up  and  away,  old  house-cricket,"  said  one  of  the  men ; 
"  our  noble  master  commands  it — Thou  must  leave  this  chamber  to  a 
fairer  guest." 

"  Ay,"  grumbled  the  hag,  "  even  thus  is  service  requited.  I  have 
known  when  my  bare  word  would  have  cast  the  best  man-at-arms 
among  ye  out  of  saddle  and  out  of  service  ;  and  now  must  I  up  and 
away  at  the  command  of  every  groom  such  as  thou." 

"  Good  Dame  Urfried,"  said  the  other  man,  "  stand  not  to  reason 
on  it,  but  up  and  away.  Lord's  hests  must  be  listened  to  with  a  quick 
ear.  Thou  hast  had  thy  day,  old  dame,  but  thy  sun  has  long  been  set. 
Thou  art  now  the  very  emblem  of  an  old  war-horse  turned  out  on  the 
barren  heath— thou  hast  had  thy  paces  in  thy  time,  but  now  a  broken 
amble  is  the  best  of  them — Come,  amble  off  with  thee." 

"Ill  omens  dog  ye  both!  "  said  the  old  woman,  "and  a  kennel  be 
your  burying-place !  May  the  evil  demon  Zernebock  tear  me  limb 
from  limb  if  I  leave  my  own  cell  ere  I  have  spun  out  the  hemp  on  my 
distaff! " 

"Answer  it  to  our  lord,  then,  old  housefiend,"  said  the  man,  and 
retired ;  leaving  Rebecca  in  company  with  the  old  woman,  upon  whose 
presence  she  had  been  thus  unwillingly  forced. 

"  What  devil's  deed  have  they  now  in  the  wind  ?  "  said  the  old  hag, 
murmuring  to  herself,  yet  from  time  to  time  casting  a  sidelong  and 
malignant  glance  at  Rebecca ;  "  but  it  is  easy  to  guess — Bright  eyes, 
black  locks,  and  a  skin  like  paper,  ere  the  priest  stains  it  with  his 
black  unguent— Ay,  it  is  easy  to  guess  why  they  send  her  to  this  lone 
turret,  whence  a  shriek  could  no  more  be  heard  than  at  the  depth  of 
five  hundred  fathoms  beneath  the  earth. < — Thou  wilt  have  owls  for 
thy  neighbours,  fair  one ;  and  their  screams  will  be  heard  as  far,  and 
as  much  regarded  as  thine  own.  Outlandish,  too,"  she  said,  marking 
the  dress  and  turban  of  Rebecca — "  What  country  art  thou  of? — a 
Saracen?  or  an  Egyptian? — Why  dost  not  answer?  —  thou  canst 
weep,  canst  thou  not  speak  ?  " 

"  Be  not  angry,  good  mother,"  said  Rebecca. 

"  Thou  needst  say  no  more,"  replied  Urfried ;  "  men  know  a  fox 
by  the  train,  and  a  Jewess  by  her  tongue." 

"  For  the  sake  of  mercy,"  said  Rebecca,  "  tell  me  what  I  am  to 
expect  as  the  conclusion  of  the  violence  which  hath  dragged  me  • 
hither !    Is  it  my  life  they  seek,  to  atone  for  my  religion  ?    I  will  lay 
it  down  cheerfully." 

"  Thy  life,  minion  ?  "  answered  the  sibyl ;  "  what  would  taking  thy  ) 
life  pleasure  them  ? — Trust  me  thy  life  is  in  no  peril.  Such  usage  1 
shalt  thou  have  as  was  once  thought  good  enough  for  a  noble  Saxon 
maiden.  And  shall  a  Jewess,  like  thee,  repine  because  she  hath  no 
better?  Look  at  me — I  was  as  young  and  twice  as  fair  as  thou, 
when  Front-de-Bceuf,  father  of  this  Reginald,  and  his  Normans, 
stormed  this  castle.  My  father  and  his  seven  sons  defended  their 
inheritance  from  storey  to  storey,  from  chamber  to  chamber— There 
was  not  a  room,  not  a  step  of  the  stair,  that  was  not  slippery  with 
their  blood.  They  died — they  died  every  man  ;  and  ere  their  bodies 
were  cold,  and  ere  their  blood  was  dried,  I  had  become  the  prey  and 
the  scorn  of  the  conqueror ! " 
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"  Is  there  no  help  ? — Are  there  no  means  of  escape  ?  "  said  Rebecca 
— " Richly,  richly  would  I  requite  thine  aid." 

"Think  not  of  it,"  said  the  hag ;  "from  hence  there  is  no  escape 
but  through  the  gates  of  death ;  and  it  is  late,  late,"  she  added,  shak- 
ing" her  grey  head,  "  ere  these  open  to  us — Yet  it  is  comfort  to  think 
that  we  leave  behind  us  on  earth  those  who  shall  be  wretched  as  our- 
selves. Fare-thee-well,  Jewess ! — Jew  or  Gentile,  thy  fate  would  be 
the  same ;  for  thou  hast  to  do  with  them  that  have  neither  scruple 
nor  pity.  Fare-thee-well,  I  say.  My  thread  is  spun  out— thy  task  is 
yet  to  begin." 

"  Stay  !  stay !  for  Heaven's  sake !  "  said  Rebecca ;  "  stay,  though 
it  be  to  curse  and  to  revile  me — thy  presence  is  yet  some  protec- 
tion." 

"  The  presence  of  the  mother  of  God  were  no  protection,"  an- 
swered the  old  woman.  "  There  she  stands,"  pointing  to  a  rude 
image  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  "  see  if  she  can  avert  the  fate  that  awaits 
thee." 

She  left  the  room  as  she  spoke,  her  features  writhed  into  a  sort  of 
sneering*  laugh,  which  made  them  seem  even  more  hideous  than  their 
habitual  frown.  She  locked  the  door  behind  her,  and  Rebecca  might 
hear  her  curse  every  step  for  its  steepness,  as  slowly  and  with  diffi- 
culty she  descended  the  turret-stair. 

Rebecca  was  now  to  expect  a  fate  even  more  dreadful  than  that  of 
Rowena ;  for  what  probability  was  there  that  either  softness  or  cere- 
mony would  be  used  towards  one  of  her  oppressed  race,  whatever 
shadow  of  these  might  be  preserved  towards  a  Saxon  heiress  ?  Yet 
had  the  Jewess  this  advantage,  that  she  was  better  prepared  by 
habits  of  thought,  and  by  natural  strength  of  mind,  to  encounter  the 
dangers  to  which  she  was  exposed.  Of  a  strong  and  observing  char- 
acter, even  from  her  earliest  years,  the  pomp  and  wealth  which  her 
father  displayed  within  his  walls,  or  which  she  witnessed  in  the 
houses  of  other  wealthy  Hebrews,  had  not  been  able  to  blind  her  to 
the  precarious  circumstances  under  which  they  were  enjoyed.  Like 
Damocles  at  his  celebrated  banquet,  Rebecca  perpetually  beheld, 
amid  that  gorgeous  display,  the  sword  which  was  suspended  over  the 
heads  of  her  people  by  a  single  hair.  These  reflections  had  tamed 
and  brought  down  to  a  pitch  of  sounder  judgment  a  temper,  which, 
under  other  circumstances,  might  have  waxed  haughty,  supercilious, 
and  obstinate. 

From  her  father's  example  and  injunctions,  Rebecca  had  learnt  to 
bear  herself  courteously  towards  all  who  approached  her.  She  could 
not  indeed  imitate  his  excess  of  subservience,  because  she  was  a 
stranger  to  the  meanness  of  mind,  and  to  the  constant  state  of  timid 
apprehension,  by  which  it  was  dictated  ;  but  she  bore  herself  with  a 
proud  humility,  as  if  submitting  to  the  evil  circumstances  in  which 
she  was  placed  as  the  daughter  of  a  despised  race,  while  she  felt  in 
her  mind  the  consciousness  that  she  was  entitled  to  hold  a  higher 
rank  from  her  merit,  than  the  arbitrary  despotism  of  religious  pre- 
judice permitted  her  to  aspire  to. 

Thus  prepared  to  expect  adverse  circumstances,  she  had  acquired 
the  firmness  necessary  for  acting  under  them.     Her  present  situa- 
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tion  required  all  her  presence  of  mind,  and  she  summoned  it  up 
accordingly.  .  ^  *     •. 

Her  first  care  was  to  inspect  the  apartment ;  but  it  afforded  few 
hopes  either  of  escape  or  protection.  It  contained  neither  secret 
passage  nor  trap-door,  and,  unless  where  the  door  by  which  she  had 
entered  joined  the  main  building,  seemed  to  be  circumscribed  by  the 
round  exterior  wall  of  the  turret.  The  door  had  no  inside  bolt  or 
bar.  The  single  window  opened  upon  an  embattled  space  surmount- 
ing the  turret,  which  gave  Rebecca,  at  first  sight,  some  hopes  of 
escaping ;  but  she  soon  found  it  had  no  communication  with  any 
other  part  of  the  battlements,  being  an  isolated  bartisan  or  balcony, 
secured,  as  usual,  by  a  parapet  with  embrasures,  at  which  a  few 
archers  might  be  stationed  for  defending  the  turret,  and  flanking 
with  their  shot  the  wall  of  the  castle  on  that  side. 

There  was  therefore  no  hope  but  in  passive  fortitude,  and  in  that 
strong  reliance  on  Heaven  natural  to  great  and  generous  characters. 
Rebecca,  however  erroneously  taught  to  interpret  the  promises  of 
Scripture  to  the  chosen  people  of  Heaven,  did  not  err  in  supposing 
the  present  to  be  their  hour  of  trial,  or  in  trusting  that  the  children 
of  Zion  would  be  one  day  called  in  with  the  fulness  of  the  Gentiles. 
In  the  meanwhile  all  around  her  showed  that  their  present  state 
was  that  of  punishment  and  probation,  and  that  it  was  their  especial 
duty  to  suffer  without  sinning.  Thus  prepared  to  consider  herself 
as  the  victim  of  misfortune,  Rebecca  had  early  reflected  upon  her 
own  state,  and  schooled  her  mind  to  meet  the  dangers  which  she 
had  probably  to  encounter. 

The  prisoner  trembled,  however,  and  changed  colour,  when  a  step 
was  heard  on  the  stair,  and  the  door  of  the  turret  chamber  slowly 
opened,  and  a  tall  man,  dressed  as  one  of  those  banditti  to  whom 
they  owed  their  misfortune,  slowly  entered,  and  shut  the  door  behind 
him ;  his  cap,  pulled  down  upon  his  brows,  concealed  the  upper  part 
of  his  face,  and  he  held  his  mantle  in  such  a  manner  as  to  muffle  the 
rest.  In  this  guise,  as  if  prepared  for  the  execution  of  some  deed, 
at  the  thought  of  which  he  was  himself  ashamed,  he  stood  before  the 
affrighted  prisoner ;  yet,  ruffian  as  his  dress  bespoke  him,  he  seemed 
at  a  loss  to  express  what  purpose  had  brought  him  thither,  so  that 
Rebecca,  making  an  effort  upon  herself,  had  time  to  anticipate  his 
explanation.  <  She  had  already  unclasped  two  costly  bracelets  and 
a  collar,  which  she  hastened  to  proffer  to  the  supposed  outlaw, 
concluding  naturally  that  to  gratify  his  avarice  was  to  bespeak  his 
favour. 

"  Take  these,"  she  said,  "  good  friend,  and  for  God's  sake  be 
merciful  to  me  and  my  aged  father !  These  ornaments  are  of  value, 
yet  are  they  trifling  to  what  he  would  bestow  to  obtain  our  dismissal 
from  this  castle,  free  and  uninjured." 

"Fair  flower  of  Palestine,"  replied  the  outlaw,  "these  pearls  are 
orient,  but  they  yield  in  whiteness  to  your  teeth :  the  diamonds  are 
brilliant,  but  they  cannot  match  your  eyes ;  and  ever  since  I  have 
taken  up  this  wild  trade,  I  have  made  a  vow  to  prefer  beauty  to 
wealth." 

"  Do  not  do  yourself  such  wrong,"  said  Rebecca ;  take  ransom, 


IVANHOE.  161 

and  have  mercy ! — Gold  will  purchase  you  pleasure,— to  misuse  us 
could  only  bring1  thee  remorse.  My  father  will  willingly  satiate  thy 
utmost  wishes ;  and  if  thou  wilt  act  wisely,  thou  mayst  purchase  with 
our  spoils  thy  restoration  to  civil  society — mayst  obtain  pardon  for 
past  errors,  and  be  placed  beyond  the  necessity  of  committing  more." 

"  It  is  well  spoken,']  replied  the  outlaw  in  French,  finding*  it  diffi- 
cult probably  to  sustain  in  Saxon  a  conversation  which  Rebecca  had 
opened  in  that  language ;  "  but  know,  bright  lily  of  the  vale  of  Baca ! 
that  thy  father  is  already  in  the  hands  of  a  powerful  alchemist,  who 
knows  how  to  convert  into  gold  and  silver  even  the  rusty  bars  of  a 
dungeon  grate.  The  venerable  Isaac  is  subjected  to  an  alembic, 
which  will  distil  from  him  all  he  holds  dear,  without  any  assistance 
from  my  requests  or  thy  entreaty.  Thy  ransom  must  be  paid  by 
love  and  beauty,  and  in  no  other  coin  will  I  accept  it." 

"  Thou  art  no  outlaw/'  said  Rebecca,  in  the  same  language  in 
which  he  addressed  her;  no  outlaw  had  refused  such  offers.  No 
outlaw  in  this  land  uses  the  dialect  in  which  thou  hast  spoken. 
Thou  art  no  outlaw,  but  a  Norman — a  Norman,  noble  perhaps  in 
birth — Oh,  be  so  in  thy  actions,  and  cast  off  this  fearful  mask  of  out- 
rage and  violence ! " 

"  And  thou,  who  canst  guess  so  truly,"  said  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert, 
dropping"  the  mantle  from  his  face,  "  art  no  true  daughter  of  Israel, 
but  in  all,  save  youth  and  beauty,  a  very  witch  of  Endor.  I  am  not 
an  outlaw,  then,  fair  rose  of  Sharon.  And  I  am  one  who  will  be 
more  prompt  to  hang  thy  neck  and  arms  with  pearls  and  diamonds, 
which  so  well  become  them,  than  to  deprive  thee  of  these  orna- 
ments." 

"What  wouldst  thou  have  of  me,"  said  Rebecca,  "if  not  my 
wealth? — We  can  have  nought  in  common  between  us — you  are  a 
Christian — I  am  a  Jewess. — Our  union  were  contrary  to  the  laws, 
alike  of  the  church  and  the  synagogue." 

"  It  were  so  indeed,"  replied  the  Templar,  laughing ;  "  wed  with 
a  Jewess  ?  Despair dieux ! — Not  if  she  were  the  Queen  of  Sheba. 
And  know,  besides,  sweet  daughter  of  Zion,  that  were  the  most 
Christian  king  to  offer  me  his  most  Christian  daughter,  with  Lan- 
guedoc  for  a  dowery,  I  could  not  wed  her.  It  is  against  my  vow  to 
love  any  maiden,  otherwise  than  par  amours,  as  I  will  love  thee.  I 
am  a  Templar.     Behold  the  cross  of  my  holy  Order." 

"  Darest  thou  appeal  to  it,"  said  Rebecca,  "  on  an  occasion  like 
the  present  ? " 

"  And  if  I  do  so,"  said  the  Templar,  "  it  concerns  not  thee,  who 
art  no  believer  in  the  blessed  sign  of  our  salvation." 

"  I  believe  as  my  fathers  taught,"  said  Rebecca,  "  and  may  God 
forgive  my  belief  if  erroneous  !  But  you,  Sir  Knight,  what  is  yours, 
when  you  appeal  without  scruple  to  that  which  you  deem  most  holy, 
even  while  you  are  about  to  transgress  the  most  solemn  of  your  vows 
as  a  knight,  and  as  a  man  of  religion  ?" 

"  It  is  gravely  and  well  preached,  O  daughter  of  Sirach ! "  answered 
the  Templar;  "  but,  gentle  Ecclesiastica,  thy  narrow  Jewish  prejudices 
make  thee  blind  to  our  high  privilege.  Marriage  were  an  enduring 
crime  on  the  part  of  a  Templar ;  but  what  lesser  folly  I  may  practise, 
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I  shall  speedily  be  absolved  from  at  the  next  Preceptory  of  our  Order. 
Not  the  wisest  of  monarchs,  not  his  father,  whose  examples  you  must 
needs  allow  are  weighty,  claimed  wider  privileges  than  we  poor 
soldiers  of  the  Temple  of  Zion  have  won  by  our  zeal  in  its  defence. 
The  protectors  of  Solomon's  Temple  may  claim  licence  by  the  ex- 
ample of  Solomon." 

" If  thou  readest  the  Scripture,"  said  the  Jewess,  "and  the  lives  of 
the  saints,  only  to  justify  thine  own  licence  and  profligacy,  thy  crime 
is  like  that  of  him  who  extracts  poison  from  the  most  healthful  and 
necessary  herbs. " 

The  eyes  of  the  Templar  flashed  fire  at  this  reproof— "  Hearken," 
he  said,  "  Rebecca ;  I  have  hitherto  spoken  mildly  to  thee,  but  now 
my  language  shall  be  that  of  a  conqueror.  Thou  art  the  captive  of 
my  bow  and  spear— subject  to  my  will  by  the  laws  of  all  nations ; 
nor  will  I  abate  an  inch  of  my  right,  or  abstain  from  taking  by 
violence  what  thou  refusest  to  entreaty  or  necessity." 

"  Stand  back,"  said  Rebecca—"  stand  back,  and  hear  me  ere  thou 
offerest  to  commit  a  sin  so  deadly!  My  strength  thou  mayst  indeed 
overpower,  for  God  made  women  weak,  and  trusted  their  defence  to 
man's  generosity.  But  I  will  proclaim  thy  villainv,  Templar,  from 
one  end  of  Europe  to  the  other.  I  will  owe  to  tlie  superstition  of 
thy  brethren  what  their  compassion  might  refuse  me.  Each  Pre- 
ceptory—each  Chapter  of  thy  Order,  shall  learn,  that,  like  a  heretic, 
thou  hast  sinned  with  a  Jewess.  Those  who  tremble  not  at  thy 
crime  will  hold  thee  accursed  for  having  so  far  dishonoured  the  cross 
thou  wearest  as  to  follow  a  daughter  of  my  people." 

"  Thou  art  keen-witted,  Jewess,"  replied  the  Templar,  well  aware 
of  the  truth  of  what  she  spoke,  and  that  the  rules  of  his  Order  con- 
demned in  the  most  positive  manner,  and  under  high  penalties,  such 
intrigues  as  he  now  prosecuted,  and  that  in  some  instances  even 
degradation  had  followed  upon  it— "thou  art  sharp-witted,"  he  said; 
"  but  loud  must  be  thy  voice  of  complaint  if  it  is  heard  beyond  the 
iron  walls  of  this  castle ;  within  these,  murmurs,  laments,  appeals  to 
justice,  and  screams  for  help,  die  alike  silent  away.  One  thing  only 
can  save  thee,  Rebecca.  Submit  to  thy  fate — embrace  our  religion, 
and  thou  shalt  go  forth  in  such  state,  that  many  a  Norman  lady  shall 
yield  as  well  in  pomp  as  in  beauty  to  the  favourite  of  the  best  lance 
among  the  defenders  of  the  Temple." 

"Submit  to  my  fate!"  said  Rebecca — "and,  sacred  Heaven!  to 
what  fate  ? — embrace  thy  religion !  and  what  religion  can  it  be  that 
harbours  such  a  villain? — thou  the  best  lance  of  the  Templars! — 
craven  knight!— forsworn  priest — I  spit  at  thee,  and  I  defy  thee. — 
The  God  of  Abraham's  promise  hath  opened  an  escape  to  his 
daughter — even  from  this  abyss  of  infamy ! " 

As  she  spoke,  she  threw  open  the  latticed  window  which  led  to  the 
bartisan,  and  in  an  instant  after  stood  on  the  very  verge  of  the  para- 
pet, with  not  the  slightest  screen  between  her  and  the  tremendous 
depth  below.  Unprepared  for  such  a  desperate  effort,  for  she  had 
hitherto  stood  perfectly  motionless,  Bois-Guilberthad  neither  time  to 
intercept  nor  to  stop  her.  As  he  offered  to  advance,  she  exclaimed, 
"  Remain  where  thou  art,  proud  Templar,  or  at  thy  choice  advance ! 
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—one  foot  nearer,  and  I  plunge  myself  from  the  precipice  ;  my  body 
shall  be  crushed  out  of  the  very  form  of  humanity  upon  the  stones 
of  that  courtyard  ere  it  become  the  victim  of  thy  brutality !  " 

As  she  spoke  this,  she  clasped  her  hands  and  extended  them 
towards  heaven,  as  if  imploring  mercy  on  her  soul  before  she  made 
the  final  plunge.  The  Templar  hesitated,  and  a  resolution  which  had 
never  yielded  to  pity  or  distress,  gave  way  to  his  admiration  of  her 
fortitude.  "Come  down,"  he  said,  "rash  girl! — I  swear  by  earth, 
and  sea,  and  sky,  I  will  offer  thee  no  offence." 

"  I  will  not  trust  thee,  Templar,"  said  Rebecca ;  "  thou  hast  taught 
me  better  how  to  estimate  the  virtues  of  thine  Order.  The  next 
Preceptory  would  grant  thee  absolution  for  an  oath,  the  keeping  of 
which  concerned  nought  but  the  honour  or  the  dishonour  of  a  miser- 
able Jewish  maiden." 

"  You  do  me  injustice,"  exclaimed  the  Templar  fervently ;  "  I 
swear  to  you  by  the  name  which  I  bear — by  the  cross  on  my  bosom 
— by  the  sword  on  my  side — by  the  ancient  crest  of  my  fathers  do  I 
swear,  I  will  do  thee  no  injury  whatsoever!  If  not  for  thyself,  yet 
for  thy  father's  sake  forbear.  I  will  be  his  friend,  and  in  this  castle 
he  will  need  a  powerful  one." 

"Alas!"  said  Rebecca,  "I  know  it  but  too  well— dare  I  trust 
thee?" 

"May  my  arms  be  reversed,  and  my  name  dishonoured,"  said 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  "if  thou  shalt  have  reason  to  complain 
of  me!  Many  a  law,  many  a  commandment  have  I  broken,  but 
my  word  never." 

"I  will  then  trust  thee,"  said  Rebecca,  "thus  far;"  and  she  de- 
scended from  the  verge  of  the  battlement,  but  remained  standing  close 
by  one  of  the  embrasures,  or  machicolles,  as  they  were  then  called. — 
"  Here,"  she  said,  "  I  take  my  stand.  Remain  where  thou  art,  and  if 
thou  shalt  attempt  to  diminish  by  one  step  the  distance  now  between 
us,  thou  shalt  see  that  the  Jewish  maiden  will  rather  trust  her  soul 
with  God  than  her  honour  to  the  Templar ! " 

While  Rebecca  spoke  thus,  her  high  and  firm  resolve,  which  cor- 
responded so  well  with  the  expressive  beauty  of  her  countenance, 
gave  to  her  looks,  air,  and  manner,  a  dignity  that  seemed  more  than 
mortal.  Her  glance  quailed  not,  her  cheek  blanched  not,  for  the  fear 
of  a  fate  so  instant  and  so  horrible ;  on  the  contrary,  the  thought 
that  she  had  her  fate  at  her  command,  and  coujld  escape  at  will  from 
infamy  to  death,  gave  a  yet  deeper  colour  of  carnation  to  her  com- 
plexion, and  a  yet  more  brilliant  fire  to  her  eye.  Bois-Guilbert, 
proud  himself  and  high-spirited,  thought  he  had  never  beheld  beauty 
so  animated  and  so  commanding. 

"  Let  there  be  peace  between  us,  Rebecca,"  he  said. 

"  Peace,  if  thou  wilt,"  answered  Rebecca — "  Peace— but  with  this 
space  between." 

"  Thou  needst  no  longer  fear  me,"  said  Bois-Guilbert. 

"I  fear  thee  not,"  replied  she;  "thanks  to  him  that  reared  this 
dizzy  tower  so  high,  that  nought  could  fall  from  it  and  live— thanks 
to  him,  and  to  the  God  of  Israel !— I  fear  thee  not." 

"  Thou  dost  me  injustice,"  said  the  Templar;  "by  earth,  sea,  and 
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sky,  thou  dost  me  injustice !  I  am  not  naturally  that  which  you  have 
seen  me,  hard,  selfish,  and  relentless.  It  was  woman  that  taught  me 
cruelty,  and  on  woman  therefore  I  have  exercised  it ;  but  not  upon 
such  as  thou.  Hear  me,  Rebecca— Never  did  knight  take  lance  in 
his  hand  with  a  heart  more  devoted  to  the  lady  of  his  love  than  Brian 
de  Bois-Guilbert.  She,  the  daughter  of  a  petty  baron,  who  boasted 
for  all  his  domains  but  a  ruinous  tower,  and  an  unproductive  vine- 
yard, and  some  few  leagues  of  the  barren  Landes  of  Bourdeaux,  her 
name  was  known  wherever  deeds  of  arms  were  done,  known  wider 
than  that  of  many  a  lady's  that  had  a  county  for  a  dowery — Yes,"  he 
continued,  pacing  up  and  down  the  little  platform,  with  an  animation 
in  which  he  seemed  to  lose  all  consciousness  of  Rebecca's  presence — 
"  Yes,  my  deeds,  my  danger,  my  blood,  made  the  name  of  Adelaide 
de  Montemare  known  from  the  court  of  Castile  to  that  of  Byzantium. 
And  how  was  I  requited ! — When  I  returned  with  my  dear-bought 
honours,  purchased  by  toil  and  blood,  I  found  her  wedded  to  a  Gascon 
squire,  whose  name  was  never  heard  beyond  the  limits  of  his  own 
paltry  domain !  Truly  did  I  love  her,  and  bitterly  did  I  revenge  me 
of  her  broken  faith!  But  my  vengeance  has  recoiled  on  myself. 
Since  that  day  I  have  separated  myself  from  life  and  its  ties — my 
manhood  must  know  no  domestic  home— must  be  soothed  by  no  affec- 
tionate wife — My  age  must  know  no  kindly  hearth— My  grave  must 
be  solitary,  and  no  offspring  must  outlive  me,  to  bear  the  ancient 
name  of  Bois-Guilbert.  At  the  feet  of  my  Superior  I  have  laid 
down  the  right  of  self-action — the  privilege  of  independence.  The 
Templar,  a  serf  in  all  but  the  name,  can  possess  neither  lands,  nor 
goods,  and  lives,  moves,  and  breathes,  but  at  the  will  and  pleasure  of 
another." 

"  Alas ! "  said  Rebecca,  "  what  advantages  could  compensate  for 
such  an  absolute  sacrifice  ?  " 

"  The  power  of  vengeance,  Rebecca,"  replied  the  Templar,  u  and 
the  prospects  of  ambition." 

"  An  evil  recompense,"  said  Rebecca,  "  for  the  surrender  of  the 
rights  which  are  dearest  to  humanity." 

"  Say  not  so,  maiden,"  answered  the  Templar ;  "  revenge  is  a  feast 
for  the  gods !  _  And  if  they  have  reserved  it,  as  priests  tell  us,  to 
themselves,  it  is  because  they  hold  it  an  enjoyment  too  precious  for 
the  possession  of  mere  mortals. — And  ambition !  it  is  a  temptation 
which  could  disturb  e*ven  the  bliss  of  heaven  itself.'1— He  paused  a 
moment,  and  then  added,  "  Rebecca !  she  who  could  prefer  death  to 
dishonour,  must  have  a  proud  and  a  powerful  soul.  Mine  thou 
must  be! — Nay,  start  not,"  he  added,  "it  must  be  with  thine  own 
consent,  and  on  thine  own  terms.  Thou  must  consent  to  share  with 
me  hopes  more  extended  than  can  be  viewed  from  the  throne  of  a 
monarch ! — Hear  me  ere  you  answer,  and  judge  ere  you  refuse. — The 
Templar  loses,  as  thou  hast  said,  his  social  rights,  his  power  of  free 
agency,  but  he  becomes  a  member  and  a  limb  of  a  mighty  body, 
before  which  thrones  already  tremble,— even  as  the  single  drop  of 
rain  which  mixes  with  the  sea  becomes  an  individual  part  of  that 
resistless  ocean,  which  undermines  rocks  and  engulfs  royal  armadas. 
Such  a  swelling  flood  is  that  powerful  league.    Of  this  mighty  Order 
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I  am  no  mean  member,  but  already  one  of  the  Chief  Commanders, 
and  may  well  aspire  one  day  to  hold  the  batoon  of  Grand  Master. 
The  poor  soldiers  of  the  Temple  will  not  alone  place  their  foot  upon 
the  necks  of  kings  —a  hemp-sandail'd  monk  can  do  that.  Our  mailed 
step  shall  ascend  their  throne— our  gauntlet  shall  wrench  the  sceptre 
from  their  gripe.  Not  the  reign  of  your  vainly-expected  Messiah 
offers  such  power  to  your  dispersed  tribes  as  my  ambition  may  aim 
at.  I  have  sought  but  a  kindred  spirit  to  share  it,  and  I  have  found 
such  in  thee." 

"Sayest  thou  this  to  one  of  my  people?"  answered  Rebecca. 
"  Bethink  thee " 

"  Answer  me  not,"  said  the  Templar,  "  by  urging  the  difference  of 
our  creeds ;  within  our  secret  conclaves  we  hold  these  nursery  tales 
in  derision.  Think  not  we  long  remained  blind  to  the  idiotical  folly 
of  our  founders,  who  forswore  every  delight  of  life  for  the  pleasure 
of  dying  martyrs  by  hunger,  by  thirst,  and  by  pestilence,  and  by  the 
swords  of  savages,  while  they  vainly  strove  to  defend  a  barren  desert, 
valuable  only  in  the  eyes  of  superstition.  Our  Order  soon  adopted 
bolder  and  wider  views,  and  found  out  a  better  indemnification  for 
our  sacrifices.  Our  immense  possessions  in  every  kingdom  of 
Europe,  our  high  military  fame,  which  brings  within  our  circle  the 
flower  of  chivalry  froin  every  Christian  clime— these  are  dedicated 
to  ends  of  which  our  pious  founders  little  dreamed,  and  which  are 
equally  concealed  from  such  weak  spirits  as  embrace  our  Order  on 
the  ancient  principles,  and  whose  superstition  makes  them  our  passive 
tools.  But  I  will  not  farther  withdraw  the  veil  of  our  mysteries. 
That  bugle-sound  announces  something  which  may  require  my  pre- 
sence. Think  on  what  I  have  said.— Farewell !— I  do  not  say  forgive 
me  the  violence  I  have  threatened,  for  it  was  necessary  to  the  display 
of  thy  character.  _  Gold  can  be  only  known  by  the  application  of  the 
touchstone.  I  will  soon  return,  and  hold  farther  conference  with 
thee." 

He  re-entered  the  turret-chamber,  and  descended  the  stair,  leaving 
Rebecca  scarcely  more  terrified  at  the  prospect  of  the  death  to  which 
she  had  been  so  lately  exposed,  than  at  the  furious  ambition  of  the 
bold  bad  man  in  whose  power  she  found  herself  so  unhappily  placed. 
When  she  entered  the  turret- chamber,  her  first  duty  was  to  return 
thanks  to  the  God  of  Jacob  for  the  protection  which  he  had  afforded 
her,  and  to  implore  its  continuance  for  her  and  for  her  father.  Another 
name  glided  into  her  petition— it  was  that  of  the  wounded  Christian, 
whom  fate  had  placed  in  the  hands  of  bloodthirsty  men,  his  avowed 
enemies.  Her  heart  indeed  checked  her,  as  if,  even  in  communing 
with  the  Deity  in  prayer,  she  mingled  in  her  devotions  the  recollec- 
tion of  one  with  whose  fate  hers  could  have  no  alliance — a  Nazarene, 
and  an  enemy  to  her  faith.  But  the  petition  was  already  breathed' 
nor  could  all  the  narrow  prejudices  of  her  sect  induce  Eebecca  to 
wish  it  recalled. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


A  darnn'd  cramp  piece  of  penmanship  as  ever  1  saw  in  my  life  ! 

She  StoojJS  to  Conquer. 

When  the  Templar  reached  the  hall  of  the  castle  he  found  De 
Bracy  already  there.  "  Your  love-suit,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  hath,  I 
suppose,  been  disturbed,  like  mine,  by  this  obstreperous  summons. 
But  you  have  come  later  and  more  reluctantly,  and  therefore  I  pre- 
sume your  interview  has  proved  more  agreeable  than  mine." 

"  Has  your  suit,  then,  been  unsuccessfully  paid  to  the  Saxon 
heiress?"  said  the  Templar. 

"  By  the  bones  of  Thomas  a  Becket,"  answered  De  Bracy,  "  the 
Lady  Rowena  must  have  heard  that  I  cannot  endure  the  sight  of 
women's  tears." 

"  Away ! "  said  the  Templar  ;  "  thou  a  leader  of  a  Free  Company, 
and  regard  a  woman's  tears !  A  few  drops  spriukled  on  the  torch  of 
love,  make  the  flame  blaze  the  brighter.'' 

"  Gramercy  for  the  few  drops  of  thy  sprinkling,"  replied  De  Bracy ; 
"  but  this  damsel  hath  wept  enough  to  extinguish  a  beacon-light. 
Never  was  such  wringing  of  hands  and  such  overflowing  of  eyes, 
since  the  days  of  St  Niobe,1  of  whom  Prior  Aymer  told  us.  A  water- 
fiend  hath  possessed  the  fair  Saxon." 

"A  legion  of  fiends  have  occupied  the  bosom  of  the  Jewess," 
replied  the  Templar ;  "  for,  I  think  no  single  one,  not  even  Apollyon 
himself,  could  have  inspired  such  indomitable  pride  and  resolution. 
— But  where  is  Front-de-Boeuf  ?  That  horn  is  sounded  more  and 
more  clamorously." 

<;  He  is  negotiating  with  the  Jew,  I  suppose,"  replied  De  Bracy, 
coolly ;  "  probably  the  howls  of  Isaac  have  drowned  the  blast  of  the 
bugle.  Thou  mayst  know,  by  experience,  Sir  Brian,  that  a  Jew 
parting  with  his  treasures  on  such  terms  as  our  friend  Front-de- 
Boeuf  is  like  to  offer,  will  raise  a  clamour  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
over  twenty  horns  and  trumpets  to  boot.  But  we  will  make  the 
vassals  call  him." 

They  were  soon  after  joined  by  Front-de-Boeuf,  who  had  been  dis- 
turbed in  his  tyrannic  cruelty,  in  the  manner  with  which  the  reader 
is  acquainted,  and  had  only  tarried  to  give  some  necessary  directions. 
"  Let  us  see  the  cause  of  this  cursed  clamour,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf 
— "  here  is  a  letter,  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  it  is  in  Saxon." 

He  looked  at  it,  turning  it  round  and  round  as  if  he  had  had  really 
some  hopes  of  coming  at  the  meaning  by  inverting  the  position  of 
the  paper,  and  then  handed  it  to  De  Bracy. 

"  It  may  be  magic  spells  for  aught  I  know,"  said  De  Bracy,  who 
possessed  his  full  proportion  of  the  ignorance  which  characterised 
the  chivalry  of  the  period.    "  Our  Chaplain  attempted  to  teach  me  to 

1  I  wish  the  Prior  had  also  informed  them  when  Niobe  was  sainted.  Probably 
during  that  enlightened  period  when 

"  Pan  to  Moses  lent  his  pagan  horn." 

L.  T. 
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write,"  he  said,  "  but  all  my  letters  were  formed  like  spear-heads  and 
sword-blades,  and  so  the  old  shaveling  gave  up  the  task/' 

"  Give  it  me,"  said  the  Templar.  "  We  have  that  of  the  priestly 
character,  that  we  have  some  knowledge  to  enlighten  our  valour." 

"  Let  us  profit  by  your  most  reverend  knowledge,  then,"  said  De 
Bracy  ;  "  what  says  the  scroll  ?" 

"  It  is  a  formal  letter  of  defiance,"  answered  the  Templar ;  "  but, 
by  our  Lady  of  Bethlehem,  if  it  be  not  a  foolish  jest,  it  is  the  most 
extraordinary  cartel  that  ever  was  sent  across  the  drawbridge  of  a 
baronial  castle." 

"  Jest ! "  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  "  I  would  gladly  know  who  dares  jest 
with  me  in  such  a  matter  ! — Read  it,  Sir  Brian." 

The  Templar  accordingly  read  it,  as  follows  : — 

"  I,  Wamba,  the  son  of  Witless,  Jester  to  a  noble  and  freeborn 
man,  Cedric  of  Rotherwood,  called  the  Saxon.— And  I,  Gurth,  the 
son  of  Beowulph,  the  swineherd " 

"  Thou  art  mad,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  interrupting  the  reader. 

"  By  St  Luke,  it  is  so  set  down,"  answered  the  Templar.  Then 
resuming  his  task,  he  went  on, — "  I,  Gurth,  the  son  of  Beowulph, 
svineherd  unto  the  said  Cedric,  with  the  assistance  of  our  alliesand 
confederates,  who  make  common  cause  with  us  in  this  our  feud, 
namely,  the  good  knight,  called  for  the  present,  Le  Noir  Faineant, 
aad  the  stout  yeoman,  Robert  Locksley,  called  Cleave-the-wand,  Do 
pu,  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,  and  your  allies  and  accomplices  whom- 
soever, to  wit,  that  whereas  you  have,  without  cause  given  or  feud 
declared,  wrongfully  and  by  mastery  seized  upon  the  person  of  our 
lord  and  master  the  said  Cedric ;  also  upon  the  person  of  a  noble 
and  freeborn  damsel,  the  Lady  Rowena  of  Hargottstandstede ;  also 
upon  the  person  of  a  noble  and  freeborn  man,  Athelstane  of  Conings- 
burgh ;  also  upon  the  persons  of  certain  freeborn  men,  their  cnichts^ ; 
also  upon  certain  serfs,  their  born  bondsmen ;  also  upon  a  certain 
Jew,  named  Isaac  of  York,  together  with  his  daughter,  a  Jewess, 
and  certain  horses  and  mules  :  Which  noble  persons,  with  their 
cnichts  and  slaves,  and  also  with  the  horses  and  mules,  Jew  and 
Jewess  beforesaid,  were  all  in  peace  with  his  majesty,  and  travelling 
as  liege  subjects  upon  the  king's  highway  ;  therefore  we  require  and 
demand  that  the  said  noble  persons,  namely,  Cedric  of  Rotherwood, 
Rowena  of  Hargottstandstede,  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh,  with 
their  servants,  cnichts,  and  followers,  also  the  horses  and  mules,  Jew 
and  Jewess  aforesaid,  together  with  all  goods  and  chattels  to  them 
pertaining,  be,  within  an  hour  after  the  delivery  hereof,  delivered  to 
us,  or  to  those  whom  we  shall  appoint  to  receive  the  same,  and  that 
untouched  and  unharmed  in  body  and  goods.  Failing  of  which,  we 
do  pronounce  to  you,  that  we  hold  ye  as  robbers  and  traitors,  and 
will  wager  our  bodies  against  ye  in  battle,  siege,  or  otherwise,  and  do 
our  utmost  to  your  annoyance  and  destruction.  Wherefore  may  God 
have  you  in  his  keeping. — Signed  by  us  upon  the  eve  of  St  Withold's 
day,  under  the  great  trysting  oak  in  the  Hart-hill  Walk,  the  above 
being^  written  by  a  holy  man,  Clerk  to  God,  Our  Lady,  and  St  Dun- 
stan,  in  the  Chapel  of  Copmanhurst." 

At  the  bottom  of  this  document  was  scrawled,  in  the  first  place,  a 
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rude  sketch  of  a  cock's  head  and  comb,  with  a  legend  expressing  this 
hieroglyphic  to  be  the  sign-manual  of  Wamba,  son  of  Witless. 
Under  this  respectable  emblem  stood  a  cross,  stated  to  be  the  mark 
of  Gurth,  the  son  of  Beowulph.  Then  were  written,  in  rough  bold 
characters,  the  words,  Le  Noir  Faineant.  And,  to  conclude  the 
whole,  an  arrow,  neatly  enough  drawn,  was  described  as  the  mark  of 
the  yeoman  Locksley. 

The  knights  heard  this  uncommon  document  read  from  end  to  end, 
and  then  gazed  upon  each  other  in  silent  amazement,  as  being  utterly 
at  a  loss  to  know  what  it  could  portend.  De  Bracy  was  the  first  to 
break  silence  by  an  uncontrollable  fit  of  laughter,  wherein  he  was 
joined,  though  with  more  moderation,  by  the  Templar.  Front-de- 
Boeuf,  on  the  contrary,  seemed  impatient  of  their  ill-timed  jocularity. 

"  I  give  you  plain  warning,"  he  said,  "  fair  sirs,  that  you  had  better 
consult  how  to  bear  yourselves  under  these  circumstances,  than  give 
way  to  such  misplaced  merriment." 

"  Front-de-Boeuf  has  not  recovered  his  temper  since  his  late  over- 
throw," said  De  Bracy  to  the  Templar ;  "  he  is  cowed  at  the  very 
idea  of  a  cartel,  though  it  come  but  from  a  fool  and  a  swineherd." 

"  By  St  Michael,"  answered  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  I  would  thou  couldsi 
stand  the  whole  brunt  of  this  adventure  thyself,  De  Bracy.  Thes<s 
fellows  dared  not  have  acted  with  such  inconceivable  impudence,  hac 
they  not  been  supported  by  some  strong  bands.  There  are  enougl. 
of  outlaws  in  this  forest  to  resent  my  protecting  the  deer.  I  did  bin 
tie  one  fellow,  who  was  taken  redhanded  and  in  the  fact,  to  the  horm 
of  a  wild  stag,  which  gored  him  to  death  in  five  minutes,  and  I  hac 
as  many  arrows  shot  at  me  as  there  were  launched  against  yonder 
target  at  Ashby. — Here,  fellow,"  he  added,  to  one  of  his  attendants, 
"  hast  thou  sent  out  to  see  by  what  force  this  precious  challenge  is  to 
be  supported  ? " 

"  There  are  at  least  two  hundred  men  assembled  in  the  woods," 
answered  a  squire  who  was  in  attendance. 

"  Here  is  a  proper  matter!  "  said  Front-de-Boeuf;  "this  comes  of 
lending  you  the  use  of  my  castle,  that  cannot  manage  your  under- 
taking quietly,  but  you  must  bring  this  nest  of  hornets  about  my 
ears ! " 

"  Of  hornets  ?  "  said  De  Bracy  ;  "  of  stingless  drones  rather ;  a 
band  of  lazy  knaves,  who  take  to  the  wood,  and  destroy  the  venison 
rather  than  labour  for  their  maintenance." 

"  Stingless  ! "  replied  Front-de-Boeuf  ;  "  fork-headed  shafts  of  a 
cloth-yard  in  length,  and  these  shot  within  the  breadth  of  a  French 
crown,  are  sting  enough." 

"  For  shame^Sir  Knight !  "  said  the  Templar.  "  Let  us  summon 
our  people,  and  sally  forth  upon  them.  One  knight — ay,  one  man- 
at-arms,  were  enough  for  twenty  such  peasants." 

"Enough,  and  too  much,"  said  De  Bracy;  "I  should  only  be 
ashamed  to  couch  lance  against  them." 

"True,"  answered  Front-de-Boeuf;  "were  they  black  Turks  or 
Moors,  Sir  Templar,  or  the  craven  peasants  of  France,  most  valiant 
De  Bracy ;  but  these  are  English  yeomen,  over  whom  we  shall  have 
no  advantage,  save  what  we  may  derive  from  our  arms  and  horses, 
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which  will  avail  us  little  in  the  glades  of  the  forest.  Sally,  saidst 
thou  ?  we  have  scarce  men  enough  to  defend  the  castle.  The  best 
of  mine  are  at  York ;  so  is  all  your  band,  De  Bracy ;  and  we  have 
scarcely  twenty,  besides  the  handful  that  were  engaged  in  this  mad 
business." 

u  Thou  dost  not  fear,"  said  the  Templar,  "  that  they  can  assemble 
in  force  sufficient  to  attempt  the  castle  ?  " 

"  Not  so,  Sir  Brian,"  answered  Front-de-Boeuf.  "  These  outlaws 
have  indeed  a  daring  captain  ;  but  without  machines,  scaling  ladders, 
and  experienced  leaders,  my  castle  may  defy  them." 

"  Send  to  thy  neighbours,"  said  the  Templar ;  "  let  them  assemble 
their  people,  and  come  to  the  rescue  of  three  knights,  besieged  by  a 
jester  and  a  swineherd  in  the  baronial  castle  of  Reginald  Front-de- 
Boeuf." 

"  You  jest,  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  baron ;  "  but  to  whom  should 
I  send  ? — Malvoisin  is  by  this  time  at  York  with  his  retainers,  and  so 
are  my  other  allies;  and  so  should  I  have  been,  but  for  this  infernal 
enterprise." 

"  Then  send  to  York,  and  recall  our  people,"  said  De  Bracy.  "  If 
they  abide  the  shaking  of  my  standard,  or  the  sight  of  my  Free  Com- 
panions, I  will  give  them  credit  for  the  boldest  outlaws  ever  bent 
bow  in  greenwood." 

"  And  who  shall  bear  such  a  message  ?  "  said  Front-de-Bceuf ;  "  they 
will  beset  every  path,  and  rip  the  errand  out  of  his  bosom. — I  have 
it,"  he  added,  after  pausing  for  a  moment—"  Sir  Templar,  thou 
canst  write  as  well  as  read,  and  if  we  can  but  find  the  writing^  mate- 
rials of  my  chaplain,  who  died  a  twelvemonth  since  in  the  midst  of 
his  Christmas  carousals " 

"So  please  ye,"  said  the  squire,  who  was  still  in  attendance,  "I 
think  old  Urfried  has  them  somewhere  in  keeping,  for  love  of  the 
confessor.  He  was  the  last  man,  I  have  heard  her  tell,  who  ever 
said  aught  to  her,  which  man  ought  in  courtesy  to  address  to  maid 
or  matron." 

"  Go,  search  them  out,  Engelred,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf ;  "  and  then, 
Sir  Templar,  thou  shalt  return  an  answer  to  this  bold  challenge." 

"I  would  rather  do  it  at  the  sword's  point  than  at  that  of  the  pen," 
said  Bois-Guilbert ;  "  but  be  it  as  you  will." 

He  sat  down  accordingly,  and  indited,  in  the  French  language,  an 
epistle  of  the  following  tenor  : — 

"  Sir  Reignald  Front-de-Boeuf,  with  his  noble  and  knightly  allies  and 
confederates,  receive  no  defiances  at  the  hands  of  slaves,  bondsmen, 
or  fugitives.  If  the  person  calling  himself  the  Black  Knight  have 
indeed  a  claim  to  the  honours  of  chivalry,  he  ought  to  know  that  he 
stands  degraded  by  his  present  association,  and  has  no  right  to  ask 
reckoning  at  the  hands  of  good  men  of  noble  blood.  Touching  the 
prisoners  we  have  made,  we  do  in  Christian  charity  require  you  to 
send  a  man  of  religion,  to  receive  their  confession,  and  reconcile  them 
with  God  ;  since  it  is  our  fixed  intention  to  execute  them  this  morning 
before  noon,  so  that  their  heads  being  placed  on  the  battlements, 
shall  show  to  all  men  how  lightly  we  esteem  those  who  have  bestirred 
themselves  in  their  rescue.     Wherefore,  as  above,  we  require  you  to 
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send  a  priest  to  reconcile  them  to  God,  in  doing  which  you  shall 
render  them  the  last  earthly  service." 

This  letter  being"  folded,  was  delivered  to  the  squire,  and  by  him  to 
the  messenger  who  waited  without,  as  the  answer  to  that  which  he 
had  brought. 

The  yeoman  having  thus  accomplished  his  mission,  returned  to  the 
headquarters  of  the  allies,  which  were  for  the  present  established 
under  a  venerable  oak-tree,  about  three  arrow-flights  distant  from 
the  castle.  Here  Wamba  and  Gurth,  with  their  allies  the  Black 
Knight  and  Locksley,  and  the  jovial  hermit,  awaited  with  impatience 
an  answer  to  their  summons.  Around,  and  at  a  distance  from  them, 
were  seen  many  a  bold  yeoman,  whose  sylvan  dress  and  weatherbeaten 
countenances  showed  the  ordinary  nature  of  their  occupation.  More 
than  two  hundred  had  already  assembled,  and  others  were  fast  com- 
ing in.  Those  whom  they  obeyed  as  leaders  were  only  distinguished 
from  the  others  by  a  feather  in  their  cap,  their  dress,  arms,  and 
equipments  being  in  all  other  respects  the  same. 

Besides  these  bands,  a  less  orderly  and  a  worse  armed  force,  con- 
sisting of  the  Saxon  inhabitants  of  the  neighbouring  township,  as 
well  as  many  bondsmen  and  servants  from  Cedric's  extensive  estate, 
had  already  arrived,  for  the  purpose  of  assisting  in  his  rescue.  Few 
of  these  were  armed  otherwise  than  with  such  rustic  weapons  as 
necessity  sometimes  converts  to  military  purposes.  Boar-spears, 
scythes,  flails,  and  the  like,  were  their  chief  arms  ;  for  the  Normans, 
with  the  usual  policy  of  conquerors,  were  jealous  of  permitting  to  the 
vanquished  Saxons  the  possession  or  the  use  of  swords  and  spears. 
These  circumstances  rendered  the  assistance  of  the  Saxons  far  from 
being  so  formidable  to  the  besieged,  as  the  strength  of  the  men 
themselves,  their  superior  numbers,  and  the  animation  inspired  by  a 
iust  cause,  might  otherwise  well  have  made  them.  It  was  to  the 
leaders  of  this  motley  army  that  the  letter  of  the  Templar  was  now 
delivered. 

Reference  was  at  first  made  to  the  chaplain  for  an  exposition  of  its 
contents. 

"By  the  crook  of  St  Dunstan,"  said  that  worthy  ecclesiastic, 
"  which  hath  brought  more  sheep  within  the  sheepfold  than  the  crook 
of  e'er  another  saint  in  Paradise,  I  swear  that  I  cannot  expound 
unto  you  this  jargon,  which,  whether  it  be  French  or  Arabic,  is 
beyond  my  guess." 

He  then  gave  the  letter  to  Gurth,  who  shook  his  head  gruffly,  and 
passed  it  to  Wamba.  The  Jester  looked  at  each  of  the  four  corners 
of  the  paper  with  such  a  grin  of  affected  intelligence  as  a  monkey  is 
apt  to  assume  upon  similar  occasions,  then  cut  a  caper,  and  gave  the 
letter  to  Locksley. 

"If  the  long  letters  were  bows,  and  the  short  letters  broad  arrows, 
I  might  know  something  of  the  matter,"  said  the  honest  yeoman ; 
"  but  as  the  matter  stands,  the  meaning  is  as  safe,  for  me,  as  the  stag 
that's  at  twelve  miles'  distance." 

"  I  must  be  clerk,  then,"  said  the  Black  Knight ;  and  taking  the 
letter  from  Locksley,  he  first  read  it  over  to  himself,  and  then  ex- 
plained the  meaning  in  Saxon  to  his  confederates. 
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"Execute  the  noble  Cedric!"  exclaimed  Wamba ;  "by  the  rood, 
thou  must  be  mistaken,  Sir  Knight." 

"  Not  I,  my  worthy  friend/'  replied  the  Knight,  "  I  have  explained 
the  words  as  they  are  here  set  down/' 

"Then,  by  St  Thomas  of  Canterbury,"  replied  Gurth,  "we  will 
have  the  castle,  should  we  tear  it  down  with  our  hands ! " 

"We  have  nothing  else  to  tear  it  with,"  replied  Wamba;  "but 
mine  are  scarce  fit  to  make  mammocks  of  freestone  and  mortar." 

"  'Tis  but  a  contrivance  to  gain  time,"  said  Locksley  ;  "  they  dare 
not  do  a  deed  for  which  I  could  exact  a  fearful  penalty." 

"  I  would,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  "  there  were  some  one  among 
us  who  could  obtain  admission  into  the  castle,  and  discover  how  the 
case  stands  with  the  besieged.  Methinks,  as  they  require  a  confessor 
to  be  sent,  this  holy  hermit  might  at  once  exercise  his  pious  voca- 
tion, and  procure  us  the  information  we  desire." 

"A  plague  on  thee  and  thy  advice!"  said  the  good  hermit;  "I  tell 
thee,  Sir  Slothful  Knight,  that  when  I  doff  my  friar's  frock,  my 
priesthood,  my  sanctity,  my  very  Latin,  are  put  off  along  with  it ;  and 
when  in  my  green  jerkin,  I  can  better  kill  twenty  deer  than  confess 
one  Christian." 

"  I  fear,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  "  I  fear  greatly,  there  is  no  one 
here  that  is  qualified  to  take  upon  him,  for  the  nonce,  this  same 
character  of  father  confessor  ? " 

All  looked  on  each  other  and  were  silent. 

"  I  see,"  said  Wamba,  after  a  short  pause,  "  that  the  fool  must  be 
still  the  fool,  and  put  his  neck  in  the  venture  which  wise  men  shrink 
from.  You  must  know,  my  dear  cousins  and  countrymen,  that  I 
wore  russet  before  I  wore  motley,  and  was  bred  to  be  a  friar,  until  a 
brain-fever  came  upon  me  and  left  me  just  wit  enough  to  be  a  fool. 
I  trust,  with  the  assistance  of  the  good  hermit's  frock,  together  with 
the  priesthood,  sanctity,  and  learning  which  are  stitched  into  the 
cowl  of  it,  I  shall  be  found  qualified  to  administer  both  worldly  and 
ghostly  comfort  to  our  worthy  master  Cedric,  and  his  companions 
in  adversity." 

"Hath  he  sense  enough,  think'st  thou?"  said  the  Black  Knight, 
addressing  Gurth. 

"  I  know  not,"  said  Gurth ;  "  but  if  he  hath  not,  it  will  be  the  first 
time  he  hath  wanted  wit  to  turn  his  folly  to  account." 

"  On  with  the  frock,  then,  good  fellow,"  quoth  the  Knight,  "  and 
let  thy  master  send  us  an  account  of  their  situation  within  the 
castle.  Their  numbers  must  be  few,  and  it  is  five  to  one  they  may 
be  accessible  by  a  sudden  and  bold  attack.  Time  wears— away  with 
thee." 

"And,  in  the  mean  time,"  said  Locksley,  "we  will  beset  the  place 
so  closely,  that  not  so  much  as  a  fly  shall  carry  news  from  thence. 
So  that,  my  good  friend,"  he  continued,  addressing  Wamba,  "  thou 
mayest  assure  these  tyrants,  that  whatever  violence  they  exercise  on 
the^  persons  of  their  prisoners  shall  be  most  severely  repaid  upon 
their  own." 

"Pax  vobiscum"  said  Wamba,  who  was  now  muffled  in  his  reli- 
gious disguise. 
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And  so  saying*,  he  imitated  the  solemn  and  stately  deportment  of  a 
friar,  and  departed  to  execute  his  mission. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

The  hottest  horse  will  oft  be  cool, 

The  dullest  will  show  fire ; 
The  friar  will  often  play  the  fool, 

The  fool  will  play  the  friar. 

Old  Song. 

When  the  Jester,  arrayed  in  the  cowl  and  frock  of  the  hermit,  and 
having'  his  knotted  cord  twisted  around  his  middle,  stood  before  the 
portal  of  the  castle  of  Front-de-Bceuf,  the  warder  demanded  of  him 
his  name  and  errand. 

"Pax  vobiscum,"  answered  the  Jester,  "lam  a  poor  brother  of 
the  Order  of  St  Francis,  who  come  hither  to  do  my  office  to  certain 
unhappy  prisoners  now  secured  within  this  castle." 

"Thou  art  a  bold  friar/'  said  the  warder,  "  to  come  hither,  where, 
saving1  our  own  drunken  confessor,  a  cock  of  thy  feather  hath  not 
crowed  these  twenty  years." 

"Yet,  I  pray  thee,  do  mine  errand  to  the  lord  of  the  castle," 
answered  the  pretended  friar;  "trust  me  it  will  find  good  accept- 
ance with  him,  and  the  cock  shall  crow  that  the  whole  castle  shall 
hear  him." 

"  Gramercy,"  said  the  warder ;  "  but  if  I  come  to  shame  for  leav- 
ing my  post  upon  thine  errand,  I  will  try  whether  a  friar's  grey  gown 
be  proof  against  a  grey-goose  shaft." 

With  this  threat  he  left  his  turret,  and  carried  to  the  hall  of  the 
castle  his  unwonted  intelligence,  that  a  holy  friar  stood  before  the 
gate  and  demanded  instant  admission.  With  no  small  wonder  he 
received  his  master's  commands  to  admit  the  holy  man  immediately ; 
and,  having  previously  manned  the  entrance  to  guard  against  sur- 
prise, he  obeyed,  without  farther  scruple,  the  commands  which  he 
had  received.  The  hairbrained  self-conceit  which  had  imboldened 
Wamba  to  undertake  this  dangerous  office  was  scarce  sufficient  to 
support  him  when  he  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a  man  so 
dreadful,  and  so  much  dreaded,  as  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,  and  he 
brought  out  his  pax  vobiscum,  to  which  he,  in  a  good  measure, 
trusted  for  supporting  his  character,  with  more  anxiety  and  hesita- 
tion than  had  hitherto  accompanied  it.  But  Front-de-Boauf  was 
accustomed  to  see  men  of  all  ranks  tremble  in  his  presence,  so  that 
the  timidity  of  the  supposed  father  did  not  give  him  any  cause  of 
suspicion.     "  Who  and  whence  art  thou,  priest  ?"  said  he. 

"  Pax  vobiscum,"  reiterated  the  Jester,  "  I  am  a  poor  servant  of  St 
Francis,  who,  travelling  through  this  wilderness,  have  fallen  among 
thieves  (as  Scripture  hath  it),  quidam  viator  incidit  in  latrones, 
which  thieves  have  sent  me  unto  this  castle  in  order  to  do  my  ghostly 
office  on  two  persons  condemned  by  your  honourable  justice." 
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" Ay,  right,"  answered  Front-de-Boeuf;  "and  canst  thou  tell  me, 
holy  father,  the  number  of  those  banditti  ?  " 

"  Gallant  sir,"  answered  the  Jester,  "  nomen  illis  legio,  their  name 
is  leg-ion." 

"  Tell  me  in  plain  terms  what  numbers  there  are,  or,  priest,  thy 
cloak  and  cord  will  ill  protect  thee." 

"  Alas !  "  said  the  supposed  friar,  "  cor  meum  eructavit,  that  is  to 
say,  I  was  like  to  burst  with  fear !  but  I  conceive  they  may  be — what 
of  yeomen — what  of  commons,  at  least  five  hundred  men." 

"  What !  "  said  the  Templar,  who  came  into  the  hall  that  moment, 
"  muster  the  wasps  so  thick  here?  it  is  time  to  stifle  such  a  mischievous 
brood."  Then  taking  Front -de-Boeuf  aside,  "Knowest  thou  the 
priest  ? " 

"  He  is  a  stranger  from  a  distant  convent,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf ; 
"I  know  him  not." 

"  Then  trust  him  not  with  thy  purpose  in  words,"  answered  the 
Templar.  "  Let  him  carry  a  written  order  to  De  Bracy's  company 
of  Free  Companions,  to  repair  instantly  to  their  master's  aid.  In  the 
mean  time,  and  that  the  snaveling  may  suspect  nothing,  permit  him 
to  go  freely  about  his  task  of  preparing  these  Saxon  hogs  for  the 
slaughter-house. " 

"  It  shall  be  so,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf.  And  he  forthwith  appointed 
a  domestic  to  conduct  Wamba  to  the  apartment  where  Cedric  and 
Athelstane  were  confined. 

The  impatience  of  Cedric  had  been  rather  enhanced  than  diminished 
by  his  confinement.  He  walked  from  one  end  of  the  hall  to  the  other, 
with  the  attitude  of  one  who  advances  to  charge  an  enemy,  or  to 
storm  the  breach  of  a  beleaguered  place,  sometimes  ejaculating  to 
himself,  sometimes  addressing  Athelstane,  who  stoutly  and  stoically 
awaited  the  issue  of  the  adventure,  digesting,  in  the  mean  time,  with 
great  composure,  the  liberal  meal  which  he  had  made  at  noon,  and 
not  greatly  interesting  himself  about  the  duration  of  his  captivity, 
which  he  concluded  would,  like  all  earthly  evils,  find  an  end  in  Heaven's 
good  time. 

"  Pax  vobiscum"  said  the  Jester,  entering  the  apartment ;  "  the 
blessing  of  St  Dunstan,  St  Dennis,  St  Duthoc,  and  all  other  saints 
whatsoever,  be  upon  ye  and  about  ye." 

"Enter  freely,"  answered  Cedric  to  the  supposed  friar;  "with 
what  intent  art  thou  come  hither  ?  " 

"  To  bid  you  prepare  yourselves  for  death,"  answered  the  Jester. 

"  It  is  impossible ! "  replied  Cedric,  starting.  "  Fearless  and  wicked 
as  they  are,  they  dare  not  attempt  such  open  and  gratuitous  cruelty! " 

"  Alas !  "  said  the  Jester,  "  to  restrain  them  by  their  sense  of  human- 
ity, is  the  same  as  to  stop  a  runaway  horse  with  a  bridal  of  silk  thread. 
Bethink  thee,  therefore,  noble  Cedric,  and  you  also,  gallant  Athel- 
stane, what  crimes  you  have  committed  in  the  flesh ;  for  this  very 
day  will  ye  be  called  to  answer  at  a  higher  tribunal." 

"  Hearest  thou  this,  Athelstane  ? "  said  Cedric ;  "  we  must  rouse  up 
our  hearts  to  this  last  action,  since  better  it  is  we  should  die  like 
men,  than  live  like  slaves." 

"  I  am  ready,"  answered  Athelstane,  "  to  stand  the  worst  of  their 
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malice,  and  shall  walk  to  my  death  with  as  much  composure  as  ever 
I  did  to  my  dinner." 

"  Let  us  then  unto  our  holy  gear,  father,"  said  Cedric. 

"  Wait  yet  a  moment,  good  uncle,"  said  the  Jester,  in  his  natural 
tone  ;  "  better  look  long  before  you  leap  in  the  dark." 

"  By  my  faith,"  said  Cedric,  "  I  should  know  that  voice!  " 

"  It  is  that  of  your  trusty  slave  and  Jester,"  answered  Wamba ; 
throwing  back  his  cowl.  "  Had  you  taken  a  fool's  advice  formerly, 
you  would  not  have  been  here  at  all.  Take  a  fool's  advice  now,  and 
you  will  not  be  here  long." 

"  How  meanest  thou,  knave?  "  answered  the  Saxon. 

"Even  thus,"  replied  Wamba;  "take  thou  this  frock  and  cord, 
which  are  all  the  orders  I  ever  had,  and  march  quietly  out  of  the 
castle,  leaving  me  your  cloak  and  girdle  to  take  the  long  leap  in  thy 
stead." 

"  Leave  thee  in  my  stead !  "  said  Cedric,  astonished  at  the  pro- 
posal ;  "  why,  they  would  hang  thee,  my  poor  knave." 

"  E'en  let  them  do  as  they  are  permitted,"  said  Wamba ;  "  I  trust 
— no  disparagement  to  your  birth — that  the  son  of  Witless  may  hang 
in  a  chain  with  as  much  gravity  as  the  chain  hung  upon  his  ancestor 
the  alderman." 

"  Well,  Wamba,"  answered  Cedric,  "for  one  thing  will  I  grant  thy 
request.  And  that  is,  if  thou  wilt  make  the  exchange  of  garments 
with  Lord  Athelstane  instead  of  me." 

"  No,  by  St  Dunstan,"  answered  Wamba ;  "  there  were  little  reason 
in  that.  Good  right  there  is,  that  the  son  of  Witless  should  suffer 
to  save  the  son  of  Hereward ;  but  little  wisdom  there  were  in  his 
dying  for  the  benefit  of  one  whose  fathers  were  strangers  to  his." 

"  Villain,"  said  Cedric,  "  the  fathers  of  Athelstane  were  monarchs 
of  England!" 

"  They  might  be  whomsoever  they  pleased,"  replied  Wamba ;  "  but 
my  neck  stands  too  straight  upon  my  shoulders  to  have  it  twisted  for 
their  sake.  Wherefore,  good  my  master,  either  take  my  proffer 
yourself,  or  suffer  me  to  leave  this  dungeon  as  free  as  I  entered." 

"  Let  the  old  tree  wither,"  continued  Cedric,  "  so  the  stately  hope 
of  the  forestbe  preserved.  Save  the  noble  Athelstane,  my  trusty 
Wamba !  it  is  the  duty  of  each  who  has  Saxon  blood  in  his  veins. 
Thou  and  I  will  abide  together  the  utmost  rage  of  our  injurious 
oppressors,  while  he,  free  and  safe,  shall  arouse  the  awakened 
spirits  of  our  countrymen  to  avenge  us." 

"Not  so,  father  Cedric,"  said  Athelstane,  grasping  his  hand, — 
for,  when  roused  to  think  or  act,  his  deeds  and  sentiments  were  not 
unbecoming  his  high  race—"  Not  so,"  he  continued ;  "  I  would 
rather  remain  in  this  hall  a  week  without  food  save  the  prisoner's 
stinted  loaf,  or  drink  save  the  prisoner's  measure  of  water,  than  em- 
brace the  opportunity  to  escape  which  the  slave's  untaught  kindness 
has  purveyed  for  his  master." 

"You  are  called  wise  men,  sirs,"  said  the  Jester,  "and  I  a 
crazed  fool;  but,  uncle  Cedric,  and  cousin  Athelstane,  the  fool  shall 
decide  this  controversy  for  ye,  and  save  ye  the  trouble  of  straining 
courtesies  any  farther.    I  am  like  John-a-Duck's  mare,  that  will  let 
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no  man  mount  her  but  John-a-Duck.  I  came  to  save  my  master, 
and  if  he  will  not  consent— basta — I  can  but  go  away  home  again. 
Kind  service  cannot  be  chucked  from  hand  to  hand  like  a  shuttle- 
cock or  stool-ball.    I'll  hang"  for  no  man  but  my  own  born  master." 

"  Go,  then  noble  Cedric,"  said  Athelstane,  "  neglect  not  this  oppor- 
tunity. Your  presence  without  may  encourage  friends  to  our  rescue 
— your  remaining  here  would  ruin  us  all." 

"  And  is  there  any  prospect,  then,  of  rescue  from  without  ?  "  said 
Cedric,  looking  at  the  Jester. 

"  Prospect,  indeed  !  "  echoed  Wamba  ;  "  let  me  tell  you,  when  you 
fill  my  cloak  you  are  wrapt  in  a  general's  cassock.  Five  hundred 
men  are  there  without,  and  I  was  this  morning  one  of  their  chief 
leaders.  My  fool's  cap  was  a  casque,  and  my  bauble  a  truncheon. 
Well,  we  shall  see  what  good  they  will  make  by  exchanging  a  fool 
for  a  wise  man.  Truly,  I  fear  they  will  lose  in  valour  what  they  may 
gain  in  discretion.  And  so  farewell,  master,  and  be  kind  to  poor 
Gurth  and  his  dog  Fangs ;  and  let  my  cockscomb  hang  in  the  hall 
at  Rotherwood,  in  memory  that  I  flung  away  my  life  for  my  master, 
like  a  faithful fool." 

The  last  word  came  out  with  a  sort  of  double  expression,  betwixt 
jest  and  earnest.     The  tears  stood  in  Cedric's  eyes. 

"  Thy  memory  shall  be  preserved,"  he  said,  "  while  fidelity  and 
affection  have  honour  upon  earth.  But  that  I  trust  I  shall  find  the 
means  of  saving  Rowena,  and  thee,  Athelstane,  and  thee,  also,  my 
poor  Wamba,  thou  shouldst  not  overbear  me  in  this  matter." 

The  exchange  of  the  dress  was  now  accomplished,  when  a  sudden 
doubt  struck  Cedric. 

"  1  know  no  language,"  he  said,  "  but  my  own,  and  a  few  words  of 
their  mincing  Norman.  How  shall  I  bear  myself  like  a  reverend 
brother  ?  " 

"  The  spell  lies  in  two  words,"  replied  Wamba-—"  Pax  voliscum 
will  answer  all  queries.  If  you  go  or  come,  eat  or  drink,  bless  or 
ban,  Pax  vobiscum  carries  you  through  it  all.  It  is  as  useful  to  a 
friar  as  a  broom  stick  to  a  witch,  or  a  wand  to  a  conjuror.  Speak 
it  but  thus,  in  a  deep  grave  tone,—  Pax  vobiscum  I — it  is  irresistible 
— Watch  and  ward,  knight  and  squire,  foot  and  horse,  it  acts  as  a 
charm  upon  them  all.  I  think,  if  they  bring  me  out  to  be  hanged 
to-morrow,  as  is  much  to  be  doubted  they  may,  I  will  try  its  weight 
upon  the  finisher  of  the  sentence." 

"  If  such  prove  the  case,"  said  his  master,  "  my  religious  orders 
are  soon  taken — Pax  vobiscum.  I  trust  I  shall  remember  the  pass- 
word. Noble  Athelstane,  farewell ;  and  farewell,  my^  poor  boy, 
whose  heart  might  make  amends  for  a  weaker  head— I  will  save  you, 
or  return  and  die  with  you.  The  royal  blood  of  our  Saxon  kings 
shall  not  be  spilt  while  mine  beats  in  my  veins ;  nor  shall  one  hair 
fall  from  the  head  of  the  kind  knave  who  risked  himself  for  his 
master,  if  Cedric's  peril  can  prevent  it.— Farewell." 

"  Farewell,  noble  Cedric,"  said  Athelstane  ;  "  remember,  it  is  the 
true  part  of  a  friar  to  accept  refreshment,  if  you  are  offered  any."  # 

"  Farewell,  uncle,"  added  Wamba ;  "  and  remember  Pax  vobis- 
cum" 
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Thus  exhorted,  Cedric  sallied  forth  upon  his  expedition ;  and  it 
was  not  long*  ere  he  had  occasion  to  try  the  force  of  that  spell  which 
his  Jester  had  recommended  as  omnipotent.  In  a  low-arched  and 
dusky  passage,  by  which  he  endeavoured  to  work  his  way  to  the  hall 
of  the  castle,  he  was  interrupted  by  a  female  form. 

"  Pax  vobiscum  !  "  said  the  pseudo  friar,  and  was  endeavouring  to 
hurry  past,  when  a  soft  voice  replied,  Et  vobis — quceso,  domine 
reverendissime,  pro  misericordia  vestra." 

"  I  am  somewhat  deaf,"  replied  Cedric,  in  good  Saxon,  and  at  the 
same  time  muttered  to  himself,  "  a  curse  on  the  fool  and  his  Pax 
vobiscum  !  I  have  lost  my  javelin  at  the  first  cast." 

It  was,  however,  no  unusual  thing"  for  a  priest  of  those  days  to  be 
deaf  of  his  Latin  ear,  and  this  the  person  who  now  addressed  Cedric 
knew  full  well. 

61  I  pray  you  of  dear  love,  reverend  father,"  she  replied  in  his  own 
language,  "  that  you  will  deign  to  visit  with  your  ghostly  comfort  a 
wounded  prisoner  of  this  castle,  and  have  such  compassion  upon  him 
and  us  as  thy  holy  office  teaches— Never  shall  good  deed  so  highly 
advantage  thy  convent." 

"Daughter,"  answered  Cedric,  much  embarrassed,  "my  time  in 
this  castle  will  not  permit  me  to  exercise  the  duties  of  mine  office — 
I  must  presently  forth — there  is  life  and  death  upon  my  speed." 

"  Yet,  father,  let  me  entreat  you  by  the  vow  you  have  taken  on 
you,"  replied  the  suppliant,  "  not  to  leave  the  oppressed  and  endan- 
gered without  counsel  or  succour." 

"  May  the  fiend  fly  away  with  me,  and  leave  me  in  Ifrin  with  the 
souls  of  Odin  and  of  Thor !"  answered  Cedric  impatiently,  and  would 

robably  have  proceeded  in  the  same  tone  of  total  departure  from 
„is  spiritual  character,  when  the  colloauy  was  interrupted  by  the 
harsh  voice  of  Urfried,  the  old  crone  of  trie  turret. 

"  How,  minion,"  said  she  to  the  female  speaker,  "  is  this  the  manner 
in  which  you  requite  the  kindness  which  permitted  thee  to  leave  thy 
prison-cell  yonder  ? — Puttest  thou  the  reverend  man  to  use  ungracious 
language  to  free  himself  from  the  importunities  of  a  Jewess?" 

"  A  Jewess ! "  said  Cedric,  availing  himself  of  the  information  to 
get  clear  of  their  interruption, — "  Let  me  pass,  woman  !  stop  me  not 
at  your  peril.  I  am  fresh  from  my  holy  office,  and  would  avoid 
pollution." 

"  Come  this  way,  father,"  said  the  old  hag,  "  thou  art  a  stranger 
in  this  castle,  and  canst  not  leave  it  without  a  guide.  Come  hither, 
for  I  would  speak  with  thee. — And  you,  daughter  of  an  accursed 
race,  go  to  the  sick  man's  chamber,  and  tend  him  until  my  return ; 
and  wo  betide  you  if  you  again  quit  it  without  my  permission ! " 

Rebecca  retreated.  Her  importunities  had  prevailed  upon  Urfried 
to  suffer  her  to  quit  the  turret,  and  Urfried  had  employed  her  ser- 
vices where  she  herself  would  most  gladly  have  paid  them,  by  the 
bedside  of  the  wounded  Ivanhoe.  With  an  understanding  awake  to 
their  dangerous  situation,  and  prompt  to  avail  herself  of  each  means 
of  safety  which  occurred,  Rebecca  had  hoped  something  from  the 
presence  of  a  man  of  religion,  who,  she  learned  from  Urfried,  had 
penetrated  into  this  godless  castle.    She  watched  the  return  of  the 
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supposed  ecclesiastic  with  the  purpose  of  addressing1  him,  and  inte- 
resting him  in  favour  of  the  prisoners ;  with  what  imperfect  success 
the  reader  has  been  just  acquainted. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Fond  wretch  !  and  what  canst  thou  relate, 

But  deeds  of  sorrow,  shame,  and  sin  i 
Thy  deeds  are  proved — thou  know'st  thy  fate — 

But  come,  thy  tale — begin — begin. 

*  *  *  *  * 

But  I  have  griefs  of  other  kind, 

Troubles  and  sorrows  more  severe  ; 
Give  me  to  ease  my  tortured  mind, 

Lend  to  my  woes  a  patient  ear ; 
And  let  me,  if  I  may  not  find 

A  friend  to  help— find  one  to  hear. 

Crabbe's  Hall  of  Justice. 

When  Urfried  had  with  clamours  and  menaces  driven  Rebecca 
back  to  the  apartment  from  which  she  had  sallied,  she  proceeded  to 
conduct  the  unwilling"  Cedric  into  a  small  apartment,  the  door  of 
which  she  needfully  secured.  Then  fetching  from  a  cupboard  a 
stoup  of  wine  and  two  flagons,  she  placed  them  on  the  table,  and 
said  in  a  tone,  rather  asserting*  a  fact  than  asking  a  question,  "  Thou 
art  Saxon,  father — Deny  it  not,"  she  continued,  observing  that  Cedric 
hastened  not  to  reply;  "the  sounds  of  my  native  language  are  sweet 
to  mine  ears,  though  seldom  heard  save  from  the  tongues  of  the 
wretched  and  degraded  serfs  on  whom  the  proud  Normans  impose 
the  meanest  drudgery  of  this  dwelling.  Thou  art  a  Saxon,  father — 
a  Saxon,  and,  save  as  thou  art  a  servant  of  God,  a  freeman. — Thine 
accents  are  sweet  in  mine  ear." 

"Do  not  Saxon  priests  visit  this  castle,  then?"  replied  Cedric; 
"  it  were,  methinks,  their  duty  to  comfort  the  outcast  and  oppressed 
children  of  the  soil." 

"  They  come  not — or  if  they  come,  they  better  love  to  revel  at  the 
board  of  their  conquerors,"  answered  Urfried,  "than  to  hear  the 
groans  of  their  countrymen — so,  at  least,  report  speaks  of  them — of 
myself  I  can  say  little.  This  castle,  for  ten  years,  has  openedto  no 
priest  save  the  debauched  Norman  chaplain  who  partook  the  nightly 
revels  of  Front-de-Bceuf,  and  he  has  been  long  gone  to  render  an 
account  of  his  stewardship. — But  thou  art  a  Saxon — a  Saxon  priest, 
and  I  have  one  question  to  ask  of  thee." 

"I  am  a  Saxon,"  answered  Cedric,  "but  unworthy,  surely,  of 
the  name  of  priest.  Let  me  begone  on  my  way — I  swear  I  will 
return,  or  send  one  of  our  fathers  more  worthy  to  hear  your  confes- 
sion." 

"  Stay  yet  a  white,"  said  Urfried ;  "  the  accents  of  the  voice  which 
thou  nearest  now  will  soon  be  choked  with  the  cold  earth,  and  I 
would  not  descend  to  it  like  the  beast  I  have  lived.  But  wine  must 
give  me  strength  to  tell  the  horrors  of  my  tale."    She  poured  out  a 
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cup,  and  drank  it  with  a  frightful  avidity,  which  seemed  desirous  of 
draining  the  last  drop  in  the  goblet.  "  It  stupifies,"  she  said,  looking 
upwards,  as  she  finished  her  draught,  "  but  it  cannot  cheer— Partake 
it,  father,  if  you  would  hear  my  tale  without  sinking  down  upon  the 
pavement."  Cedric  would  have  avoided  pledging  her  in  this  omi- 
nous conviviality,  but  the  sign  which  she  made  to  him  expressed  im- 
Eatience  and  despair.  He  complied  with  her  request,  and  answered 
er  challenge  in  a  large  wine-cup ;  she  then  proceeded  with  her 
story,  as  if  appeased  by  his  complaisance. 

u  I  was  not  born,"  she  said,  "  father,  the  wretch  that  thou  now 
seest  me.  I  was  free,  was  happy,  was  honoured,  loved,  and  was 
beloved.  I  am  now  a  slave,  miserable  and  degraded— the  sport  of 
my  masters'  passions  while  I  had  yet  beauty — the  object  of  their 
contempt,  scorn,  and  hatred,  since  it  has  passed  away. — Dost  thou 
wonder,  father,  that  I  should  hate  mankind,  and,  above  all,  the  race 
that  has  wrought  this  change  in  me?  Can  the  wrinkled  decrepit 
hag  before  thee,  whose  wrath  must  vent  itself  in  impotent  curses, 
forget  she  was  once  the  daughter  of  the  noble  Thane  of  Torquilstone, 
before  whose  frown  a  thousand  vassals  trembled  ?  " 

"  Thou  the  daughter  of  Torquil  Wolfganger ! "  said  Cedric,  reced- 
ing as  he  spoke  ;  "  thou— thou— the  daughter  of  that  noble  Saxon, 
my  father's  friend  and  companion  in  arms  ! " 

"  Thy  father's  friend !  "  echoed  Urfried ;  "  then  Cedric,  called  the 
Saxon  stands  before  me,  for  the  noble  Hereward  of  Rotherwood  had 
but  one  son,  whose  name  is  well  known  among  his  countrymen.  But 
if  thou  art  Cedric  of  Rotherwood,  why  this  religious  dress  ? — hast  thou 
too  despaired  of  saving  thy  country,  and  sought  refuge  from  oppres- 
sion in  the  shade  of  the  convent  ?  " 

"It  matters  not  who  I  am,"  said  Cedric ;." proceed,  unhappy 
woman,  with  thy  tale  of  horror  and  guilt ! — Guilt  there  must  be — 
there  is  guilt  even  in  thy  living  to  tell  it." 

"  There  is— there  is,"  answered  the  wretched  woman,  "  deep,  black, 
damning  guilt— guilt,  that  lies  like  a  load  at  my  breast— guilt,  that 
all  the  penitential  fires  of  hereafter  cannot  cleanse. — Yes,  in  these 
halls,  stained  with  the  noble  and  pure  blood  of  my  father  and  my 
brethren— in  these  very  halls,  to  have  lived  the  paramour  of  their 
murderer,  the  slave  at  once  and  the  partaker  of  his  pleasures,  was 
to  render  every  breath  which  I  drew  of  vital  air,  a  crime  and  a 
curse." 

"  Wretched  woman !  "  exclaimed  Cedric.  "  And  while  the  friends 
of  thy  father — while  each  true  Saxon  heart,  as  it  breathed  a  requiem 
for  his  soul,  and  those  of  his  valiant  sons,  forgot  not  in  their  prayers 
the  murdered  Ulrica— while  all  mourned  and  honoured  the  dead,  thou 
hast  lived  to  merit  our  hate  and  execration— lived  to  unite  thyself 
with  the  vile  tyrant  who  murdered  thy  nearest  and  dearest— who  shed 
the  blood  of  infancy,  rather  than  a  male  of  the  noble  house  of  Tor- 
quil Wolfganger  should  survive— with  him  hast  thou  lived  to  unite 
thyself,  and  in  the  bands  of  lawless  love  ! " 

In  lawless  bands,  indeed,  but  not  in  those  of  love  !  "  answered  the 

?  ;n"  *ove  w***  sooner  visit tne  regions  of  eternal  doom,  than  those 
unhallowed  vaults.— No,  with  that  at  least  I  cannot  reproach  myself 
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—hatred  to  Front- de-Boeuf  and  his  race  governed  my  soul  most 
deeply,  even  in  the  hour  of  his  guilty  endearments." 

"  You  hated  him,  and  yet  you  lived,"  replied  Cedric  ;  "  wretch  1  was 
there  no  poniard — no  knife— no  bodkin ! — Well  was  it  for  thee,  since 
thou  didst  prize  such  an  existence,  that  the  secrets  of  a  Norman 
castle  are  like  those  of  the  grave.  For  had  I  but  dreamed  of  the 
daughter  of  Torquil  living  in  foul  communion  with  the  murderer 
of  her  father,  the  sword  of  a  true  Saxon  had  found  thee  out  even  in 
the  arms  of  thy  paramour !  " 

"Wouldst  thou  indeed  have  done  this  justice  to  the  name  of 
Torquil  ?"  said  Ulrica,  for  we  may  now  lay  aside  her  assumed  name 
of  TJrfried;  "thou  art  then  the  true  Saxon  report  speaks  thee!  for 
even  within  these  accursed  walls,  where,  as  thou  well  sayest,  guilt 
shrouds  itself  in  inscrutable  mystery,  even  there  has  the  name  of 
Cedric  been  sounded— and  I,  wretched  and  degraded,  have  rejoiced  to 
think  that  there  yet  breathed  an  avenger  of  our  unhappy  nation.— 
I  also  have  had  my  hours  of  vengeance— I  have  fomented  the  quarrels 
of  our  foes,  heated  drunken  revelry  into  murderous  broil— I  have  seen 
their  blood  flow— I  have  heard  their  dying  groans !— Look  on  me, 
Cedric — are  there  not  still  left  on  this  foul  and  faded  face  some  traces 
of  the  features  of  Torquil?" 

"  Ask  me  not  of  them,  Ulrica,"  replied  Cedric,  in  a  tone  of  grief 
mixed  with  abhorrence  ;  "  these  traces  form  such  a  resemblance  as 
arises  from  the  grave  of  the  dead,  when  a  fiend  has  animated  the 
lifeless  corpse." 

"  Be  it  so,"  answered  Ulrica ;  "yet  were  these  fiendish  features  the 
mask  of  a  spirit  of  light  when  they  were  able  to  set  at  variance  the 
elder  Front-de-Bceuf  and  his  son  Reginald!  The  darkness  of  hell 
should  hide  what  followed,  but  revenge  must  lift  the  veil,  and  darkly 
intimate  what  it  would  raise  the  dead  to  speak  aloud.  Long  had  the 
smouldering  fire  of  discord  glowed  between  the  tyrant  father  and  his 
savage  son — long  had  I  nursed,  in  secret,  the  unnatural  hatred — it 
blazed  forth  in  an  hour  of  drunken  wassail,  and  at  his  own  board  fell 
my  oppressor  by  the  hand  of  his  own  son — such  are  the  secrets  these 
vaults  conceal !— Rend  asunder,  ye  accursed  arches,"  she  added,  look- 
ing up  towards  the  roof,  "  and  bury  in  your  fall  all  who  are  conscious 
of  the  hideous  mystery  !  " 

"  And  thou,  creature  of  guilt  and  misery,"  said  Cedric,  "  what  be- 
came thy  lot  on  the  death  of  thy  ravisher  ? " 

"  Guess  it,  but  ask  it  not.— Here— here  I  dwelt,  till  age,  premature 
age,  has  stamped  its  ghastly  features  on  my  countenance — scorned 
and  insulted  where  I  was  once  obeyed,  and  compelled  to  bound  the 
revenge  which  had  once  such  ample  scope,  to  the  efforts  of  petty 
malice  of  a  discontented  menial,  or  the  vain  or  unheeded  curses  of 
an  impotent  hag — condemned  to  hear  from  my  lonely  turret  the 
sounds  of  revelry  in  which  I  once  partook,  or  the  shrieks  and  groans 
of  new  victims  of  oppression." 

"  Ulrica,"  said  Cedric,  "  with  a  heart  which  still,  I  fear,  regrets  the 
lost  reward  of  thy  crimes  as  much  as  the  deeds  by  which  thou 
didst  acquire  that  meed,  how  didst  thou  dare  to  address  thee  to  one 
who  wears  this  robe  ?    Consider,  unhappy  woman,  what  could  the 
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sainted  Edward  himself  do  for  thee,  were  he  here  in  bodily  presence  ? 
The  royal  Confessor  was  endowed  by  Heaven  with  power  to  cleanse 
the  uclers  of  the  body,  but  only  God  himself  can  cure  the  leprosy  of 
the  soul." 

"  Yet,  turn  not  from  me,  stern  prophet  of  wrath,"  she  exclaimed, 
"  but  tell  me,  if  thou  canst,  in  what  shall  terminate  these  new  and 
awful  feeling's  that  burst  on  my  solitude— Why  do  deeds,  long  since 
done,  rise  before  me  in  new  and  irresistible  horrors  !  What  fate  is 
prepared  beyond  the  grave  for  her,  to  whom  God  has  assigned  on 
earth  a  lot  of  such  unspeakable  wretchedness  ?  Better  had  I  turn 
to  Woden,  Hertha,  and  Zernebock — to  Mista,  and  to  Skogula,  the  Gods 
of  our  yet  unbaptised  ancestors,  than  endure  the  dreadful  anticipa- 
tions which  have  of  late  haunted  my  waking  and  my  sleeping  hours ! " 

"I  am  no  priest,"  said  Cedric,  turning  with  disgust  from  this 
miserable  picture  of  guilt,  wretchedness,  and  despair ;  "  I  am  no 
priest,  though  I  wear  a  priest's  garment." 

"  Priest  or  layman,"  answered  Ulrica,  "  thou  art  the  first  I  have 
seen  for  twenty  years,  by  whom  God  was  feared  or  man  regarded ; 
and  dost  thou  bid  me  despair  ?  " 

"  I  bid  thee  repent,"  said  Cedric.  "  Seek  to  prayer  and  penance, 
and  mayst  thou  find  acceptance !  But  I  cannot,  1  will  not,  longer 
abide  with  thee." 

"  Stay  yet  a  moment !  "  said  Ulrica ;  "  leave  me  not  now,  son  of 
my  father's  friend,  lest  the  demon  who  has  governed  my  life  should 
tempt  me  to  avenge  myself  of  thy  hard-hearted  scorn— Thinkest 
thou,  if  Front-de-Bo2uf  found  Cedric  the  Saxon  in  his  castle,  in  such 
a  disguise,  that  thy  life  would  be  a  long  one  ?— Already  his  eye  has 
been  upon  thee  like  a  falcon  on  his  prey." 

"  And  be  it  so,"  said  Cedric ;  "  and  let  him  tear  me  with  beak  and 
talons,  ere  my  tongue  say  one  word  which  my  heart  doth  not  warrant. 
I  will  die  a  Saxon — true  in  word,  open  in  deed — I  bid  thee  avaunt! 
— touch  me  not,  stay  me  not ! — The  sight  of  Front-de-Bceuf  himself 
is  less  odious  to  me  than  thou,  degraded  and  degnerate  as  thou  art." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Ulrica,  no  longer  interrupting  him ;  "  go  thy 
way,  and  forget,  in  the  insolence  of  thy  superiority,  that  the  wretch 
before  thee  is  the  daughter  of  thy  father's  friend. — Go  thy  way— if 
I  am  separated  from  mankind  by  my  sufferings — separated  from 
those  whose  aid  I  might  most  justly  expect — not  less  will  I  be  separ- 
ated from  them  in  my  revenge!— No  man  shall  aid  me,  but  the  ears 
of  all  men  shall  tingle  to  hear  of  the  deed  which  I  shall  dare  to  do ! — 
Farewell! — thy  scorn  has  burst  the  last  tie  which  seemed  yet  to  unite 
me  to  my  kind — a  thought  that  my  woes  might  claim  the  compassion 
of  my  people." 

"  Ulrica,"  said  Cedric,  softened  by  this  appeal,  "  hast  thou  borne 
up  and  endured  to  live  through  so  much  guilt  and  so  much  misery, 
and  wilt  thou  now  yield  to  despair  when  thine  eyes  are  opened  to 
thy  crimes,  and  when  repentance  were  thy  fitter  occupation  ?  " 

"  Cedric,"  answered  Ulrica,  "  thou  little  knowest  the  human  heart. 
To  act  as  I  have  acted,  to  think  as  I  have  thought,  requires  the 
maddening  love  of  pleasure,  mingled  with  the  keen  appetite  of 
revenge,  the  proud  consciousness  of  power ;  draughts  too  intoxicating 
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for  the  human  heart  to  bear,  and  yet  retain  the  power  to  prevent. 
Their  force  has  long*  passed  away — Age  has  no  pleasures,  wrinkles  have 
no  influence,  revenge  itself  dies  away  in  impotent  curses.  Then  comes 
remorse,  with  all  its  vipers,  mixed  with  vain  regrets  for  the  past,  and 
despair  for  the  future! — Then,  when  all  other  strong"  impulses  have 
ceased,  we  become  like  the  fiends  in  hell,  who  may  feel  remorse,  but 
never  repentance.  But  thy  words  have  awakened  a  new  soul  within 
me — Well  hast  thou  said,  all  is  possible  for  those  who  dare  to  die !— . 
Thou  hast  shown  me  the  means  of  revenge,  and  be  assured  I  will 
embrace  them.  It  has  hitherto  shared  this  wasted  bosom  with  other 
and  with  rival  passions — henceforward  it  shall  pos3ess  me  wholly, 
and  thou  thyself  shalt  say,  that,  whatever  was  the  life  of  Ulrica,  her 
death  well  became  the  daughter  of  the  noble  Torquil.  There  is  a  force 
without  beleaguering  this  accursed  castle — hasten  to  lead  them  to 
the  attack,  and  when  thou  shalt  see  a  red  flag  wave  from  the  turret 
on  the  eastern  angle  of  the  donjon,  press  the  Normans  hard — they 
will  then  have  enough  to  do  within,  and  you  may  win  the  wall  in 
spite  both  of  bow  and  mangonel. — Begone,  I  pray  thee — follow  thine 
own  fate,  and  leave  me  to  mine." 

Cedric.  would  have  inquired  farther  into  the  purpose  which  she 
thus  darkly  announced,  but  the  stern  voice  of  Front-de-Boeuf  was 
heard,  exclaiming,  "Where  tarries  this  loitering  priest?  By  the 
scallop-shell  of  Compostella,  I  will  make  a  martyr  of  him,  if  he  loiters 
here  to  hatch  treason  among  my  domestics  ? " 

"  What  a  true  prophet,"  said  Ulrica,  "  is  an  evil  conscience !  But 
heed  him  not— out  and  to  thy  people — Cry  your  Saxon  onslaught, 
and  let  them  sing  their  war-song  of  Hollo,  if  they  will ;  vengeance 
shall  bear  a  burden  to  it." 

As  she  thus  spoke,  she  vanished  through  a  private  door,  and  Re- 
ginald Front-de-Boeuf  entered  the  apartment.  Cedric,  with  some 
difficulty,  compelled  himself  to  make  obeisance  to  the  haughty  Baron, 
who  returned  his  courtesy  with  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head. 

"  Thy  penitents,  father,  have  made  a  long  shrift — it  is  the  better 
for  them,  since  it  is  the  last  they  shall  ever  make.  Hast  thou  pre- 
pared them  for  death  ?  " 

"  I  found  them,"  said  Cedric,  in  such  French  as  he  could  command, 
"  expecting  the  worst,  from  the  moment  they  knew  into  whose  power 
they  had  fallen." 

"  How  now,  Sir  Friar  "  replied  Front-de-Bceuf,  "  thy  speech,  me- 
thinks,  smacks  of  a  Saxon  tongue?" 

"I  was  bred  in  the  convent  of  St  Withold  of  Burton,"  answered 
Cedric. 

"  Ay?"  said  the  Baron  ;  "  it  had  been  better  for  thee  to  have  been 
a  Norman,  and  better  for  my  purpose  too  ;  but  need  has  no  choice 
of  messengers.  That  St  Withold's  of  Burton  is  a  howlet's  nest  worth 
the  harrying.  The  day  will  soon  come  that  the  frock  shall  protect 
the  Saxon  as  little  as  the  mail-coat." 
^  "  God's  will  be  done."  said  Cedric,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  pas- 
sion, which  Front-de-Boeuf  imputed  to  fear. 

"  I  see,"  said  he,  "  thou  dreamest  already  that  our  men-at-arms 
are  in  thy  refectory  and  thy  ale-vaults.     But  do  me  one  cast  of  thy 
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holy  office,  and,  come  what  list  of  others,  thou  shalt  sleep  as  safe  in 
thy  cell  as  a  snail  within  his  shell  of  proof." 

"  Speak  your  commands,"  said  Cedric,  with  suppressed  emotion. 

"  Follow  me  through  this  passage,  then,  that  I  may  dismiss  thee 
by  the  postern." 

And  as  he  strode  on  his  way  before  the  supposed  friar,  Front-de- 
Bceuf  thus  schooled  him  in  the  part  which  he  desired  he  should  act. 

"  Thou  seest,  Sir  Friar,  yon  herd  of  Saxon  swine,  who  have  dared 
to  environ  this  castle  of  Torqmlstone— Tell  them  whatever  thou  hast 
a  mind  of  the  weakness  of  this  fortalice,  or  aught  else  that  can  detain 
them  before  it  for  twenty-four  hours.  Meantime  bear  thou  this  scroll 
— But  soft — canst  read,  Sir  Priest  ?  " 

"  Not  a  jot  I,"  answered  Cedric,  "  save  on  my  breviary ;  "  and  then 
I  know  the  characters,  because  I  have  the  holy  service  by  heart,  praised 
be  our  Lady  and  St  Withold  !  " 

"  The  fitter  messenger  for  my  purpose. — Carry  thou  this  scroll  to 
the  castle  of  Philip  de  Malvoisin ;  say  it  cometh  from  me,  and  is 
written  by  the  Templar  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  and  that  I  pray  him 
to  send  it  to  York  with  all  the  speed  man  and  horse  can  make. 
Meanwhile,  tell  him  to  doubt  nothing ;  he  shall  find  us  whole  and 
sound  behind  our  battlement — Shame  on  it,  that  we  should  be  com- 
pelled to  hide  thus  by  a  pack  of  runagates,  who  are  wont  to  fly  even 
at  the  flash  of  our  pennons  and  the  tramp  of  our  horses !  I  say  to 
thee,  priest,  contrive  some  cast  of  thine  art  to  keep  the  knaves  where 
they  are,  until  our  friends  bring  up  their  lances.  My  vengeance  is 
awake,  and  she  is  a  falcon  that  slumbers  not  till  she  has  been  gorged." 

"  By  my  patron  saint,"  said  Cedric,  with  deeper  energy  than  became 
his  character, "  and  by  every  saint  who  has  lived  and  died  in  England, 
your  commands  shall  be  obeyed!  Not  a  Saxon  shall  stir  from  before 
these  walls,  if  I  have  art  and  influence  to  detain  them  there." 

"  Ha !  "  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  thou  changest  thy  tone,  Sir  Priest, 
and  speakest  brief  and  bold,  as  if  thy  heart  were  in  the  slaughter  of 
the  Saxon  herd ;  and  yet  thou  art  thyself  of  kindred  to  the  swine." 

Cedric  was  no  ready  practiser  of  the  art  of  dissimulation,  and  would 
at  this  moment  have  been  much  the  better  of  a  hint  from  Wamba's 
more  fertile  brain.  But  necessity,  according  to  the  ancient  proverb, 
sharpens  invention,  and  he  muttered  something  under  his  cowl  con- 
cerning the  men  in  question  being  excommunicated  outlaws  both  to 
church  and  to  kingdom. 

"  Despardieux"  answered  Front-de-Boeuf,  " thou  hast  spoken  the 
very  truth — I  forgot  that  the  knaves  can  strip  a  fat  abbot,  as  well  as 
if  they  had  been  born  south  of  yonder  salt  channel.  Was  it  not  he  of 
St  Ives  whom  they  tied  to  an  oak-tree,  and  compelled  to  sing  a  mass 
while  they  were  rifling  his  mails  and  his  wallets? — No,  by  Our  Lady 
— that  jest  was  played  by  Gaultier  of  Middleton,  one  of  our  own  com- 
panions-at-arms.  But  they  were  Saxons  who  robbed  the  chapel  at 
St  Bees  of  cup,  candlestick,  and  chalice,  were  they  not  ? " 

"  They  were  godless  men,"  answered  Cedric. 

"  Ay,  and  they  drank  out  all  the  good  wine  and  ale  that  lay  in  store 
for  many  a  secret  carousal,  when  ye  pretend  ye  are  but  busied  with 
vigils  and  primes  !— Priest,  thou  art  bound  to  revenge  such  sacrilege." 
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"  I  am  indeed  bound  to  vengeance,"  murmured  Cedric ;  "  Saint 
Withold  knows  my  heart." 

Front-de-Bceuf,  in  the  meanwhile,  led  the  way  to  a  postern,  where, 
passing  the  moat  on  a  single  plank,  they  reached  a  small  barbican,  or 
exterior  defence,  which  communicated  with  the  open  field  by  a  well- 
fortified  sallyport. 

"  Begone,  then ;  and  if  thou  wilt  do  mine  errand,  and  if  thou  return 
hither  when  it  is  done,  thou  shalt  see  Saxon  flesh  cheap  as  ever  was 
hog's  in  the  shambles  of  Sheffield.  And,  hark  thee,  thou  seemest  to 
be  a  jolly  confessor— come  hither  after  the  onslaught,  and  thou  shalt 
have  as  much  Malvoisie  as  would  drench  thy  whole  convent/' 

"  Assuredly  we  shall  meet  again,"  answered  Cedric. 

"  Something  in  hand  the  whilst,"  continued  the  Norman ;  and,  as 
they  parted  at  the  postern  door,  he  thrust  into  Cedrics  reluctant 
hand  a  gold  byzant,  adding,  "  Remember,  I  will  flay  off  both  cowl 
and  skin  if  thou  failest  in  thy  purpose." 

"  And  full  leave  will  I  give  thee  to  do  both,"  answered  Cedric, 
leaving  the  postern,  and  striding  forth  over  the  free  field  with  a  joy- 
ful step,  "  if,  when  we  meet  next,  I  deserve  not  better  at  thine  hand." 
— Turning  then  back  towards  the  castle,  he  threw  the  piece  of  gold 
towards  the  donor,  exclaiming  at  the  same  time,  "  False  Norman,  thy 
money  perish  with  thee  !  " 

Front-de-Boeuf  heard  the  words  imperfectly,  but  the  action  was 
suspicious—4'  Archers,"  he  called  to  the  warders  on  the  outward  bat- 
tlements, "  send  me  an  arrow  through  yon  monk's  frock  !— yet  stay," 
he  said,  as  his  retainers  were  bending  their  bows,  "  it  avails  not— we 
must  thus  far  trust  him  since  we  have  no  better  shift.  I  think  he  dares 
not  betray  me  —  at  the  worst  I  can  but  treat  with  these  Saxon  dogs 
whom  I  have  safe  in  kennel.— Ho !  Giles  jailer,  let  them  bring  Cedric 
of  Rotherwood  before  me,  and  the  other  churl,  his  companion  —  him 
I  mean  of  Coningsburgh  —  Athelstane  there,  or  what  call  they  him  ? 
Their  very  names  are  an  encumbrance  to  a  Norman  knight's  mouth, 
and  have,  as  it  were,  a  flavour  of  bacon— Give  me  a  stoup  of  wine,  as 
jolly  Prince  John  said,  that  I  may  wash  away  the  relish  —  place  it  in 
the  armoury,  and  thither  lead  the  prisoners." 

His  commands  were  obeyed ;  and,  upon  entering  that  Gothic 
apartment,  hung  with  many  spoils  won  by  his  own  valour  and  that 
of  his  father,  he  found  a  flagon  of  wine  on  the  massive  oaken  table, 
and  the  two  Saxon  captives  under  the  guard  of  four  of  his  dependents. 
Front-de-Boeuf  took  a  long  draught  of  wine  and  then  addressed  his 
prisoners,— for  the  manner  in  which  Wamba  drew  the  cap  over  his 
face,  the  change  of  dress,  the  gloomy  and  broken  light,  and  the 
Baron's  imperfect  acquaintance  with  the  features  of  Cedric  (who 
avoided  his  Norman  neighbours,  and  seldom  stirred  beyond  his  own 
domains),  prevented  him  from  discovering  that  the  most  important  of 
his  captives  had  made  his  escape. 

"  Gallants  of  England,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  how  relish  ye  your 
entertainment  at  Torquilstone  ?  —  Are  ye  yet  aware  what  your 
surquedy  and  outrecuidance1  merit  for  scoffing  at  the  entertain- 

l  Surquedy  and  outrecuidance — insolence  and  presumption. 
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ment  of  a  Prince  of  the  House  of  Anjou  ?— Have  ye  forgotten  how 
ye  requited  the  unmerited  hospitality  of  the  royal  John  ?  By  God 
and  St  Dennis,  an  ye  pay  not  the  richer  ransom,  I  will  hang  ye  up 
by  the  feet  from  the  iron  bars  of  these  windows,  till  the  kites  and 
hooded  crows  have  made  skeletons  of  you !— Speak  out,  ye  Saxon 
dogs— what  bid  ye  for  your  worthless  lives  ?— How  say  you,  you  of 
Rotherwood?" 

"  Not  a  doit  I,"  answered  poor  Wamba— "  and  for  hanging  up  by 
the  feet,  my  brain  has  been  topsy-turvy,  they  say,  ever  since  the 
biggin  was  bound  first  round  my  head ;  so  turning  me  upside  down 
may  peradventure  restore  it  again." 

"  Saint  Genevieve ! "  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  what  have  we  got  here  ?  " 

And  with  the  back  of  his  hand  he  struck  Cedric's  cap  from  the 
head  of  the  Jester,  and  throwing  open  his  collar,  discovered  the  fatal 
badge  of  servitude,  the  silver  collar  round  his  neck. 

"  Giles  —  Clement  —  dogs  and  varlets!"  exclaimed  the  furious 
Norman,  "  what  have  you  brought  me  here  ?  " 

"I  think  I  can  tell  you,"  said  De  Bracy,  who  just  entered  the 
apartment.  "  This  is  Cedric's  clown,  who  fought  so  manful  a  skir- 
mish with  Isaac  of  York  about  a  question  of  precedence." 

"I  shall  settle  it  for  them  both,"  replied  Front-de-Boeuf ;  "they 
shall  hang  on  the  same  gallows,  unless  his  master  and  this  boar  of 
Coningsburgh  will  pay  well  for  their  lives.  Their  wealth  is  the  least 
they  can  surrender;  they  must  also  carry  off  with  them  the  swarms 
that  are  besetting  the  castle,  subscribe  a  surrender  of  their  pretended 
immunities,  and  live  under  us  as  serfs  and  vassals  ;  too  happy  if,  in 
the  new  world  that  is  about  to  begin,  we  leave  them  the  breath  of 
their  nostrils. — Go,"  said  he  to  two  of  his  attendants,  "fetch  me  the 
right  Cedric  hither,  and  I  pardon  your  error  for  once ;  the  rather 
that  you  but  mistook  a  fool  for  a  Saxon  franklin." 

"  Ay,  but,"  said  Wamba,  "  your  chivalrous  excellency  will  find 
there  are  more  fools  than  franklins  among  us." 

"  What  means  the  knave  ?"  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  looking  towards 
his  followers,  who,  lingering  and  loath,  faltered  forth  their  belief, 
that  if  this  were  not  Cedric  who  was  there  in  presence,  they  knew 
not  what  was  become  of  him. 

"  Saints  of  heaven !  "  exclaimed  De  Bracy,  "  he  must  have  escaped 
in  the  monk's  garments!" 

"  Fiends  of  hell ! "  echoed  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  it  was  then  the  boar 
of  Rotherwood  whom  I  ushered  to  the  postern,  and  dismissed  with 
my  own  hands ! — And  thou,"  he  said  to  Wamba,  "  whose  folly  could 
overreach  the  wisdom  of  idiots  yet  more  gross  than  thyself— I  will 
give  thee  holy  orders — I  will  shave  thy  crown  for  thee ! — Here,  let 
them  tear  the  scalp  from  his  head,  and  then  pitch  him  headlong 
from  the  battlements — Thy  trade  is  to  jest,  canst  thou  jest  now  ?" 

"You  deal  with  me  better  than  your  word,  noble  knight,"  whim- 
pered forth  poor  Wamba,  whose  habits  of  buffoonery  were  not  to  be 
overcome  even  by  the  immediate  prospect  of  death ;  "  if  you  give  me 
the  red  cap  you  propose,  out  of  a  simple  monk  you  will  make  a 
cardinal." 

"  The  poor  wretch,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  is  resolved  to  die  in  his  voca- 
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tion. — Front-de-Boeuf,  you  shall  not  slay  him.  Give  him  to  me  to 
make  sport  for  my  Free  Companions. — How  sayest  thou,  knave  ? 
Wilt  thou  take  heart  of  grace,  and  go  to  the  wars  with  me  ?" 

"Ay,  with  my  master's  leave,"  said  Wamba,  "for,  look  you,  I 
must  not  slip  collar  "  (aud  he  touched  that  which  he  wore)  "  without 
his  permission." 

"  Oh,  a  Norman  saw  will  soon  cut  a  Saxon  collar,"  said  De  Bracy. 

"  Ay,  noble  sir,"  said  Wamba,  "  and  thence  goes  the  proverb — 

4  Norman  saw  on  English  oak, 

On  English  neck  a  Norman  yoke  ; 

Norman  spoon  in  English  dish, 

And  England  ruled  as  Normans  wish  ; 

Blithe  world  in  England  never  will  be  more, 

Till  England's  rid  of  all  the  four.'" 

"  Thou  dost  well,  De  Bracy,"  said  Front-de:Bceuf,  "  to  stand  there 
listening1  to  a  fool's  jargon,  when  destruction  is  gaping  for  us ! 
Seest  thou  not  we  are  overreached,  and  that  our  proposed  mode  of 
communicating  with  our  friends  without,  has  been  disconcerted  by 
this  same  motley  gentleman  thou  art  so  fond  to  brother?  What 
views  have  we  to  expect  but  instant  storm  ?" 

"  To  the  battlements  then,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  when  didst  thou 
ever  see  me  the  graver  for  the  thoughts  of  battle  ?  Call  the  Templar 
yonder,  and  let  him  fight  but  half  as  well  for  his  life  as  he  has  done 
for  his  Order — Make  thou  to  the  walls  thyself  with  thy  huge  body — 
Let  me  do  my  poor  endeavour  in  my  own  way,  and  I  tell  thee  the 
Saxon  outlaws  may  as  well  attempt  to  scale  the  clouds,  as  the  castle 
of  Torquilstone ;  or,  if  you  will  treat  with  the  banditti,  why  not 
employ  the  meditation  of  this  worthy  franklin,  who  seems  in  such 
deep  contemplation  of  the  wine-flagon  ? — Here,  Saxon,"  he  continued, 
addressing  Athelstane,  and  handing  the  cup  to  him,  "  rinse  thy  throat 
with  that  noble  liquor,  and  rouse  up  thy  soul  to  say  what  tnou  wilt 
do  for  thy  liberty." 

"  What  a  man  of  mould  may,"  answered  Athelstane,  "  providing  it 
be  what  a  man  of  manhood  ought. — Dismiss  me  free,  with  my  com- 
panions, and  I  will  pay  a  ransom  of  a  thousand  marks." 

w  And  wilt  moreover  assure  us  the  retreat  of  that  scum  of  man- 
kind who  are  swarming  around  the  castle,  contrary  to  God's  peace 
and  the  king's?"  said  Front-de-Boeuf. 

"  In  so  far  as  I  can,"  answered  Athelstane,  "  I  will  withdraw  them ; 
and  I  fear  not  but  that  my  father  Cedric  will  do  his  best  to  assist  me." 

"  We  are  agreed  then,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf — "  thou  and  they  are 
to  be  set  at  freedom,  and  peace  is  to  be  on  both  sides  for  payment  of 
a  thousand  marks.  It  is  a  trifling  ransom,  Saxon,  and  thou  wilt  owe 
gratitude  to  the  moderation  which  accepts  of  it  in  exchange  of  your 
persons.     But  mark,  this  extends  not  to  the  Jew  Isaac." 

"Nor  to  the  Jew  Isaac's  daughter,"  said  the  Templar,  who  had 
now  joined  them. 

"Neither,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf,  "belong  to  this  Saxon's  company." 

"  I  were  unworthy  to  be  called  Christian  if  they  did,"  replied 
Athelstane  :  "  deal  with  the  unbelievers  as  ye  list." 

"Neither  does  the  ransom  include  the  Lady  Rowena,"  said  De 
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Bracy.     "  It  shall  never  be  said  I  was  scared  out  of  a  fair  prize  with- 
out striking  a  blow  for  it." 

"Neither,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  "does  our  treaty  refer  to  this 
wretched  Jester,  whom  I  retain,  that  I  may  make  him  an  example 
to  every  knave  who  turns  jest  into  earnest. 

"  The  Lady  Rowena,"  answered  Athelstane,  with  the  most  steady 
countenance,  "is  my  affianced  bride.  I  will  be  drawn  by  wild  horses 
before  I  consent  to  part  with  her.  The  slave  Wamba  has  this  day 
saved  the  life  of  my  father  Cedric— I  will  lose  mine  ere  a  hair  of  his 
head  be  injured. " 

"  Thy  affianced  bride !— The  Lady  Rowena  the  affianced  bride  of  a 
vassal  like  thee?"  said  De  Bracy;  "Saxon,  thou  dreamest  that  the 
days  of  thy  seven  kingdoms  are  returned  again.  I  tell  thee,  the 
Princes  of  the  house  of  Anjou  confer  not  their  wards  on  men  of  such 
lineage  as  thine." 

"My  lineage,  proud  Norman,"  replied  Athelstane,  "  is  drawn  from 
a  source  more  pure  and  ancient  than  that  of  a  beggarly  Frenchman, 
whose  living  is  won  by  selling  the  blood  of  the  thieves  whom  he 
assembles  under  his  paltry  standard.  Kings  were  my  ancestors, 
strong  in  war  and  wise  in  council,  who  every  day  feasted  in  their 
hall  more  hundreds  than  thou  canst  number  individual  followers; 
whose  names  have  been  sung  by  minstrels,  and  their  laws  recorded 
by  Wittenagemotes  ;  whose  bones  were  interred  amid  the  prayers  of 
saints,  and  over  whose  tombs  minsters  have  been  builded." 

"  Thou  hast  it,  De  Bracy,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  well  pleased  with 
the  rebuff  which  his  companion  had  received ;  "  the  Saxon  hath  hit 
thee  fairly." 

"  As  fairly  as  a  captive  can  strike,"  said  De  Bracy,  with  apparent 
carelessness ;  "  for  he  whose  hands  are  tied  should  have  his  tongue 
at  freedom. — But  thy  glibness  of  reply,  comrade,"  rejoined  he,  speak- 
ing to  Athelstane,  "  will  not  win  the  freedom  of  the  Lady  Rowena." 

To  this  Athelstane,  who  had  already  made  a  longer  speech  than 
was  his  custom  to  do  on  any  topic,  however  interesting,  returned  no 
answer.  The  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  a 
menial,  who  announced  that  a  monk  demanded  admittance  at  the 
postern  gate. 

"  In  the  name  of  St  Bennet,  the  prince  of  these  bull-beggars," 
said  Front-dc-Bceuf,  "  have  we  a  real  monk  this  time,  or  another 
impostor.  Search  him,  skives— for  an  ye  suffer  a  second  impostor  to 
be  palmed  upon  you,  I  will  have  your  eyes  torn  out,  and  hot  coals 
put  into  the  sockets." 

"  Let  me  endure  the  extremity  of  your  anger,  my  lord,"  said  Giles, 
"if  this  be  not  a  real  shaveling.  Your  squire  jocelyn  knows  him 
well,  and  will  vouch  him  to  be  brother  Ambrose,  a  monk  in  attend- 
ance upon  the  Prior  of  Jorvaulx." 

"Admit  him,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf ;  "most  likely  he  brings  us 
news  from  his  jovial  master.  Surely  the  devil  keeps  holiday,  and 
the  priests  are  relieved  from  duty,  that  they  are  strolling  thus  wildly 
through  the  country.  Remove  these  prisoners ;  and,  Saxon,  think 
on  what  thou  hast  heard." 

"I  claim,"  said  Athelstane,  "an  honourable  imprisonment,  with 
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due  care  of  my  board  and  of  my  couch,  as  becomes  my  rank,  and  as 
is  due  to  one  who  is  in  treaty  for  ransom.  Moreover,  I  hold  him  that 
deems  himself  the  best  of  you  bound  to  answer  to  me  with  his  body 
for  this  aggression  on  my  freedom.  This  defiance  hath  already  been 
sent  to  thee  by  thy  sewer;  thou  underliest  it,  and  art  bound  to 
answer  me — There  lies  my  glove." 

"I  answer  not  the  challenge  of  my  prisoner,"  said  Front-de-Boeuf ; 
"nor  shalt  thou,  Maurice  de  Bracy.— Giles,"  he  continued,  "hang 
the  franklin's  glove  upon  the  tine  of  yonder  branched  antlers :  there 
shall  it  remain  until  he  is  a  free  man.  Should  he  then  presume  to 
demand  it,  or  to  affirm  he  was  unlawfully  made  my  prisoner,  by  the 
belt  of  Saint  Christopher,  he  will  speak  to  one  who  hath  never  refused 
to  meet  a  foe  on  foot  or  on  horseback,  alone  or  with  his  vassals  at 
his  back  ! " 

The  Saxon  prisoners  were  accordingly  removed,  just  as  they  intro- 
duced the  monk  Ambrose.  wTho  appeared  to  be  in  great  perturbation. 

"  This  is  the  real  Deus  vobiscum"  said  Wamba,  as  he  passed  the 
reverend  brother;  "  the  others  were  but  counterfeits.'1 

"  Holy  Mother ! "  said  the  monk,  as  he  addressed  the  assembled 
knights,  "  I  am  at  last  safe  and  in  Christian  keeping !  " 

"  Safe  thou  art/'  replied  De  Bracy ;  "  and  for  Christianity,  here  is 
the  stout  Baron  Reginald  Front-de-Boeuf,  whose  utter  abomination 
is  a  Jew;  and  the  good  Knight  Templar,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert, 
whose  trade  is  to  slay  Saracens  —  If  these  are  not  good  marks  of 
Christianity,  I  know  no  other  which  they  bear  about  them." 

"  Ye  are  friends  and  allies  of  our  reverend  father  in  God,  Aymer, 
Prior  of  Jorvaulx,"  said  the  monk,  without  noticing  the  tone  of  De 
Bracy's  reply ;  "  ye  owe  him  aid  both  by  knightly  faith  and  holy 
charity;  for  what  saith  the  blessed  Saint  Augustin,  in  his  treatise 
De  Civitate  Dei " 

"  What  saith  the  devil!  "  interrupted  Front-de-Bceuf ;  "  or  rather 
what  dost  thou  say,  Sir  Priest  ?  We  have  little  time  to  hear  texts 
from  the  holy  fathers." 

"  Sancta  Maria!  "  ejaculated  Father  Ambrose,  "  how  prompt  to 
ire  are  these  unhallowed  laymen!  —  But  be  it  known  to  you,  brave 
knights,  that  certain  murderous  caitiffs,  casting  behind  them  fear  of 
God,  and  reverence  of  his  church,  and  not  regarding  the  bull  of  the 
holy  see,  Si  quis,  suadente  Diaholo " 

"  Brother  priest,"  said  the  Templar,  "al]  this  we  know  or  guess 
at — tell  us  plainly,  is  thy  master,  the  Prior,  made  prisoner,  and  to 
whom  ?  " 

"  Surely,"  said  Ambrose,  "  he  is  in  the  hands  of  the  men  of  Belial, 
infesters  of  these  woods,  and  contemners  of  the  holy  text,  4  Touch  not 
mine  anointed,  and  do  my  prophets  nought  of  evil/  " 

"  Here  is  a  new  argument  for  our  swords,  sirs,"  said  Front-de- 
Boeuf,  turning  to  his  companions  ;  "  and  so,  instead  of  reaching  us 
any  assistance,  the  Prior  of  Jorvaulx  requests  aid  at  our  hands  !  A 
man  is  well  helped  of  these  lazy  churchmen  when  he  hath  most  to 
do !  —  But  speak  out,  priest,  and  say  at  once,  what  doth  thy  master 
expect  from  us  ? " 

"  So  please  you,"  said  Ambrose,  "  violent  hands  having  been  im- 
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posed  on  my  reverend  superior,  contrary  to  the  holy  ordinance  which 
I  did  already  quote,  and  the  men  of  Belial  having-  rifled  hi3  mails  and 
budgets,  ancl  stripped  him  of  two  hundred  marks  of  pure  refined  g*old, 
they  do  vet  demand  of  him  a  large  sum  besides,  ere  they  will  suffer 
him  to  depart  from  their  uncircumcised  hands.  Wherefore  the  rever- 
end father  in  God  prays  you,  as  his  dear  friends,  to  rescue  him, 
either  by  paying  down  "the  ransom  at  which  they  hold  him,  or  by 
force  of  arms,  at  your  best  discretion." 

"The  foul  fiend  quell  the  Prior!"  said  Front-de-Bceuf;  "his 
morning's  draught  has  been  a  deep  one.  When  did  thy  master  hear 
of  a  Norman  baron  unbuckling'  his  purse  to  relieve  a  churchman, 
whose  bags  are  ten  times  as  weighty  as  ours  ?  —  And  how  can  we  do 
aught  by  valour  to  free  him,  that  are  cooped  up  here  by  ten  times 
our  number,  and  expect  an  assault  every  moment  ?  " 

"  And  that  was  what  I  was  about  to  tell  you,"  said  the  monk,  "had 
your  hastiness  allowed  me  time.  But,  God  help  me,  I  am  old,  and 
these  foul  onslaughts  distract  an  aged  man's  brain.  Nevertheless,  it 
is  of  verity  that  they  assemble  a  camp  and  raise  a  bank  ag*ainst  the 
walls  of  this  castle." 

"  To  the  battlements !  "  cried  De  Bracy,  "  and  let  us  mark  what 
these  knaves  do  without ; "  and  so  saying,  he  opened  a  latticed  win- 
dow which  led  to  a  sort  of  bartisan,  or  projecting*  balcony,  and  imme- 
diately called  from  thence  to  those  in  the  apartment—"  Saint  Denis, 
but  the  old  monk  hath  brought  true  tidings !  —  They  bring*  forward 
mantelets  and  pavisses,1  and  the  archers  muster  on  the  skirts  of  the 
wood  like  a  dark  cloud  before  a  hailstorm." 

Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf  also  looked  out  upon  the  field,  and  imme- 
diately snatched  his  bugle ;  and,  after  winding  a  long*  and  loud  blast, 
commanded  his  men  to  their  posts  on  the  walls. 

"  De  Bracy,  look  to  the  eastern  side,  where  the  walls  are  lowest — 
Noble  Bois-Guilbert,  thy  trade  hath  well  taug*ht  thee  how  to  attack 
and  defend,  look  thou  to  the  western  side— I  myself  will  take  post  at 
the  barbican.  Yet,  do  not  confine  your  exertions  to  any  one  spot, 
noble  friends !  —  we  must  this  day  be  everywhere,  and  multiply  our- 
selves, were  it  possible,  so  as  to  carry  by  our  presence  succour  and 
relief  wherever  the  attack  is  hottest.  Our  numbers  are  few,  but 
activity  and  courage  may  supply  that  defect,  since  we  have  only  to 
do  with  rascal  clowns." 

"  But,  noble  knights,"  exclaimed  Father  Ambrose,  amidst  the 
bustle  and  confusion  occasioned  by  the  preparations  for  defence, 
"  will  none  of  ye  hear  the  message  of  the  reverend  father  in  God, 
Aymer,  Prior  of  Jorvaulx  ?  —  I  beseech  thee  to  hear  me,  noble  Sir 
Reginald!" 

"  Go  patter  thy  petitions  to  Heaven,"  said  the  fierce  Norman,  "  for 

we  on  earth  have  no  time  to  listen  to  them Ho  !  there,  Anselm  ! 

see  that  seething*  pitch  and  oil  are  ready  to  pour  on  the  heads  of 
these  audacious  traitors  —  Look  that  the  crossbow-men  lack  not 

1  Mantelets  were  temporary  and  movable  defences  formed  of  planks,  under 
cover  of  which  the  assailants  advanced  to  the  attack  of  fortified  places  of  old. 
Pavisses  were  a  species  of  large  shields  covering  the  whole  person,  employed  on 
the  same  occasions. 
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bolts1 — Fling  abroad  my  banner  with  the  old  bull's  head— the  knaves 
shall  soon  find  with  whom  they  have  to  do  this  day !  " 

"But,  noble  sir,"  continued  the  monk,  persevering*  in  his  endea- 
vours to  draw  attention,  "  consider  my  vow  of  obedience,  and  let  me 
discharge  myself  of  my  Superior's  errand." 

"  Away  with  this  prating  dotard,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  "  lock  him 
up  in  the  chapel,  to  tell  his  beads  till  the  broil  be  over.  It  will  be  a 
new  thing  to  the  saints  in  Torquilstone  to  hear  aves  and  paters ; 
they  have  not  been  so  honoured,  I  trow,  since  they  were  cut  out  of 
stone." 

"  Blaspheme  not  the  holy  saints,  Sir  Reginald,"  said  De  Bracy, 
1  we  shall  have  need  of  their  aid  to-day  before  yon  rascal  rout  dis- 
band." 

"  I  expect  little  aid  from  their  hand,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  u  unless 
we  were  to  hurl  them  from  the  battlements  on  the  heads  of  the 
villains.  There  is  a  huge  lumbering  Saint  Christopher  yonder,  suffi- 
cient to  bear  a  whole  company  to  the  earth." 

The  Templar  had  in  the  mean  time  been  looking  out  on  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  besiegers  with  rather  more  attention  than  the  brutal 
Front-de-Bceuf,  or  his  giddy  companion. 

"  By  the  faith  of  mine  order,"  he  said,  "  these  men  approach  with 
more  touch  of  discipline  than  could  have  been  judged,  however  they 
come  by  it.  See  ye  how  dexterously  they  avail  themselves  of  every 
cover  which  a  tree  or  bush  affords,  and  shun  exposing  themselves  to 
the  shot  of  our  crossbows  ?  I  spy  neither  banner  nor  pennon  among 
them,  and  yet  will  I  gage  my  golden  chain,  that  they  are  led  on  by 
some  noble  knight  or  gentleman,  skilful  in  the  practice  of  wars." 

"  I  espy  him,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  I  see  the  waving  of  a  knight's 
crest,  and  the  gleam  of  his  armour.  See  yon  tall  man  in  the  black 
mail,  who  is  busy  marshalling  the  farther  troop  of  the  rascaille 
yeomen — By  Saint  Denis,  I  hold  him  to  be  the  same  whom  we  called 
Le  Noii%  Faineant,  who  overthrew  thee,  Front-de-Bceuf,  in  the  lists 
at  Ashby." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  said  Front-de-Bceuf,  that  he  comes  here  to 
give  me  my  revenge.  Some  hilding  fellow  he  must  be,  who  dared 
not  stay  to  assert  his  claim  to  the  tourney  prize  which  chance  had 
assigned  him.  I  should  in  vain  have  sought  for  him  where  knights 
and  nobles  seek  their  foes,  and  right  glad  am  I  he  hath  here  shown 
aimself  among  yon  villain  yeomanry." 

The  demonstrations  of  the  enemy's  immediate  approach  cut  off  all 
.  arther  discourse.  Each  knight  repaired  to  his  post,  and  at  the  head 
of  the  few  followers  whom  they  were  able  to  muster,  and  who  were 
in  numbers  inadequate  to  defend  the  whole  extent  of  the  walls,  they 
awaited  with  calm  determination  the  threatened  assault. 

1  The  bolt  was  the  arrow  peculiarly  fitted  to  the  crossbow,  as  that  of  the  longbow 
was  called  a  shaft.  Hence  the  English  proverb — "  I  will  either  make  a  shaft  or  bolt 
of  it, "  signifying  a  determination  to  make  one  use  or  other  of  the  thing  spoken  of. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

This  wandering  race,  sever'd  from  other  men, 
Boast  yet  their  intercourse  with  human  arts  ; 
The  seas,  the  woods,  the  deserts  which  they  haunt, 
Find  them  acquainted  with  their  secret  treasures  ; 
And  unregarded  Kerbs,  and  flowers,  and  blossoms, 
Display  undream'd-of  powers  when  gather'd  by  them. 

The  Jew. 

Our  history  must  needs  retrograde  for  the  space  of  a  few  pages, 
to  inform  the" reader  of  certain  passages  material  to  his  understand- 
ing* the  rest  of  this  important  narrative.     His  own  intelligence  may 
indeed  have  easily  anticipated  that,  when  Ivanhoe  sunk  down,  and 
seemed  abandoned  by  all  the  world,  it  was  the  importunity  of  Rebecca  I 
which  prevailed  on  her  father  to  have  the  gallant  young  warrior  I 
transported  from  the  lists  to  the  house  which  for  the  time  the  Jews  I 
inhabited  in  the  suburbs  of  Ashby. 

It  would  not  have  been  difficult  to  have  persuaded  Isaac  to  this 
step  in  any  other  circumstances,  for  his  disposition  was  kind  and 
grateful.  But  he  had  also  the  prejudices  and  scrupulous  timidity  of 
his  persecuted  people,  and  those  were  to  be  conquered. 

"Holy  Abraham!"  he  exclaimed,  "he  is  a  good  youth,  and  my 
heart  bleeds  to  see  the  gore  trickle  down  his  rich  embroidered 
hacqueton,  and  his  corslet  of  goodly  price — but  to  carry  him  to  our 
house ! — damsel,  hast  thou  well  considered  ? — he  is  a  Christian,  and 
by  our  law  we  may  not  deal  with  the  stranger  and  Gentile,  save  for 
the  advantage  of  our  commerce." 

"  Speak  not  so,  my  dear  father,"  replied  Rebecca ;  "  we  may  not 
indeed  mix  with  them  in  banquet  and  in  jollity  ;  but  in  wounds  and 
in  misery  the  Gentile  becometh  the  Jew's' brother." 

"I  would  I  knew  what  the  Rabbi  Jacob  Ben  Tudela  would  opine 
on  it,"  replied  Isaac  ;  "  nevertheless,  the  good  youth  must  not  bleed 
to  death.     Let  Seth  and  Reuben  bear  him  to  Ashby." 

"Nay,  let  them  place  him  in  my  litter,"  said  Rebecca;  "I  will 
mount  one  of  the  palfreys." 

"  That  were  to  expose  thee  to  the  gaze  of  those  dogs  of  Ishmael 
and  of  Edom,"  whispered  Isaac,  witli  a  suspicious  glance  towards  the 
crowd  of  knights  and  squires.  But  Rebecca  was  already  busied  in 
carryingher  charitable  purpose  into  effect,  and  listed  not  what  he1 
said,  until  Isaac,  seizing  the  sleeve  of  her  mantle,  again  exclaimed, 
in  a  hurried  voice— "Beard  of  Aaron!— what  if  the  youth  perish! — 
if  he  die  in  our  custody,  shall  we  not  be  held  guilty  of  his  blood,  and! 
be  torn  to  pieces  by  the  multitude  ?  " 

"  He  will  not  die,  my  father,"  said  Rebecca,  gently  extricating  her- 
self from  the  grasp  of  Isaac—"  he  will  not  die,  unless  we  abandon 
him ;  and  if  so,  we  are  indeed  answerable  for  his  blood  to  God  and 
to  man." 

"  Nay,"  said  Isaac,  releasing  his  hold,  "  it  grieveth  me  as  much  to 
see  the  drops  of  his  blood,  as  if  they  were  so  many  golden  byzants 
from  mine  own  purse  ;  and  I  well  know,  that  the  lessons  of  Miriam, 
daughter  of  the  Rabbi  Manasses  of  Byzantium,  whose  soul  is  in 
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Paradise,  have  made  thee  skilful  in  the  art  of  healing',  and  that  thou 
knowest  the  craffc  of  herbs,  and  the  force  of  elixirs.  Therefore,  do 
as  thy  mind  giveth  thee— thou  art  a  good  damsel,  a  blessing,  and  a 
crown,  and  a  song  of  rejoicing  unto  me  and  unto  my  house,  and  unto 
the  people  of  my  fathers." 

The  apprehensions  of  Isaac,  however,  were  not  ill  founded ;  and 
the  generous  and  grateful  benevolence  of  his  daughter  exposed  her, 
on  her  return  to  Ashby,  to  the  unhallowed  gaze  of  Brian  de  Bois- 
Guilbert.  The  Templar  twice  passed  and  repassed  them  on  the  road, 
fixing  his  bold  and  ardent  look  on  the  beautiful  Jewess ;  and  we  have 
already  seen  the  consequences  of  the  admiration  which  her  charms 
excited,  when  accident  threw  her  into  the  power  of  that  unprincipled 
voluptuary. 

Rebecca  lost  no  time  in  causing  the  patient  to  be  transported  to 
their  temporary  dwelling,  and  proceeded  with  her  own  hands  to  ex- 
amine and  to  bind  up  his  wounds.  The  youngest  reader  of  romances 
and  romantic  ballads,  must  recollect  how  often  the  females,  during 
the  dark  ages,  as  they  are  called,  were  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of 
surgery,  and  how  frequently  the  gallant  knight  submitted  the  wounds 
of  his  person  to  her  cure,  whose  eyes  had  yet  more  deeply  penetrated 
his  heart. 

But  the  Jews,  both  male  and  female,  possessed  and  practised  the 
medical  science  in  all  its  branches,  and  the  monarchs  and  powerful 
barons  of  the  time  frequently  committed  themselves  to  the  charge  of 
some  experienced  sage  among  this  despised  people,  when  wounded 
or  in  sickness.  The  aid  of  the  Jewish  physicians  was  not  the  less 
eagerly  sought  after,  though  a  general  belief  prevailed  among  the 
Christians,  that  the  Jewish  Rabbins  were  deeply  acquainted  with  the 
occult  sciences,  and  particularly  with  the  cabalistical  art,  which  had 
its  name  and  origin  in  the  studies  of  the  sages  of  Israel.  Neither 
did  the  Rabbins  disown  such  acquaintance  with  supernatural  arts, 
which  added  nothing  (for  what  could  add  aught?)  to  the  hatred  with 
which  the  nation  was  regarded,  while  it  diminished  the  contempt 
with  which  that  malevolence  was  mingled.  A  Jewish  magician  might 
be  the  subject  of  equal  abhorrence  with  a  Jewish  usurer,  but  he  could 
not  be' equally  despised.  It  is  besides  probable,  considering  the  won- 
derful cures  they  are  said  to  have  performed,  that  the  Jews  possessed 
some  secrets  of  the  healing  art  peculiar  to  themselves,  and  which, 
with  the  exclusive  spirit  arising  out  of  their  condition,  they  took 
great  care  to  conceal  from  the  Christians  amongst  whom  they  dwelt. 

The  beautiful  Rebecca  had  been  needfully  brought  up  in  all  the 
knowledge  proper  to  her  nation,  which  her  apt  and  powerful  mind 
had  retained,  arranged,  and  enlarged,  in  the  course  of  a  progress 
beyond  her  years,  her  sex,  and  even  the  age  in  which  she  lived.  Her 
knowledge  of  medicine  and  of  the  healing  art  had  been  acquired 
under  an  aged  Jewess,  the  daughter  of  one  of  their  most  celebrated 
doctors,  who  loved  Rebecca  as  her  own  child,  and  was  believed  to  have 
communicated  to  her  secrets,  which  had  been  left  to  herself  by  her 
sage  father  at  the  same  time,  and  under  the  same  circumstances. 
The  fate  of  Miriam  had  indeed  been  to  fall  a  sacrifice  to  the  fanati- 
cism of  the  times  ;  but  her  secrets  had  survived  in  her  apt  pupil. 


192  IVANHOE. 

Rebecca,  thus  endowed  with  knowledge  as  with  beauty,  was  univer- 
sally revered  and  admired  by  her  own  tribe,  who  almost  regarded 
her  as  one  of  those  gifted  women  mentioned  in  the  sacred  history. 
Her  father  himself,  out  of  reverence  for  her  talents,  which  involun- 
tarily mingled  itself  with  his  unbounded  affection,  permitted  the 
maiden  a  greater  liberty  than  was  usually  indulged  to  those  of  her 
sex  by  the  habits  of  her  people,  and  was,  as  we  have  just  seen,  fre- 
quently guided  by  her  opinion,  even  in  preference  to  his  own. 

When  Ivanhoe  reached  the  habitation  of  Isaac,  he  was  still  in  a 
state  of  unconsciousness,  owing  to  the  profuse  loss  of  blood  which 
had  taken  place  during  his  exertions  in  the  lists.  Rebecca  examined 
the  wound,  and  having  applied  to  it  such  vulnerary  remedies  as  her  art 
prescribed,  informed  her  father  that  if  fever  could  be  averted,  of 
which  the  great  bleeding  rendered  her  little  apprehensive,  and  if  the 
healing  balsam  of  Miriam  retained  its  virtue,  there  was  nothing  to 
fear  for  his  guest's  life,  and  that  he  might  with  safety  travel  to  York 
with  them  on  the  ensuing  day.  Isaac  looked  a  little  blank  at  this 
annunciation.  His  charity  would  willingly  have  stopped  short  at 
Ashby,  or  at  most  would  have  left  the  wounded  Christian  to  be 
tended  in  the  house  where  he  was  residing  at  present,  with  an  assur- 
ance to  the  Hebrew  to  whom  it  belonged,  that  all  expenses  should 
be  duly  discharged.  To  this,  however,  Rebecca  opposed  many  reasons, 
of  which  we  shall  only  mention  two  that  had  peculiar  weight  with 
Isaac.  The  one  was,  that  she  would  on  no  account  put  the  phial  of 
precious  balsam  into  the  hands  of  another  physician  even  of  her  own 
tribe,  lest  that  valuable  mystery  should  be  discovered ;  the  other,  that 
this  wounded  knight,  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe,  was  an  intimate  favourite 
of  Richard  Ooeur-de-Lion,  and  that,  in  case  the  monarch  should 
return,  Isaac,  who  had  supplied  his  brother  John  with  treasure  to 
prosecute  his  rebellious  purposes,  would  stand  in  no  small  need  of  a 
powerful  protector  who  enjoyed  Richard's  favour. 

"  Thou  art  speaking  but  sooth,  Rebecca,"  said  Isaac,  giving  way 
to  these  weighty  arguments — "  it  were  an  offending  of  Heaven  to 
betray  the  secrets  of  the  blessed  Miriam ;  for  the  good  which  Heaven 
giveth  is  not  rashly  to  be  squandered  upon  others,  whether  it  be 
talents  of  gold  and  shekels  of  silver,  or  whether  it  be  the  secret  mys- 
teries of  a  wise  physician — assuredly  they  should  be  preserved  to 
those  to  whom  Providence  hath  vouchsafed  them.  And  him  whom 
the  Nazarenes  of  England  call  the  Lion's  Heart,  assuredly  it  were 
better  for  _  me  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  strong  lion  of  Idumea  than 
into  his,  if  he  shall  have  got  assurance  of  my  dealings  with  his 
brother.  Wherefore  I  will  lend  ear  to  thy  counsel,  and  this  youth 
shall  journey  with  us  unto  York,  and  our  house  shall  be  as  a  home  to 
him  until  his  wounds  shall  be  healed.  And  if  he  of  the  Lion  Heart  \ 
shall  return  to  the  land,  as  is  now  noised  abroad,  then  shall  this 
Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe  be  unto  me  as  a  wall  of  defence,  when  the  king's 
displeasure  shall  burn  high  against  thy  father.  And  if  he  doth  not 
return,  this  Wilfred  may  natheless  repay  us  our  charges  when  he 
shall  gain  treasure  by  the  strength  of  his  spear  and  of  his  sword, 
even  as  he  did  yesterday  and  this  day  also.  For  the  youth  is  a  good 
youth,  and  keepeth  the  day  which  he  appointeth,  and  restoreth  that 
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which  he  borroweth,  and  succoureth  the  Israelite,  even 'the  child  of 
my  father's  house,  when  he  is  encompassed  by  strong*  thieves  and 
sons  of  Belial."  _ 

It  was  not  until  evening*  was  nearly  closed  that  Ivanhoe  was  restored 
to  consciousness  of  his  situation.  He  awoke  from  a  broken  slumber, 
under  the  confused  impressions  which  are  naturally  attendant  on  the 
recovery  from  a  state  of  insensibility.  He  was  unable  for  some  time 
to  recall  exactly  to  memory  the  circumstances  which  had  preceded 
his  fall  in  the  lists,  or  to  make  out  any  connected  chain  of  the  events 
in  which  he  had  been  engaged  upon  the  yesterday.  A  sense  of 
wounds  and  injury,  joined  to  great  weakness  and  exhaustion,  was 
mingled  with  the  recollection  of  blows  dealt  and  received,  of  steeds 
rushing  upon  each  other,  overthrowing  and  overthrown — of  shouts 
and  clashing  of  arms,  and  all  the^  heady  tumult  of  a  confused  fight. 
An  effort  to*  draw  aside  the  curtain  of  his  couch  was  in  some  degree 
successful,  although  rendered  difficult  by  the  pain  of  his  wound. 

To  his  great  surprise  he  found  himself  in  a  room  magnificently 
furnished,  but  having  cushions  instead  of  chairs  to  rest  upon,  and  in 
other  respects  partaking  so  much  of  Oriental  costume,  that  he  began 
to  doubt  whether  he  had  not,  during  his  sleep,  been  transported 
back  again  to  the  land  of  Palestine.  The  impression  was  increased, 
when,  the  tapestry  being  drawn  aside,  a  female  form,  dressed  in  a 
rich  habit,  which  partook  more  of  the  Eastern  taste  than  that  of 
Europe,  glided  through  the  door  which  it  concealed,  and  was  followed 
by  a  swarthy  domestic. 

As  the  wounded  knight  was  about  to  address  this  fair  apparition, 
she  imposed  silence  by  placing  her  slender  finger  upon  her  ruby  lips, 
while  the  attendant,  approaching  him,  proceeded  to  uncover  Ivanhoe's 
side,  and  the  lovely  Jewess  satisfied  herself  that  the  bandage  was  in 
its  place,  and  the  wound  doing  well.  She  performed  her  task  with 
a  graceful  and  dignified  simplicity  and  modesty,  which  might,  even 
in  more  civilised  days,  have  served  to  redeem  it  from  whatever  might 
seem  repugnant  to  female  delicacy.  The  idea  of  so  young  and 
beautiful  a  person  engaged  in  attendance  on  a  sick-bed,  or  in  dress- 
ing the  wound  of  one  of  a  different  sex,  was  melted  away  and  lost  in 
that  of  a  beneficent  being  contributing  her  effectual  aid  to  relieve 
pain,  and  to  avert  the  stroke  of  death.  Rebecca's  few  and  brief 
directions  were  given  in  the  Hebrew  language  to  the  old  domestic  ; 
and  he,  who  had  been  frequently  her  assistant  in  similar  cases, 
obeyed  them  without  reply. 

The  accents  of  an  unknown  tongue,  however  harsh  they  might 
have  sounded  when  uttered  by  another,  had,  coming  from  the  beau- 
tiful Rebecca,  the  romantic  and  pleasing  effect  which  fancy  ascribes 
to  the  charms  pronounced  by  some  beneficent  fairy,  unintelligible, 
indeed,  to  the  ear,  but,  from  the  sweetness  of  utterance,  and  benignity 
of  aspect,  which  accompanied  them,  touching  and  affecting  to  the 
heart.  Without  making  an  attempt  at  farther  question,  Ivanhoe 
suffered  them  in  silence  to  take  the  measures  they  thought  most 
proper  for  his  recovery ;  and  it  was  not  until  these  were  completed, 
and  his  kind  physician  about  to  retire,  that  his  curiosity  could  no 
longer  be  suppressed. — "  Gentle  maiden,"  he  began  in  the  Arabian 
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tongue,  with  which  his  Eastern  travels  had  rendered  him  familiar, 
and  which  he  thought  most  likely  to  be  understood  by  the  turban'd, 
and  caftan'd  damsel  who  stood  before  him—"  I  pray  you,  gentle 
maiden,  of  your  courtesy " 

But  here  he  was  interrupted  by  his  fair  physician,  a  smile  which 
she  could  scarce  suppress  dimpling  for  an  instant  a  face,  whose 
general  expression  was  that  of  contemplative  melancholy.  "  I  am 
of  England,  Sir  Knight,  and  speak  the  English  tongue,  although  my 
dress  and  my  lineage  belong  to  another  climate." 

"  Noble  damsel,"— again  the  Knight  of  Ivanhoe  began ;  and  again 
Rebecca  hastened  to  interrupt  him. 

"  Bestow  not  on  me,  Sir  Knight,"  she  said,  "  the  epithet  of  noble. 
It  is  well  you  should  speedily  know  that  your  handmaiden  is  a  poor 
Jewess,  the  daughter  of  that  Isaac  of  York,  to  whom  you  were  so 
lately  a  good  and  kind  lord.  It  well  becomes  him,  and  those  of  his 
household,  to  render  to  you  such  careful  tendance  as  your  present 
state  necessarily  demands." 

I  know  not  whether  the  fair  Rowena  would  have  been  altogether 
satisfied  with  the  species  of  emotion  with  which  her  devoted  knight 
had  hitherto  gazed  on  the  beautiful  features,  and  fair  form,  and 
lustrous  eyes,  of  the  lovely  Rebecca;  eyes  whose  brilliancy  was 
shaded,  and,  as  it  were,  mellowed,  by  the  fringe  of  her  long  silken 
eyelashes,  and  which  a  minstrel  would  have  compared  to  the  evening 
star  darting  its  rays  through  a  bower  of  jessamine.  But  Ivanhoe 
was  too  good  a  Catholic  to  retain  the  same  class  of  feelings  towards 
a  Jewess.  This  Rebecca  had  foreseen,  and  for  this  very  purpose 
she  had  hastened  to  mention  her  father's  name  and  lineage ;  yet— for 
the  fair  and  wise  daughter  of  Isaac  was  not  without  a  touch  of  female 
weakness  —  she  could  not  but  sigh  internally  when  the  glance  of 
respectful  admiration,  not  altogether  unmixed  with  tenderness,  with 
which  Ivanhoe  had  hitherto  regarded  his  unknown  benefactress,  was 
exchanged  at  once  for  a  manner  cold,  composed,  and  collected,  and 
fraught  with  no  deeper  feeling  than  that  which  expressed  a  grateful 
sense  of  courtesy  received  from  an  unexpected  quarter,  and  from  one 
of  an  inferior  race.  It  was  not  that  Ivanhoe's  former  carriage 
expressed  more  than  that  general  devotional  homage  which  youth 
always  pays  to  beauty ;  yet  it  was  mortifying  that  one  word  should 
operate  as  a  spell  to  remove  poor  Rebecca,  who  could  not  be 
supposed  altogether  ignorant  of  her  title  to  such  homage,  into  a 
degraded  class,  to  whom  it  could  not  be  honourably  rendered. 

But  the  gentleness  and  candour  of  Rebecca's  nature  imputed  no 
fault  to  Ivanhoe  for  sharing  in  the  universal  prejudices  of  his  age 
and  religion.  On  the  contrary,  the  fair  Jewess,  though  sensible  her 
patient  now  regarded  her  as  one  of  a  race  of  reprobation,  with  whom 
it  was  disgraceful  to  hold  any  beyond  the  most  necessary  intercourse, 
ceased  not  to  pay  the  same  patient  and  devoted  attention  to  his 
safety  and  convalescence.  She  informed  him  of  the  necessity  they 
were  under  of  removing  to  York,  and  of  her  father's  resolution  to 
transport  him  thither,  and  tend  him  in  his  own  house  until  his  health 
should  be  restored.     Ivanhoe  expressed  great  repugnance  to  this 
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plan,  which  he  grounded  on  unwillingness  to  give  farther  trouble  to 
his  benefactors. 

"  Was  there  not,"  he  said,  "  in  Ashby,  or  near  it,  some  Saxon 
franklin,  or  even  some  wealthy  peasant,  who  would  endure  the  bur- 
den of  a  wounded  countryman's  residence  with  him  until  he  should 
be  again  able  to  bear  his  armour  ? — Was  there  no  convent  of  Saxon 
endowment,  where  he  could  be  received?— Or  could  he  not  be  trans- 
ported as  far  as  Burton,  where  he  was  sure  to  find  hospitality  with 
Waltheoff  the  Abbot  of  St  Withold's,  to  whom  he  was  related?" 

"Any,  the  worst  of  these  harbourages,"  said  Rebecca,  with  a 
melancholy  smile,  "  would  unquestionably  be  more  fitting  for  your 
residence  than  the  abode  of  a  despised  Jew;  yet,  Sir  Knight,  unless 
you  would  dismiss  your  physician,  you  cannot  change  your  lodging. 
Our  nation,  as  you  well  know,  can  cure  wounds,  though  we  deal  not 
in  inflicting  them ;  and  in  our  family,  in  particular,  are  secrets  which 
have  been  handed  down  since  the  days  of  Solomon,  and  of  which  you 
have  already  experienced  the  advantages.  No  Nazarene — I  crave 
your  forgiveness,  Sir  Knight — no  Christian  leech,  within  the  four 
seas  of  Britain,  could  enable  you  to  bear  your  corslet  within  a 
month." 

"And  how  soon  wilt  thou  enable  me  to  brook  it?"  said  Ivanhoe 
impatiently. 

"  Within  eight  days,  if  thou  wilt  be  patient  and  conformable  to  my 
directions,"  replied  Rebecca. 

"By  our  Blessed  Lady,"  said  Wilfred,  "if  it  be  not  a  sin  to  name 
her  here,  it  is  no  time  for  me  or  any  true  knight  to  be  bedridden ; 
and  if  thou  accomplish  thy  promise,  maiden,  I  will  pay  tliee  with  my 
casque  full  of  crowns,  come  by  them  as  I  may." 

"I  will  accomplish  my  promise,"  said  Rebecca,  "and  thou  shalt 
bear  thine  armour  on  the  eighth  day  from  hence,  if  thou  wilt  grant 
me  but  one  boon  in  the  stead  of  the  silver  thou  dost  promise  me." 

"  If  it  be  within  my  power,  and  such  as  a  true  Christian  knight 
may  yield  to  one  of  thy  people,"  replied  Ivanhoe,  "  I  will  grant  thy 
boon  blithely  and  thankfully." 

"  Nay,"  answered  Rebecca,  "  I  will  but  pray  of  thee  to  believe 
henceforward  that  a  Jew  may  do  good  service  to  a  Christian,  with- 
out desiring  other  guerdon  than  the  blessing  of  the  Great  Father, 
who  made  both  Jew  and  Gentile." 

"  It  were  sin  to  doubt  it,  maiden,"  replied  Ivanhoe  ;  "  and  I  repose 
myself  on  thy  skill  without  farther  scruple  or  question,  well  trusting 
you  will  enable  me  to  bear  my  corslet  on  the  eighth  day.  And  now, 
my  kind  leech,  let  me  inquire  of  the  news  abroad.  What  of  the 
noble  Saxon  Cedric  and  his  household  ?— what  of  the  lovely  lady 

"    He  stopped,  as  if  unwilling  to  speak  Rowena's  name  in  the 

house  of  a  Jew — "  Of  her,  I  mean,  who  was  named  Queen  of  the 
tournament?" 

"  And  who  was  selected  by  you,  Sir  Knight,  to  hold  that  dignity, 
with  judgment  which  was  admired  as  much  as  your  valour,"  replied 
Rebecca. 

The  blood  which  Ivanhoe  had  lost  did  not  prevent  a  flush  from 
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crossing  his  cheek,  feeling  that  he  had  incautiously  betrayed  his  deep 
interest  in  Rowena  by  the  awkward  attempt  he  had  made  to  con- 
ceal it. 

"  It  was  less  of  her  I  would  speak/'  said  he,  "  than  of  Prince  John  ; 
and  I  would  fain  know  somewhat  of  a  faithful  squire,  and  why  he 
now  attends  me  not  ?" 

"  Let  me  use  my  authority  as  a  leech/'  answered  Rebecca,  "  and 
enjoin  you  to  keep  silence,  and  avoid  agitating  reflections,  whilst  I 
apprise  you  of  what  you  desire  to  know.  Prince  John  hath  broken 
off  the  tournament,  and  set  forward  in  all  haste  towards  York,  with 
the  nobles,  knights,  and  churchmen  of  his  party,  after  collecting  such 
sums  as  they  could  wring,  by  fair  means  or  foul,  from  those  who  are 
esteemed  the  wealthy  of  the  land.  It  is  said  he  designs  to  assume 
his  brother's  crown." 

"  Not  without  a  blow  struck  in  his  defence,"  said  Ivanhoe,  raising 
himself  upon  the  couch,  "  if  there  were  but  one  true  subject  in  Eng- 
land. I  will  fight  for  Richard's  title  with  the  best  of  them — ay,  one 
to  two,  in  his  just  quarrel!" 

"But  that  you  may  be  able  to  do  so,"  said  Rebecca^  touching  his 
shoulder  with  her  hand,  "  you  must  now  observe  my  directions,  and 
remain  quiet." 

"  True,  maiden,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "  as  quiet  as  these  disquieted  times 
will  permit— And  of  Cedric  and  his  household?" 

"  His  steward  came  but  brief  while  since,"  said  the  Jewess, 
"  panting  with  haste,  to  ask  my  father  for  certain  moneys,  the  price 
of  wool  the  growth  of  Cedric's  flocks,  and  from  him  I  learned  that 
Cedric  and  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh  had  left  Prince  John's 
lodging  in  high  displeasure,  and  were  about  to  set  forth  on  their 
return  homeward." 

"  Went  any  lady  with  them  to  the  banquet  ?  "  said  Wilfred. 

"  The  Lady  Rowena,"  said  Rebecca,  answering  the  question  with 
more  precision  than  it  had  been  asked — "  The  Lady  Rowena  went 
not  to  the  Prince's  feast,  and,  as  the  steward  reported  to  us,  she  is 
now  on  her  journey  back  to  Rotherwood,  with  her  guardian  Cedric. 
And  touching  your  faithful  squire  Gurth " 

'"Ha!"  exclaimed  the  knight,  "knowest  thou  his  name?— But 
thou  dost,"  he  immediately  added,  "  and  well  thou  mayest,  for  it  was 
from  thy  hand,  and,  as  I  am  now  convinced,  from  thine  own  gene- 
rosity of  spirit,  that  he  received  but  yesterday  a  hundred  zecchins." 

"  Speak  not  of  that,"  said  Rebecca,  blushing  deeply;  "  I  see  how 
easy  it  is  for  the  tongue  to  betray  what  the  heart  would  gladly  con- 
ceal." 

"  But  this  sum  of  gold,"  said  Ivanhoe  gravely,  "  my  honour  is  con- 
cerned in  repaying  it  to  your  father." 

"  Let  it  be  as  thou  wilt,"  said  Rebecca,  "  when  eight  days  have 
passed  away ;  but  think  not,  and  speak  not  now,  of  aught  that  may 
retard  thy  recovery." 

"  Be  it  so,  kind  maiden,"  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  It  were  most  ungrateful 
to  dispute  thy  commands.  But  one  word  of  the  fate  of  poor  Gurth, 
and  I  have  done  with  questioning  thee." 

"  I  grieve  to  tell  thee,  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  Jewess,  "that  he 
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is  in  custody,  by  the  order  of  Cedric." — And  then,  observing*  the 
distress  which  her  communication  gave  to  Wilfred,  she  instantly 
added,  {{ But  the  steward  Oswald  said,  that  if  nothing*  occurred  to 
renew  his  master's  displeasure  against  him,  he  was  sure  that  Cedric 
would  pardon  Gurth,  a  faithful  serf,  and  one  who  stood  high  in 
favour,  and  who  had  but  committed  this  error  out  of  the  love  that  be 
bore  to  Cedric's  son.  And  he  said,  moreover,  that  he  and  his  com- 
rades, and  especially  Wamba  the  Jester,  were  resolved  to  warn 
Gurth  to  make  his  escape  by  the  way,  in  case  Cedric's  ire  against 
him  could  not  be  mitigated." 

"  Would  to  God  they  may  keep  their  purpose  !  *  said  Ivanhoe ; 
"  but  it  seems  as  if  I  were  destined  to  bring-  ruin  on  whomsoever 
hath  shown  kindness  to  me.  My  king-,  by  whom  I  was  honoured  and 
distinguished,  thou  seest  that  the  brother  most  indebted  to  him  is 
raising*  his  arms  to  grasp  his  crown;— my  reg*ard  hath  brought 
restraint  and  trouble  on  the  fairest  of  her  sex  ; — and  now  my  father 
in  his  mood  may  slay  this  poor  bondsman,  but  for  his  love  and  loyal 
service  to  me — Thou  seest,  maiden,  what  an  ill-fated  wretch  thou 
dost  labour  to  assist ;  be  wise,  and  let  me  go,  ere  the  misfortunes 
which  track  my  footsteps  like  slot-hounds,  shall  involve  thee  also  in 
their  pursuit." 

"  Nay,"  said  Rebecca,  "  thy  weakness  and  thy  grief,  Sir  Knight, 
make  thee  miscalculate  the  purposes  of  Heaven.  Thou  has  been 
restored  to  thy  country  when  it  most  needed  the  assistance  of  a 
strong*  hand  and  a  true  heart,  and  thou  has  humbled  the  pride  of 
thine  enemies  and  those  of  thy  king*,  when  their  horn  was  most 
highly  exalted ;  and  for  the  evil  which  thou  sustained,  seest  thou 
not  that  Heaven  has  raised  thee  a  helper  and  a  physician,  even 
among*  the  most  despised  of  the  land?  —  Therefore,  be  of  good 
courage,  and  trust  that  thou  art  preserved  for  some  marvel  which 
thine  arm  shall  work  before  this  people.  Adieu — and  having*  taken 
the  medicine  which  I  shall  send  thee  by  the  hand  of  Reuben,  compose 
thyself  again  to  rest,  that  thou  mayest  be  the'  more  able  to  endure 
the  journey  on  the  succeeding  clay." 

Ivanhoe  was  convinced  by  the  reasoning-,  and  obeyed  the  directions 
of  Rebecca.  The  draught  which  Reuben  administered  was  of  a  sedative 
and  narcotic  quality,  and  secured  the  patient  sound  and  undisturbed 
slumbers.  In  the  morning  his  kind  physician  found  him  entirely 
free  from  feverish  symptoms,  and  fit  to  undergo  the  fatigue  of  a 
journey. 

He  was  deposited  in  the  horse-litter  which  had  brought  him  from 
the  lists,  and  every  precaution  taken  for  his  travelling  with  ease.  In 
one  circumstance  only,  even  the  entreaties  of  Rebecca  were  unable 
to  secure  sufficient  attention  to  the  accommodation  of  the  wounded 
knight.  Isaac,  like  the  enriched  traveller  of  Juvenal's  tenth  satire, 
had  ever  the  fear  of  robbery  before  his  eyes,  conscious  that  he  would 
be  alike  accounted  fair  game  by  the  marauding  Norman  noble,  and 
by  the  Saxon  outlaw.  He  therefore  journeyed  at  a  great  rate,  and 
made  short  halts,  and  shorter  repasts,  so  that  he  passed  by  Cedric 
and  Athelstane  who  had  several  hours  the  start  of  him,  but  who  had 
been  delayed  by  their  protracted  feasting  at  the  convent  of  Saint 


198  IVANHOE. 

Withold's.  Yet  such  was  the  virtue  of  Miriam's  balsam,  or  such  the 
strength  of  Ivanhoe's  constitution,  that  he  did  not  sustain  from  the 
hurried  journey  that  inconvenience  which  his  kind  physician  had 
apprehended. 

In  another  point  of  view,  however,  the  Jew's  haste  proved  some- 
what more  than  good  speed.  The  rapidity  with  which  he  insisted  on 
travelling  bred  several  disputes  between  him  and  the  party  whom 
he  had  hired  to  attend  him  as  a  guard.  These  men  were  Saxons, 
and  not  free  by  any  means  from  the  national  love  of  ease  and  good 
living  which  the  Normans  stigmatised  as  laziness  and  gluttony. 
Reversing  Shylock's  position,  they  had  accepted  the  employment  in 
hopes  of  feeding  upon  the  wealthy  Jew,  and  were  very  much  dis- 
pleased when  they  found  themselves  disappointed,  by  the  rapidity 
with  which  he  insisted  on  their  proceeding.  They  remonstrated  also 
upon  the  risk  of  damage  to  their  horses  by  these  forced  marches. 
Finally,  there  arose  betwixt  Isaac  and  his  satellites  a  deadly  feud 
concerning  the  quantity  of  wine  and  ale  to  be  allowed  for  consump- 
tion at  each  meal.  And  thus  it  happened,  that  when  the  alarm  of 
clanger  approached,  and  that  which  Isaac  feared  was  likely  to  come 
upon  him,  he  was  deserted  by  the  discontented  mercenaries,  on  whose 
protection  he  had  relied,  without  using  the  means  necessary  to  secure 
their  attachment. 

In  this  deplorable  condition  the  Jew,  with  his  daughter  and  her 
wounded  patient,  were  found  by  Cedric,  as  has  already  been  noticed, 
and  soon  afterwards  fell  into  the  power  of  De  Bracy  and  his  con- 
federates. Little  notice  was  at  first  taken  of  the  horse-litter,  and  it 
might  have  remained  behind  but  for  the  curiosity  of  De  Bracy,  who 
looked  into  it  under  the  impression  that  it  might  contain  the  object 
of  his  enterprise,  for  Rowena  had  not  unveiled  herself.  But  De 
Bracy's  astonishment  was  considerable,  when  he  discovered  that  the 
litter  contained  a  wounded  man,  who,  conceiving  himself  to  have 
fallen  into  the  power  of  Saxon  outlaws,  with  whom  his  name  might 
be  a  protection  for  himself  and  his  friends,  frankly  avowed  himself 
to  be  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe. 

The  ideas  of  chivalrous  honour,  which,  amidst  his  wildness  and 
levity,  never  utterly  abandoned  De  Bracy,  prohibited  him  from  doing 
the  knight  any  injury  in  his  defenceless  condition,  and  equally  inter- 
dicted his  betraying  him  to  Front-de-Bceuf,  who  would  have  had  no 
scruples  to  put  to  death,  under  any  circumstances,  the  rival  claimant 
of  the  fief  of  Ivanhoe.  On  the  other  hand,  to  liberate  a  suitor  pre- 
ferred by  the  Lady  Rowena,  as  the  events  of  the  tournament,  and 
indeed  Wilfred's  previous  banishment  from  his  father's  house,  had 
made  matter  of  notoriety,  was  a  pitch  far  above  the  flight  of  De 
Bracy's  generosity.  A  middle  course  betwixt  good  and  evil  was  all 
which  he  found  himself  capable  of  adopting,  and  he  commanded  two 
of  his  own  squires  to  keep  close  by  the  litter,  and  to  suffer  no  one  to 
approach  it.  If  questioned,  they  were  directed  by  their  master  to 
say,  that  the  empty  litter  of  the  Lady  Rowena  was  employed  to 
transport  one  of  their  comrades  who  had  been  wounded  in  the  scuffle. 
On  arriving  at  Torquilstone,  while  the  Knight  Templar  and  the  lord 
of  that  castle  were  each  intent  upon  their  own  schemes,  the  one  on 
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the  Jew's  treasure,  and  the  other  on  his  daughter,  De  Bracy's  squires 
conveyed  Ivanhoe,  still  under  the  name  of  a  wounded  comrade,  to  a 
distant  apartment.  This  explanation  was  accordingly  returned  by 
these  men  to  Front-de-Boeuf,  when  he  questioned  them  why  they 
did  not  make  for  the  battlements  upon  the  alarm. 

"  A  wounded  companion  ! "  he  replied  in  great  wrath  and  astonish- 
ment. "  No  wonder  that  churls  and  yeomen  wax  so  presumptuous 
as  even  to  lay  leaguer  before  castles,  and  that  clowns  and  swineherds 
send  defiances  to  nobles,  since  men-at-arms  have  turned  sick  men's 
nurses,  and  Free  Companions  are  grown  keepers  of  dying  folk's  cur- 
tains, when  the  castle  is  about  to  be  assailed. — To  the  battlements, 
ye  loitering  villains !"  he  exclaimed,  raising  his  stentorian  voice  till 
the  arches  around  rung  again,  "  to  the  battlements,  or  I  will  splinter 
your  bones  with  this  truncheon ! " 

The  men  sulkily  replied,  "  that  they  desired  nothing  better  than 
to  go  to  the  battlements,  providing  Front-de-Boeuf  would  bear  them 
out  with  their  master,  who  had  commanded  them  to  tend  the  dying 
man." 

"  The  dying  man,  knaves !  "  rejoined  the  Baron ;  "  I  promise  thee 
we  shall  all  be  dying  men  an  we  stand  not  to  it  the  more  stoutly. 
But  I  will  relieve  the  guard  upon  this  caitiff  companion  of  yours — 
Here,  Urfried— hag— -fiend  of  a  Saxon  witch — hearest  me  not  ? — 
tend  me  this  bedridden  fellow,  since  he  must  needs  be  tended,  whilst 
these  knaves  use  their  weapons. — Here  be  two  arblasts,  comrades, 
with  windlaces  and  quarrells * — to  the  barbican  with  you,  and  see  you 
drive  each  bolt  through  a  Saxon  brain." 

The  men,  who,  like  most  of  their  description,  were  fond  of  enter- 
prise, and  detested  inaction,  went  joyfully  to  the  scene  of  danger  as 
they  were  commanded,  and  thus  the  charge  of  Ivanhoe  was  trans- 
ferred to  Urfried,  or  Ulrica.  But  she,  whose  brain  was  burning  with 
remembrance  of  injuries  and  with  hopes  of  vengeance,  was  readily 
induced  to  devolve  upon  Rebecca  the  care  of  her  patient. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

Ascend  the  watch-tower  yonder,  valiant  soldier, 
Look  on  the  field,  and  say  how  goes  the  battle. 

Schiller's  Maid  of  Orleans, 

A  moment  of  peril  is  often  also  a  moment  of  open-hearted  kind- 
ness and  affection.  We  are  thrown  off  our  guard  by  the  general 
agitation  of  our  feelings,  and  betray  the  intensity  of  those,  which,  at 
more  tranquil  periods,  our  prudence  at  least  conceals,  if  it  cannot 
altogether  suppress  them.  In  finding  herself  once  more  by  the  side 
of  Ivanhoe,  Rebecca  was  astonished  at  the  keen  sensation  of  pleasure 
which  she  experienced,  even  at  a  time  when  all  around  them  both 

1  The  arblast  was  a  crossbow,  the  windlace  the  machine  used  in  bending  that 
weapon,  and  the  quarrell,  so  called  from  its  square  or  diamond-shaped  head,  was 
the  bolt  adapted  to  it. 
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was  danger,  if  not  despair.  As  she  felt  his  pulse,  and  inquired  after 
his  health,  there  was  a  softness  in  her  touch  and  in  her  accents,  im- 
plying a  kinder  interest  than  she  would  herself  have  been  pleased 
to  have  voluntarily  expressed.  Her  voice  faltered  and  her  hand 
trembled,  and  it  was  only  the  cold  question  of  lvanhoe,  "  Is  it  you, 
gentle  maiden?"  which  recalled  her  to  herself,  and  reminded  her 
the  sensations  which  she  felt  were  not  and  could  not  be  mutual.  A 
sigh  escaped,  but  it  was  scarce  audible  ;  and  the  questions  which  she 
asked  the  knight  concerning  his  state  of  health  were  put  in  the  tone 
of  calm  friendship.  lvanhoe  answered  her  hastily  that  he  was,  in 
point  of  health,  as  well,  and  better  than  he  could  have  expected— 
"  Thanks,"  he  said,  "  dear  Rebecca,  to  thy  helpful  skill." 

"He  calls  me  dear  Rebecca,"  said  the  maiden  to  herself,  "but  it 
is  in  the  cold  and  careless  tone  which  ill  suits  the  word.  His  war- 
horse — his  hunting  hound,  are  dearer  to  him  than  the  despised 
Jewess ! " 

"  My  mind,  gentle  maiden,"  continued  lvanhoe,  "  is  more  disturbed 
by  anxiety,  than  my  body  with  pain.  From  the  speeches  of  these 
men  who  were  my  warders  just  now,  I  learn  that  I  am  a  prisoner, 
and,  if  I  judge  aright  of  the  loud  hoarse  voice  which  even  now  de- 
spatched them  hence  on  some  military  duty,  I  am  in  the  castle  of 
Front- de-Bceuf—  if  so,  how  will  this  end,  or  how  can  I  protect  Row- 
ena  and  my  father  ? ' 

"  He  names  not  the  Jew  or  Jewess,"  said  Rebecca,  internally ;  "  yet 
what  is  our  portion  in  him,  and  how*justly  am  I  punished  by  Heaven 
for  letting  my  thoughts  dwell  upon  him !  "  She  hastened  after  this 
brief  self- accusation  to  give  lvanhoe  what  information  she  could  ;  but 
it  amounted  only  to  this,  that  the  Templar  Bois-Guilbert  and  the 
Baron  Front- de-Boeuf,  were  commanders  within  the  castle ;  that  it 
was  beleaguered  from  without,  but  by  whom  she  knew  not.  She 
added,  that  there  was  a  Christian  priest  within  the  castle  who  might 
be  possessed  of  more  information. 

"  A  Christian  priest !  "  said  the  knight  joyfully  ;  "  fetch  him  hither, 
Rebecca,  if  thou  canst — say  a  sick  man  desires  his  ghostly  counsel — 
say  what  thou  wilt,  but  bring  him— something  I  must  do  or  attempt, 
but  how  can  I  determine  until  I  know  how  matters  stand  without?" 

Rebecca,  in  compliance  with  the  wishes  of  lvanhoe,  made  that 
attempt  to  bring  Cedric  into  the  wounded  Knight's  chamber,  which 
was  defeated,  as  we  have  already  seen,  by  the  interference  of  Urfried, 
who  had  been  also  on  the  watch  to  intercept  the  supposed  monk. 
Rebecca  retired  to  communicate  to  lvanhoe  the  result  of  her  errand. 

They  had  not  much  leisure  to  regret  the  failure  of  this  source  of 
intelligence,  or  to  contrive  by  what  means  it  might  be  supplied  \  for 
the  noise  within  the  castle,  occasioned  by  the  defensive  preparations, 
which  had  been  considerable  for  some  time,  now  increased  into  ten- 
fold bustle  and  clamour.  The  heavy,  yet  'hasty  step  of  the  men-at- 
arms,  traversed  the  battlements,  or  resounded  on  the  narrow  and 
winding  passages  and  stairs  which  led  to  the  various  bartisans  and 
points  of  defence.  The  voices  of  the  knights  were  heard,  animating 
their  followers,  or  directing  means  of  defence,  while  their  commands 
were  often  drowned  in  the  clashing  of  armour,  or  the  clamorous 
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shouts  of  those  whom  they  addressed.  Tremendous  as  these  sounds 
were,  and  yet  more  terrible  from  the  awful  event  which  they  pre- 
saged, there  was  a  sublimity  mixed  with  them,  which  Rebecca's  high- 
toned  mind  could  feel  even  in  that  moment  of  terror.  Her  eye  kindled, 
although  the  blood  fled  from  her  cheeks ;  and  there  was  a  strong 
mixture  of  fear,  and  of  a  thrilling  sense  of  the  sublime,  as  she  repeated, 
half  whispering  to  herself  half  speaking  to  her  companion,  the  sacred 
text, — "  The  quiver  rattleth — the  glittering  spear  and  the  shield — the 
noise  of  the  captains  and  the  shouting !  " 

But  Ivanhoe  was  like  the  war-horse  of  that  sublime  passage,  glow- 
ing with  impatience  at  his  inactivity,  and  with  his  ardent  desire  to 
mingle  in  the  affray  of  which  these  sounds  were  the  introduction. 
"If  I  could  but  drag  myself,"  he  said,  "to  yonder  window,  that  I 
might  see  how  this  brave  game  is  like  to  go — If  I  had  but  bow  to 
shoot  a  shaft,  or  battle-axe  to  strike  were  it  but  a  single  blow  for  our 
deliverance ! — It  is  in  vain — it  is  in  vain — I  am  alike  nerveless  and 
weaponless ! " 

"  Fret  not  thyself,  noble  knight,"  answered  Rebecca,  "  the  sounds 
have  ceased  of  a  sudden — it  may  be  they  join  not  battle." 

"  Thou  knowest  nought  of  it,"  said  Wilfred,  impatiently ;  "  this 
dead  pause  only  shows  that  the  men  are  at  their  posts  on  the  walls, 
and  expecting  an  instant  attack ;  what  we  have  heard  was  but  the 
distant  muttering  of  the  storm — it  will  burst  anon  in  all  its  fury.— 
Could  I  but  reach  yonder  window !  " 

"  Thou  wilt  but  injure  thyself  by  the  attempt,  noble  knight,"  re- 
plied his  attendant.  Observing  his  extreme  solicitude,  she  firmly 
added,  "  I  myself  will  stand  at  the  lattice,  and  describe  to  you  as  I 
can  what  passes  without." 

#  "  You  must  not — you  shall  not ! "  exclaimed  Ivanhoe  ;  "  each  lat- 
tice, each  aperture,  will  be  soon  a  mark  for  the  archers  ;  some  ran- 
dom shaft " 

"  It  shall  be  welcome ! "  murmured  Rebecca,  as  with  firm  pace  she 
ascended  two  or  three  steps,  which  led  to  the  window  of  which  they 
spoke. 

"Rebecca,  dear  Rebecca !  "  exclaimed  Ivanhoe, "  this  is  no  maiden's 
pastime — do  not  expose  thyself  to  wounds  and  death,  and  render  me 
For  ever  miserable  for  having  given  the  occasion  ;  at  least,  cover  thy- 
self with  yonder  ancient  buckler,  and  show  as  little  of  your  person  at 
the  lattice  as  may  be." 

Following  with  wonderful  promptitude  the  directions  of  Ivanhoe, 
and  availing  herself  of  the  protection  of  the  large  ancient  shield,  which 
she  placed  against  the  lower  part  of  the  window,  Rebecca,  with  toler- 
able security  to  herself,  could  witness  part  of  what  was  passing  with- 
out the  castle,  and  report  to  Ivanhoe  the  preparations  which  the 
assailants  were  making  for  the  storm,  Indeed  the  situation  which 
she  thus  obtained  was  peculiarly  favourable  for  this  purpose,  because, 
being  placed  on  an  angle  of  the  main  building,  Rebecca  could  not 
only  see  what  passed  beyond  the  precincts  of  the  castle,  but  also  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  outwork  likely  to  be  the  first  object  of  the 
meditated  assault.  It  was  an  exterior  fortification  of  no  great  height 
or  strength,  intended  to  protect  the  postern-gate,  through  which 
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Cedric  had  been  recently  dismissed  by  Front-de-Boeuf.  The  castle 
moat  divided  this  species  of  barbican  from  the  rest  of  the  fortress,  so 
that,  in  case  of  its  being  taken,  it  was  easy  to  cut  off'  the  communica- 
tion with  the  main  building,  by  withdrawing-  the  temporary  bridge. 
In  the  outwork  was  a  sallyport  corresponding  to  the  postern  of  the 
castle,  and  the  whole  was  surrounded  by  a  strong  palisade.  Rebecca 
could  observe,  from  the  number  of  men  placed  for  the  defence  of 
this  post,  that  the  besieged  entertained  apprehensions  for  its  safety ; 
and  from  the  mustering  of  the  assailants  in  a  direction  nearly  op- 
posite to  the  outwork,  it  seemed  no  less  plain  that  it  had  been  select- 
ed as  a  vulnerable  point  of  attack. 

These  appearances  she  hastily  communicated  to  Ivanhoe,  and 
added,  "  The  skirts  of  the  wood  seem  lined  with  .archers,  although 
only  a  few  are  advanced  from  its  dark  shadow.1' 

"Under  what  banner?"  asked  Ivanhoe. 

"  Under  no  ensign  of  war  which  I  can  observe,"  answered  Rebecca. 

"  A  singular  novelty,"  muttered  the  knight,  "  to  advance  to  storm 
such  a  castle  without  pennon  or  banner  displayed ! — Seest  thou  who 
they  be  that  act  as  leaders  ? " 

"  A  knight,  clad  in  sable  armour  is  the  most  conspicuous,"  said  the 
Jewess  ;  "  he  alone  is  armed  from  head  to  heel,  and  seems  to  assume 
the  direction  of  all  around  him." 

"  What  device  does  he  bear  on  his  shield  ?  "  replied  Ivanhoe. 

"  Something  resembling  a  bar  of  iron,  and  a  padlock  painted  blue 
on  the  black  shield." x 

"  A  fetterlock  and  shacklebolt  azure,"  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  I  know  not 
who  may  bear  the  device,  but  well  I  ween  it  might  now  be  mine  own. 
Canst  thou  not  see  the  motto  ?  " 

"  Scarce  the  device  itself  at  this  distance,"  replied  Rebecca ;  "  but 
when  the  sun  glances  fair  upon  his  shield,  it  shows  as  I  tell  you." 

"  Seem  there  no  other  leaders  ?  "  exclaimed  the  anxious  inquirer. 

"  None  of  mark  and  distinction  that  I  can  behold  from  this  station," 
said  Rebecca ;  "  but,  doubtless,  the  other  side  of  the  castle  is  also 
assailed.  They  appear  even  now  preparing  to  advance— God  of  Zion 
protect  us  !— What  a  dreadful  sight! — Those  who  advance  first  bear 
huge  shields,  and  defences  made  of  plank :  the  others  follow,  bending 
their  bows  as  they  come  on. — They  raise  their  bows ! — God  of  Moses, 
forgive  the  creatures  thou  hast  made !  " 

Her  description  was  here  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  signal  for 
assault,  which  was  given  by  the  blast  of  a  shrill  bugle,  and  at  once 
answered  by  a  nourish  of  the  Norman  trumpets  from  the  battle- 
ments, which,  mingled  with  the  deep  and  hollow  clang  of  the  nakers  (a 
species  of  kettle-drum),  retorted  in  notes  of  defiance  the  challenge  of 
the  enemy.  The  shouts  of  both  parties  augmented  the  fearful  din,  the 
assailants  crying,  "  Saint  George  for  merry  England !  "  and  the  Nor- 
mans answering  them  with  cries  of  "  En  avant  de  Bracy  ! — Beau- 
seant!  Beau-seant ! — Front-de-Boeuf  a  la  rescousse!"  according  to 
the  war-cries  of  their  different  commanders. 

It  was  not,  however,  by  clamour  that  the  contest  was  to  be  decided, 

1  See  Note  G.  Something  resembling  a  bar  of  iron,  and  a  padlock  painted  blue  on 
the  black  shield. 
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and  the  desperate  efforts  of  the  assailants  were  met  by  an  equally 
vigorous  defence  on  the  part  of  the  besieged.  The  archers,  trained 
by  their  woodland  pastimes  to  the  most  effective  use  of  the  Ion g bow, 
shot,  to  use  the  appropriate  phrase  of  the  time,  so  "  wholly  together," 
that  no  point  at  which  a  defender  could  show  the  least  part  of  his 
person,  escaped  their  cloth-yard  shafts.  By  this  heavy  discharge, 
which  continued  as  thick  and  sharp  as  hail,  while,  notwithstanding, 
every  arrow  had  its  individual  aim,  and  flew  by  scores  together  against 
each  embrasure  and  opening  in  the  parapets,  as  well  as  at  every  win- 
dow where  a  defender  either  occasionally  had  post,  or  might  be  sus- 
pected to  be  stationed, — by  this  sustained  discharge  two  or  three  of 
the  garrison  were  slain,  and  several  others  wounded.  But,  confident 
in  their  armour  of  proof,  and  in  the  cover  which  their  situation 
afforded,  the  followers  of  Front-de-Boeuf  and  his  allies  showed  an 
obstinacy  in  defence  proportioned  to  the  fury  of  the  attack,  and 
replied  with  the  discharge  of  their  large  crossbows,  as  well  as  with 
their  longbows,  slings,  and  other  missile  weapons,  to  the  close  and 
continued  shower  of  arrows ;  and,  as  the  assailants  were  necessarily 
but  indifferently  protected,  did  considerably  more  damage  than  they 
received  at  their  hand.  The  whizzing  of  shafts  and  of  missiles,  on 
both  sides,  was  only  interrupted  by  the  shouts  which  arose  when 
either  side  inflicted  or  sustained  some  notable  loss. 

"  And  I  must  lie  here  like  a  bedridden  monk,"  exclaimed  Ivanhoe, 
"  while  the  game  that  gives  me  freedom  or  death  is  played  out  by  the 
hand  of  others!  —  Look  from  the  window  once  again,  kind  maiden, 
but  beware  that  you  are  not  marked  by  the  archers  beneath — Look 
out  once  more,  and  tell  me  if  they  yet  advance  to  the  storm." 

With  patient  courage,  strengthened  by  the  interval  which  she  had 
employed  in  mental  devotion,  Rebecca  again  took  post  at  the  lattice, 
sheltering  herself,  however,  so  as  not  to  be  visible  from  beneath. 

"  What  dost  thou  see,  Rebecca?"  again  demanded  the  wounded 
knight. 

"  Nothing  but  the  cloud  of  arrows  flying  so  thick  as  to  dazzle  mine 
eyes,  and  to  hide  the  bowmen  who  shoot  them." 

"  That  cannot  endure,"  said  Ivanhoe  ;  "  if  they  press  not  right  on 
to  carry  the  castle  by  pure  force  of  arms,  the  archery  may  avail  but 
little  against  stone  walls  and  bulwarks.  Look  for  the  Knight  of  the 
Fetterlock,  fair  Rebecca,  and  see  how  he  bears  himself;  for  as  the 
leader  is,  so  will  his  followers  be." 

"  I  see  him  not,"  said  Rebecca. 

"  Foul  craven ! "  exclaimed  Ivanhoe ;  "  does  he  blench  from  the 
helm  when  the  wind  blows  highest?" 

"He  blenches  not!  he  blenches  not!"  said  Rebecca,  "I  see  him 
now;  he  leads  a  body  of  men  close  under  the  outer  barrier  of  the 
barbican.1 — They  pull  down  the  piles  and  palisades;  they  hew  down 
the  barriers  with  axes. — His  high  black  plume  floats  abroad  over  the 

1  Every  Gothic  castle  and  city  had,  beyond  the  outer  walls,  a  fortification  com- 
posed of  palisades,  called  the  barriers,  which  were  often  the  scene  of  severe  skir- 
mishes, as  these  must  necessarily  be  carried  before  the  walls  themselves  could  be 
approached.  Many  of  those  valiant  feats  of  armswhicli  adorn  the  chivalrous  pages 
of  Froissart  took  place  at  the  barriers  of  besieged  places. 
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throng',  like  a  raven  over  the  field  of  the  slain.— They  have  made  a 
breach  in  the  barriers— they  rush  in— they  are  thrust  back  !— Front- 
de-Bceuf  heads  the  defenders ;  I  see  his  gig-antic  form  above  the  press. 
They  throng  again  to  the  breach,  and  the  pass  is  disputed  hand  to 
hand,  and  man  to  man.  God  of  Jacob !  it  is  the  meeting  of  two 
fierce  tides— the  conflict  of  two  oceans  moved  by  adverse  winds  1 " 

She  turned  her  head  from  the  lattice,  as  if  unable  longer  to  endure 
a  sight  so  terrible. 

"  Look  forth  again,  Rebecca,"  said  Ivanhoe,  mistaking  the  cause 
of  her  retiring ;  "the  archery  must  in  some  degree  have  ceased,  since 
they  are  now  fighting  hand  to  hand.— Look  again,  there  is  now  less 
danger." 

Rebecca  again  looked  forth,  and  almost  immediately  exclaimed, 
"  Holy  prophets  of  the  law !  Front-de-Bceuf  and  the  Black  Knight 
fight  hand  to  hand  on  the  breach,  amid  the  roar  of  their  followers, 
who  watch  the  progress  of  the  strife — Heaven  strike  with  the  cause 
of  the  oppressed  and  of  the  captive  ! "  She  then  uttered  a  loud 
shriek,  and  exclaimed,  "  He  is  down  ! — he  is  down  ! " 

"  Who  is  down  ? "  cried  Ivanhoe ;  "  for  our  dear  Lady's  sake,  tell 
me  which  has  fallen  ? " 

"  The  Black  Knight,"  answered  Rebecca,  faintly ;  then  instantly 
again  shouted  with  joyful  eagerness — "But  no — but  no  !— the  name 
of  the  Lord  of  Hosts  be  blessed  ! — he  is  on  foot  again,  and  fights  as 
if  there  twenty  men's  strength  in  his  single  arm. — His  sword  is 
broken — he  snatches  an  axe  from  a  yeoman — he  presses  Front-de- 
Boeuf  with  blow  on  blow. — The  giant  stoops  and  totters  like  an  oak 
tinder  the  steel  of  the  woodman — he  falls— he  falls  !  " 

"  Front-de-Boeuf  ? "  exclaimed  Ivanhoe. 

"Front-de-Bceuf!"  answered  the  Jewess;  "his  men  rush  to  the 
rescue,  headed  by  the  haughty  Templar— their  united  force  compels 
the  champion  to  pause— They  drag  Front-de-Bceuf  within  the  walls." 

"  The  assailants  have  won  the  barriers,  have  they  not  ? "  said 
Ivanhoe. 

"They  have — they  have!"  exclaimed  Rebecca — "and  they  press 
the  besieged  hard  upon  the  outer  wall;  some  plant  ladders,  some 
swarm  like  bees,  and  endeavour  to  ascend  upon  the  shoulder  of  each 
other — down  go  stones,  beams,  and  trunks  of  trees  upon  their  heads, 
and  as  fast  as  they  bear  the  wounded  to  the  rear,  fresh  men  supply 
their  places  in  the  assault— Great  God !  hast  thou  given  men  thine 
own  image,  that  it  should  be  thus  cruelly  defaced  by  the  hands  of 
their  brethren  ! " 

"  Think  not  of  that,"  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  this  is  no  time  for  suck 
thoughts — Who  yield  ?— who  push  their  way  ? " 

"The  ladders  are  thrown  down,"  replied  Rebecca,  shuddering; 
"  the  soldiers  lie  grovelling  under  them  like  crushed  reptiles — The 
besieged  have  the  better." 

"  Saint  George  strike  for  us  !  "  exclaimed  the  knight ;  "  do  the 
false  yeomen  give  way  ? " 

"  No  ! "  exclaimed  Rebecca,  "they  bear  themselves  right  yeomanly 
--the  Black  Knight  approaches  the  postern  with  his  huge  axe— the 
thundering  blows  which  he  deals,  you  mav  hear  them  above  all  the 
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din  and  shouts  of  the  battle— Stones  and  beams  are  hailed  down  on 
the  bold  champion — he  regards  them  no  more  than  if  they  were 
thistle-down  or  feathers  !  " 

"  By  Saint  John  of  Acre"  said  Ivanhoe,  raising"  himself  joyfully  on 
his  couch,  "  methought  there  was  but  one  man  in  England  that  might 
do  such  a  deed  !  " 

"The  postern  gate  shakes,"  continued  Rebecca;  "it  crashes— it 
is  splintered  by  his  blows— they  rush  in— the  outwork  is  won— Oh, 
God  !— they  hurl  the  defenders  from  the  battlements— they  throw 
them  into  the  moat — O  men,  if  ye  be  indeed  men,  spare  them  that 
can  resist  no  longer  !  " 

"  The  bridge — the  bridge  which  communicates  with  the  castle — 
have  they  won  that  pass?  '  exclaimed  Ivanhoe. 

"  No,"  replied  Rebecca,  "  the  Templar  has  destroyed  the  plank  on 
which  they  crossed — few  of  the  defenders  escaped  with  him  into  the 
castle — the  shrieks  and  cries  which  you  hear  tell  the  fate  of  the  others 
—Alas  !  I  see  it  is  still  more  difficult  to  look  upon  victory  than  upon 
battle." 

"  What  do  they  now,  maiden  ?  "  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  look  forth  yet 
again — this  is  no  time  to  faint  at  bloodshed." 

"It  is  over  for  the  time,"  answered  Rebecca ;  "  our  friends 
strengthen  themselves  within  the  outwork  which  they  have  mastered, 
and  it  affords  them  so  good  a  shelter  from  the  foeman's  shot,  that 
the  garrison  only  bestow  a  few  bolts  on  it  from  interval  to  interval, 
as  if  rather  to  disquiet  than  effectually  to  injure  them." 

"  Our  friends,"  said  Wilfred,  "  will  surely  not  abandon  an  enter- 
prise so  gloriously  begun  and  so  happily  attained. — 0  no  !  I  will  put 
my  faith  in  the  good  knight  whose  axe  hath  rent  heart-of-oak  and 
bars  of  iron. — Singular,"  he  again  muttered  to  himself,  "  if  there  be 
two  who  can  do  a  deed  of  such  derring-do  I1— a  fetterlock,  and  a 
shacklebolt  on  a  field-sable — what  may  that  mean?— seest  thou  nought 
else,  Rebecca,  by  which  the  Black  Knight  may  be  distinguished  ?  " 

"Nothing,"  said  the  Jewess;  "all  about  him  is  black  as  the  wing 
of  the  night  raven.  Nothing  can  I  spy  that  can  mark  him  farther — 
but  having  once  seen  him  put  forth  his  strength  in  battle,  methinks 
I  could  know  him  again  among  a  thousand  warriors.  He  rushes  to 
the  fray  as  if  he  were  summoned  to  a  banquet.  There  is  more  than 
mere  strength,  there  seems  as  if  the  whole  soul  and  spirit  of  the 
champion  were  given  to  every  blow  which  he  deals  upon  his  enemies. 
God  assoilzie  him  of  the  sin  of  bloodshed!— it  is  fearful,  yet  magni- 
ficent, to  behold  how  the  arm  and  heart  of  one  man  can  triumph  over 
hundreds." 

"Rebecca,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "  thou  hast  painted  a  hero  ;  surely  they 
rest  but  to  refresh  their  force,  or  to  provide  the  means  of  crossing 
the  moat— Under  such  a  leader  as  thou  hast  spoken  this  knight  to  be, 
there  are  no  craven  fears,  no  cold-blooded  delays,  no  yielding  up 
a  gallant  emprise ;  since  the  difficulties  which  render  it  arduous  ren- 
der it  also  glorious.  I  swear  by  the  honour  of  my  house — I  vow 
by  the  name  of  my  bright  lady-love,  I  would  endure  ten  years'  cap- 

1  Derring-do— desperate  courage. 
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tivity  to  fight  one  day  by  that  good  knight's  side  in  such  a  quarrel  as 
this!" 

"  Alas  ! "  said  Rebecca,  leaving  her  station  at  the  window,  and 
approaching  the  couch  of  the  wounded  knight,  "this  impatient 
yearning  after  action— this  struggling  with  and  repining  at  your 
present  weakness,  will  not  fail  to  injure  your  returning  health— How 
couldst  thou  hope  to  inflict  wounds  on  others  ere  that  be  healed 
which  thou  thyself  hast  received  ?  " 

" Rebecca,"  he  replied,  "thou  knowest  not  how  impossible  it  is  for 
one  trained  to  actions  of  chivalry  to  remain  passive  as  a  priest,  or  a 
woman,  when  they  are  acting  deeds  of  honour  around  him.  The  love 
of  battle  is  the  food  upon  which  we  live—  the  dust  of  the  melee  is  the 
breath  of  our  nostrils  !  We  live  not— we  wish  not  to  live  longer 
than  while  we  are  victorious  and  renowned— Such,  maiden,  are  the 
laws  of  chivalry  to  which  we  are  sworn,  and  to  which  we  offer  all  that 
we  hold  dear." 

"Alas!  "  said  the  fair  Jewess, "  and  what  is  it,  valiant  knight,  save  an 
offering  of  sacrifice  to  a  demon  of  vainglory,  and  a  passing  through  the 
fire  to  Moloch  ?— What  remains  to  you  as  the  prize  of  all  the  blood  you 
have  spilled — of  all  the  travail  and  pain  you  have  endured — of  all  the 
tears  which  your  deeds  have  caused,  when  death  hath  broken  the 
strong  man's  spear,  and  overtaken  the  speed  of  his  war-horse  ? " 

"What  remains?"  cried  Ivanhoe ;  "Glory,  maiden,  glory!  which 
gilds  our  sepulchre,  and  embalms  our  name." 

"Glory?"  continued  Rebecca:  "Alas!  is  the  rusted  mail  which 
hangs  as  a  hatchment  over  the  champion's  dim  and  mouldering  tomb 
— is  the  defaced  sculpture  of  the  inscription  which  the  ignorant 
monk  can  hardly  read  to  the  inquiring  pilgrim — are  these  sufficient 
rewards  for  the  sacrifice  of  every  kindly  affection,  for  a  life  spent 
miserably  that  ye  may  make  others  miserable?  Or  is  there  such 
virtue  in  the  rude  rhymes  of  a  wandering  bard,  that  domestic  love, 
kindly  affection,  peace  and  happiness,  are  so  wildly  bartered,  to 
become  the  hero  of  those  ballads  which  vagabond  minstrels  sing  to 
drunken  churls  over  their  evening  ale  ?" 

"  By  the  soul  of  Here  ward  \"  replied  the  knight  impatiently,  "  thou 
speakest,  maiden,  of  thou  knowest  not  what.  Thou  wouldst  quench 
the  pure  light  of  chivalry,  which  alone  distinguishes  the  noble  from 
the  base,  the  gentle  knight  from  the  churl  and  the  savage ;  which 
rates  our  life  far,  far  beneath  the  pitch  of  our  honour;  raises  us 
victorious  over  pain,  toil,  and  suffering,  and  teaches  us  to  fear 
no  evil  but  disgrace.  Thou  art  no  Christian,  Rebecca;  and  to  thee 
are  unknown  those  high  feelings  which  swell  the  bosom  of  a  noble 
maiden  when  her  lover  hath  done  some  deed  of  emprise  which 
sanctions  his  flame.  Chivalry  ! — why,  maiden  she  is  the  nurse  of 
pure  and  high  affection— the  stay  of  the  oppressed,  the  redresser 
of  grievances,  the  curb  of  the  power  of  the  tyrant— Nobility  were 
but  an  empty  name  without  her,  and  liberty  finds  the  best  protection 
in  her  lance  and  her  sword." 

"  I  am,  indeed,"  said  Rebecca,  "  sprung  from  a  race  whose  courage 
was  distinguished  in  the  defence  of  their  own  land,  but  who  warred 
not,  even  while  yet  a  nation,  save  at  the  command  of  the  Deity,  or 
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in  defending*  their  country  from  oppression.  The  sound  of  the 
trumpet  wakes  Judah  no  longer,  and  her  despised  children  are  now 
but  the  unresisting  victims  of  hostile  and  military  oppression.  Well 
hast  thou  spoken,  Sir  Knight, — until  the  God  of  Jacob  shall  raise  up 
for  his  chosen  people  a  second  Gideon,  or  a  new  Maccabeus,  it  ill 
beseemeth  the  Jewish  damsel  to  speak  of  battle  or  of  war." 

The  high-minded  maiden  concluded  the  argument  in  a  tone  of 
sorrow,  which  deeply  expressed  her  sense  of  the  degradation  of  her 
people,  imbittered  perhaps  by  the  idea  that  Ivanhoe  considered  her 
as  one  not  entitled  to  interfere  in  a  case  of  honour,  and  incapable  of 
entertaining  or  expressing  sentiments  of  honour  and  generosity. 

"How  little  he  knows  this  bosom,"  she  said,  "to  imagine  that 
cowardice  or  meanness  of  soul  must  needs  be  its  guest,  because  I 
have  censured  the  fantastic  chivalry  of  the  Nazarenes  !  Would  to 
heaven  that  the  shedding  of  mine  own  blood,  drop  by  drop,  could 
redeem  the  captivity  of  Judah !  Nay,  would  to  God  it  could  avail 
to  set  free  my  father,  and  this  his  benefactor,  from  the  chains  of  the 
oppressor !  The  proud  Christian  should  then  see  whether  the  daughter 
of  God's  chosen  people  dared  not  to  die  as  bravely  as  the  vainest 
Nazarene  maiden,  that  boasts  her  descent  from  some  petty  chieftain 
of  the  rude  and  frozen  north  ! " 

She  then  looked  towards  the  couch  of  the  wounded  knight. 

"  He  sleeps,"  she  said ;  "  nature  exhausted  by  sufferance  and  the 
waste  of  spirits,  his  wearied  frame  embraces  the  first  moment  of  tem- 
porary relaxation  to  sink  into  slumber.  Alas !  is  it  a  crime  that  I 
should  look  upon  him,  when  it  may  be  for  the  last  time?— When  yet 
but  a  short  space,  and  those  fair  features  will  be  no  longer  animated 
by  the  bold  and  buoyant  spirit  which  forsakes  them  not  even  in 
sleep ! — When  the  nostril  shall  be  distended,  the  mouth  agape,  the 
eyes  fixed  and  bloodshot ;  and  when  the  proud  and  noble  knight 
may  be  trodden  on  by  the  lowest  caitiff  of  this  accursed  castle,  yet 
stir  not  when  the  heel  is  lifted  up  against  him ! — And  my  father ! — 
oh,  my  father  !  evil  is  it  with  his  daughter,  when  his  grey  hairs  are 
not  remembered  because  of  the  golden  locks  of  youth! — What  know 
I  but  that  these  evils  are  the  messengers  of  Jenovah's  wrath  to  the 
unnatural  child,  who  thinks  of  a  stranger's  captivity  before  a  parent's? 
who  forgets  the  desolation  of  Judah,  and  looks  upon  the  comeliness 
of  a  Gentile  and  a  stranger  ? — But  I  will  tear  this  folly  from  my 
heart,  though  every  fibre  bleed  as  I  rend  it  away!" 

She  wrapped  herself  closely  in  her  veil,  and  sat  down  at  a  distance 
from  the  couch  of  the  wounded  knight,  with  her  back  turned  towards 
it,  fortifying,  or  endeavouring  to  fortify  her  mind,  not  only  against 
the  impending  evils  from  without,  but  also  against  those  treacherous 
feelings  which  assailed  her  from  within. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 


Approach  the  chamber,  look  upon  his  bed  ; 

His  is  the  passing  of  no  peaceful  ghost, 

Which,  as  the  lark  arises  to  the  sky, 

'Mid  morning's  sweetest  breeze  and  softest  dew, 

Is  winged  to  heaven  by  good  men's  sighs  and  tears ! — 

Anseltn  parts  otherwise. 

Old  Play. 

During  the  interval  of  quiet  which  followed  the  first  success  of 
the  besiegers,  while  the  one  party  was  preparing'  to  pursue  their 
advantage,  and  the  other  to  strengthen  their  means  of  defence,  the 
Templar  and  De  Bracy  held  brief  council  together  in  the  hall  of  the 
castle. 

"Where  is  Front-de-Boauf? "  said  the  latter,  who  had  superin- 
tended the  defence  of  the  fortress  on  the  other  side;  "men  say  he 
hath  been  slain." 

"He  lives,"  said  the  Templar  coolly,  "lives  as  yet;  but  had  he 
worn  the  bull's  head  of  which  he  bears  the  name,  and  ten  plates  of 
iron  to  fence  it  withal,  he  must  have  gone  down  before  yonder  fatal 
axe.     Yet  a  few  hours,  and  Front-de-Boeuf  is  with  his  fathers — a  1 
powerful  limb  lopped  off  Prince  John's  enterprise." 

"  And  a  brave  addition  to  the  kingdom  of  Satan,"  said  De  Bracy  ;  | 
"  this  comes  of  reviling  saints  and  angels,  and  ordering  images  of 
holy  things  and  holy  men  to  be  flung  down  on  the  heads  of  these  ras- 
caille  yeomen." 

"  Go  to — thou  art  a  fool,"  said  the  Templar;  "  thy  superstition  is 
upon  a  level  with  Front-de-Boeuf  s  want  of  faith ;  neither  of  you  can 
render  a  reason  for  your  belief  or  unbelief." 

"  Benedicite,  Sir  Templar,"  replied  De  Bracy,  "  I  pray  you  to  keep 
better  rule  with  your  tongue  when  I  am  the  theme  of  it.  By  the 
Mother  of  Heaven,  I  am  a  better  Christian  man  than  thou  and  thy 
fellowship :  for  the  bruit  goeth  shrewdly  out,  that  the  most  holy 
Order  of  the  Temple  of  Zion  nurseth  not  a  few  heretics  within  its 
bosom,  and  that  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  is  of  the  number." 

"  Care  not  for  such  reports,"  said  the  Templar ;  "but  let  us  think  I 
of  making  good  the  castle. — How  fought  these  villain  yeomen  on 
thy  side?" 

"  Like  fiends  incarnate,"  said  De  Bracy.     "  They  swarmed  close 
up  to  the  walls,  headed,  as  I  think,  by  the  knave  who  won  the  prize  ] 
at  the  archery,  for  I  knew  his  horn  and  baldric.     And  this  is  old  J 
Fitzurse's  boasted  policy,  encouraging  these  malapert  knaves  to  J 
rebel  against  us  !    Had  I  not  been  armed  in  proof,  the  villain  had  | 
marked  me  down  seven  times  with  as  little  remorse  as  if  I  had  been 
a  buck  in  season.    He  told  every  rivet  on  my  armour  with  a  cloth- 
yard  shaft,  that  rapped  against  my  ribs  with  as  little  compunction  as 
if  my  bones  had  been  of  iron.— But  that  I  wore  a  shirt  of  Spanish  I 
mail  under  my  plate-coat,  I  had  been  fairly  sped." 

"But  you  maintained  your  post?"  said  the  Templar.  "We  lost 
the  outwork  on  our  part." 
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"That  is  a  shrewd  loss,"  said  De  Bracy;  "the  knaves  will  find 
cover  there  to  assault  the  castle  more  closely,  and  may,  if  not  well 
watched,  gain  some  unguarded  corner  of  a  tower,  or  some  forgotten 
window,  and  so  break  in  upon  us.  Our  numbers  are  too  few  for  the 
defences  of  every  point,  and  the  men  complain  that  they  can  nowhere 
show  themselves,  but  they  are  the  mark  for  as  many  arrows  as  a 
parish-butt  on  a  holyday  even.  Front-de-Boeuf  is  dying  too,  so  we 
shall  receive  no  more  aid  from  his  bull's  head  and  brutal  strength. 
How  think  you,  Sir  Brian,  were  we  not  better  make  a  virtue  of 
necessity,  and  compound  with  the  rogues  by  delivering  up  our  pri- 
soners !" 

"How?"  exclaimed  the  Templar;  "deliver  up  our  prisoners,  and 
stand  an  object  alike  of  ridicule  and  execration,  as  the  doughty  war- 
riors who  dared  by  a  night-attack  to  possess  themselves  of  the  per- 
sons of  a  party  of  defenceless  travellers,  yet  could  not  make  good  a 
strong  castle  against  a  vagabond  troop  of  outlaws,  led  by  swineherds, 
jesters,  and  the  very  refuse  of  mankind! — Shame  on  thy  council, 
'Maurice  de  Bracy ! — The  ruins  of  this  castle  shall  bury  both  my  body 
and  my  shame,  ere  I  consent  to  such  base  and  dishonourable  com- 
position." 

"Let  us  to  the  walls,  then,"  said  De  Bracy,  carelessly;  "  that  man 
never  breathed,  be  he  Turk  or  Templar,  who  held  life  at  lighter 
rate  than  I  do.  But  I  trust  there  is  no  dishonour  in  wishing  I  had 
here  some  two  scores  of  my  gallant  troop  of  Free  Companions  ? — 
Oh,  my  brave  lances !  if  ye  knew  but  how  hard  your  captain  were 
this  day  bested,  how  soon  would  I  see  my  banner  at  the  head  of  your 
clump  of  spears!  And  how  short  while  would  these  rabble  villains 
stand  to  endure  your  encounter ! " 

"  Wish  for  whom  thou  wilt,"  said  the  Templar,  "  but  let  us  make 
what  defence  we  can  with  the  soldiers  who  remain — They  are  chiefly 
Front- de-Bceuf  's  followers,  hated  by  the  English  for  a  thousand  acts 
of  insolence  and  oppression." 

"The  better,"  said  De  Bracy;  "the  rugged  slaves  will  defend 
themselves  to  the  last  drop  of  their  blood,  ere  they  encounter  the 
revenge  of  the  peasants  without.  Let  us  up  and  be  doing,  then, 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert;  and,  live  or  die,  thou  shalt  see  Maurice  de 
Bracy  bear  himself  this  day  as  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  lineage." 

"  To  the  walls ! "  answered  the  Templar ;  and  they  both  ascended 
the  battlements  to  do  all  that  skill  could  dictate,  and  manhood  accom- 
plish, in  defence  of  the  place.  They  readily  agreed  that  the  point  of 
greatest  danger  was  that  opposite  to  the  outwork,  of  which  the 
assailants  had  possessed  themselves.  The  castle,  indeed,  was  divided 
from  that  barbican  by  the  moat,  and  it  was  impossible  that  the 
besiegers  could  assail  the  postern  door,  with  which  the  outwork  cor- 
responded, without  surmounting  that  obstacle ;  but  it  wasthe  opinion 
both  of  the  Templar  and  De  Bracy,  that  the  besiegers,  if  governed 
by  the  same  policy  their  leader  had  already  displayed,  would  endea- 
vour, by  a  formidable  assault,  to  draw  the  chief  part  of  the  defenders' 
observation  to  this  point,  and  take  measures  to  avail  themselves  of 
every  negligence  which  might  #  take  place  in  the  defence  elsewhere. 
To  guard  against  such  an  evil,  their  numbers  only  permitted  the 
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knights  to  place  sentinels  from  space  to  space  along"  the  walls  in 
communication  with  each  other,  who  might  give  the  alarm  whenever 
danger  was  threatened.  Meanwhile,  they  agreed  that  De  Bracy 
should  command  the  defence  at  the  postern,  and  the  Templar  should 
keep  with  him  a  score  of  men  or  thereabouts  as  a  body  of  reserve, 
ready  to  hasten  to  any  other  point  which  might  be  suddenly  threat- 
ened. The  loss  of  the  barbican  had  also  this  unfortunate  effect,  that, 
notwithstanding  the  superior  heights  of  the  castle  walls,  the  besieged 
could  not  see  from  them,  with  the  same  precision  as  before,  the 
operations  of  the  enemy :  for  some  straggling  underwood  approached 
so  near  the  sallyport  of  the  outwork,  that  the  assailants  might  intro- 
duce into  it  whatever  force  they  thought  proper,  not  only  under 
cover,  but  even  without  the  knowledge  of  the  defenders.  Utterly 
uncertain,  therefore,  upon  what  point  the  storm  was  to  burst,  De 
Bracy  and  his  companion  were  under  the  necessity  of  providing 
against  every  possible  contingency,  and  their  followers,  however 
brave,  experienced  the  anxious  dejection  of  mind  incident  to  men 
enclosed  by  enemies,  who  possessed  the  power  of  choosing  their  time 
and  mode  of  attack. 

Meanwhile,  the  lord  of  the  beleaguered  and  endangered  castle  lay 
upon  a  bed  of  bodily  pain  and  mental  agony.  He  had  not  the  usual 
resource  of  bigots  in  that  superstitious  period,  most  of  whom  were 
wont  to  atone  for  the  crimes  they  were  guilty  of  by  liberality  to  the 
church,  stupifying  by  this  means  their  terrors  by  the  idea  of  atone- 
ment and  forgiveness ;  and  although  the  refuge  which  success  thus 
purchased,  was  no  more  like  to  the  peace  of  mind  which  follows  on 
sincere  repentance,  than  the  turbid  stupefaction  procured  by  opium 
resembles  healthy  and  natural  slumbers,  it  was  still  a  state  of  mind 
preferable  to  the  agonies  of  awakened  remorse.  But  among  the 
vices  of  Front-de-Bceuf,  a  hard  and  griping  man,  avarice  was  predo- 
minant ;  and  he  preferred  setting  church  and  churchmen  at  defiance, 
to  purchasing  from  them  pardon  and  absolution  at  the  price  of 
treasure  and  of  manors.  Nor  did  the  Templar,  an  infidel  of  another 
stamp,  justly  characterise  his  associate,  when  he  said  Front-de-Boeuf 
could  assign  no  cause  for  his  unbelief  and  contempt  for  the  estab- 
lished faith ;  for  the  Baron  would  have  alleged  that  the  church  sold 
her  wares  too  dear,  that  the  spiritual  freedom  which  she  put  up  to 
sale  was  only  to  be  bought  like  that  of  the  chief  captain  of  Jerusalem, 
"  with  a  great  sum,"  and  Front-de-Bceuf  preferred  denying  the  virtue 
of  the  medicine,  to  paying  the  expense  of  the  physician. 

But  the  moment  had  now  arrived  when  earth  and  all  its  treasures 
were  gliding  from  before  his  eyes,  and  when  the  savage  Baron's 
heart,  though  hard  as  a  nether  millstone,  became  appalled  as  he 
gazed  forward  into  the  waste  darkness  of  futurity.  The  fever  of  his 
body  aided  the  impatience  and  agony  of  his  mind,  and  his  deathbed 
exhibited  a  mixture  of  the  newly  awakened  feelings  of  horror,  com- 
bating with  the  fixed  and  inveterate  obstinacy  of  his  disposition,— a 
fearful  state  of  mind,  only  to  be  equalled  in  those  tremendous  regions, 
where  there  are  complaints  without  hope,  remorse  without  repent- 
ance, a  dreadful  sense  of  present  agony,  and  a  presentiment  that  it 
cannot  cease  or  be  diminished ! 
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"  Where  be  these  dog-priests  now,"  growled  the  Baron,  "  who  set 
such  price  on  their  ghostly  mummery  ? — where  be  all  those  unshod 
Carmelites,  for  whom  old  Front- de-Boeuf  founded  the  convent  of  St 
Anne,  robbing  his  heir  of  many  a  fair  rood  of  meadow,  and  many  a 
fat  field  and  close — where  be  the  greedy  hounds  now?— Swilling,  I 
warrant  me,  at  the  ale,  or  playing  their  juggling  tricks  at  the  bed- 
side of  some  miserly  churl. — Me,  the  heir  of  their  founder — me, 
whom  their  foundation  binds  them  to  pray  for — me — ungrateful 
villains  as  they  are !— they  suffer  to  die  like  the  houseless  dog  on 
yonder  common,  unshriven  and  unhouseled ! — Tell  the  Templar  to 
come  hither — he  is  a  priest,  and  may  do  something — But  no! — as  well 
confess  myself  to  the  devil  as  to  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  who  recks 
neither  of  heaven  nor  of  hell. — I  have  heard  old  men  talk  of  prayer 
—prayer  by  their  own  voice — such  need  not  to  court  or  to  bribe  the 
false  priest— But  I — I  dare  not ! " 

'•  Lives  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,"  said  a  broken  and  shrill  voice 
close  by  his  bedside,  "  to  say  there  is  that  which  he  dares  not !  " 

The  evil  conscience  and  the  shaken  nerves  of  Front-de-Bceuf  heard, 
in  this  strange  interruption  to  his  soliloquy,  the  voice  of  one  of  those 
demons,  who,  as  the  superstition  of  the  times  believed,  beset  the  beds 
of  dying  men,  to  distract  their  thoughts,  and  turn  them  from  the 
meditations  which  concerned  their  eternal  welfare.  He  shuddered 
and  drew  himself  together ;  but,  instantly  summoning  up  his  wonted 
resolution,  he  exclaimed,  "  Who  is  there  ? — what  art  thou,  that  darest 
to  echo  my  words  in  a  tone  like  that  of  the  night-raven?  —  Come 
before  my  couch  that  I  may  see  thee." 

"  I  am  thine  evil  angel,  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,"  replied  the 
voice. 

"  Let  me  behold  thee,  then,  in  thy  bodily  shape,  if  thou  be'st 
indeed  a  fiend,"  replied  the  dying  knight ;  "  think  not  that  I  will 
blench  from  thee.  By  the  eternal  dungeon,  could  I  but  grapple 
with  these  horrors  that  hover  round  me,  as  I  have  done  with  mortal 
dangers,  heaven  or  hell  should  never  say  that  I  shrunk  from  the 
conflict ! " 

"  Think  on  thy  sins,  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,"  said  the  almost 
unearthly  voice,  "  on  rebellion,  on  rapine,  on  murder ! — Who  stirred 
up  the  licentious  John  to  war  against  his  grey-headed  father — against 
his  generous  brother  ? " 

"  Be  thou  fiend,  priest,  or  devil,"  replied  Front-de-Bceuf,  "  thou 
liest  in  thy  throat ! — Not  I  stirred  John  to  rebellion — not  I  alone — 
there  were  fifty  knights  and  barons,  the  flower  of  the  midland  coun- 
ties— better  men  never  laid  lance  in  rest — And  must  I  answer  for  the 
fault  done  by  fifty  ?— False  fiend,  I  defy  thee  !  Depart,  and  haunt  my 
couch  no  more  —  let  me  die  in  peace  if  thou  be  mortal — if  thou  be  a 
demon,  thy  time  is  not  yet  come." 

"  In  peace  thou  shalt  not  die,"  repeated  the  voice ;  "  even  in  death 
shalt  thou  think  on  thy  murders — on  the  groans  which  this  castle  has 
echoed — on  the  blood  that  is  ingrained  in  its  floors  ! " 
I  "  Thou  canst  not  shake  me  by  thy  petty  malice,"  answered  Front- 
de-Boeuf,  with  a  ghastly  and  constrained  laugh.  6i  The  infidel  Jew — 
it  was  merit  with  heaven  to  deal  with  him  as  I  did,  else  wherefore  are 
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men  canonised  who  dip  their  hands  in  the  blood  of  Saracens  ?— The 
Saxon  porkers  whom  I  have  slain,  they  were  the  foes  of  my  country, 
and  of  my  lineage,  and  of  my  liege  lord.— Ho  !  ho  !  thou  seest  there 
is  no  crevice  in  my  coat  of  plate— Art  thou  fled?— art  thou  silenced  ?" 

"  No,  foul  parricide !  "  replied  the  voice ;  "  think  of  thy  father  !— 
think  of  his  death  !— think  of  his  banquet-room  flooded  with  his  gore, 
and  that  poured  forth  by  the  hand  of  a  son  !  " 

"  Ha!"  answered  the  Baron,  after  a  long  pause,  "  an  thou  knowest 
that  thou  art  indeed  the  author  of  evil,  and  as  omniscient  as  the 
monks  call  thee  !  —  That  secret  I  deemed  locked  in  my  own  breast, 
and  in  that  of  one  beside  —  the  temptress,  the  partaker  of  my  guilt. 
— Go,  leave  me,  fiend  !  and  seek  the  Saxon  witch  Ulrica,  who  alone 
could  tell  thee  wmat  she  and  I  alone  witnessed  —  Go,  I  say,  to  her, 
who  washed  the  wounds,  and  straighted  the  corpse,  and  gave  to  the 
slain  man  the  outward  show  of  one  parted  in  time  and  in  the  course 
of  nature  —  Go  to  her,  she  was  my  temptress,  the  foul  provoker,  the 
more  foul  rewarder  of  the  deed  —  let  her,  as  well  as  I,  taste  of  the 
tortures  which  anticipate  hell !  " 

"  She  already  tastes  them,"  said  Ulrica,  stepping  before  the  couch 
of  Front-de-Boeuf ;  "  she  hath  long  drunken  of  this  cup,  and  its  bit- 
terness is  now  sweetened  to  see  that  thou  dost  partake  it.  —  Grind 
not  thy  teeth,  Front-de-Boeuf —  roll  not  thine  eyes  —  clench  not  thy 
hand,  nor  shake  it  at  me  with  that  gesture  of  menace !  —  The  hand 
which,  like  that  of  thy  renowned  ancestor  who  gained  thy  name, 
could  have  broken  with  one  stroke  the  skull  of  a  mountain-bull,  is 
now  unnerved  and  powerless  as  mine  own  !  " 

im  Vile  murderous  hag  !  "  replied  Front-de-Bceuf ;  "  detestable 
screech-owl  !  it  is  then  thou  wTho  art  come  to  exult  over  the  ruins 
thou  hast  assisted  to  lay  low  ?  " 

"  Ay,  Reginald  Front-de-Bceuf,"  answered  she,  "  it  is  Ulrica  !  —  it 
is  the  daughter  of  the  murdered  Torquil  Wolfganger !— it  is  the  sister 
of  his  slaughtered  sons  ! — it  is  she  who  demands  of  thee,  and  of  thy 
father's  house,  father  and  kindred,  name  and  fame — all  that  she  has 
lost  by  the  name  of  Front  de-Bceuf  '  —  Think  of  my  wrongs,  Front- 
de-Boeuf,  and  answer  me  if  I  speak  not  truth.  Thou  hast  been  my 
evil  angel,  and  I  will  be  thine  —  I  will  dog  thee  till  the  very  instant 
of  dissolution  !  " 

"  Detestable  fury ! "  exclaimed  Front-de-Boeuf,  "  that  moment  shalt 
thou  never  witness— Ho  !  Giles,  Clement,  and  Eustace  !  Saint  Maur, 
and  Stephen  !  seize  this  damned  witch,  and  hurl  her  from  the  battle- 
ments headlong  —  she  has  betrayed  us  to  the  Saxon  !  —  Ho  !  Saint 
Maur  !  Clement !  false-hearted  knaves,  where  tarry  ye  ?  " 

"  Call  on  them  again,  valiant  Baron,"  said  the  hag,  with  a  smile  of 
grisly  mockery;  "  summon  thy  vassals  around  thee,  doom  them  that 
loiter  to  the  scourge  and  the  dungeon— But  know,  mighty  chief,"  she 
continued,  suddenly  changing  her  tone,  "  thou  shalt  have  neither 
answer,  nor  aid,  nor  obedience  at  their  hands. — Listen  to  these  horrid 
sounds,"  for  the  din  of  the  recommenced  assault  and  defence  now  rung 
fearfully  loud  from  the  battlements  of  the  castle  ;  "  in  that  war-cry  is 
the  downfall  of  thy  house  —  The  blood-cemented  fabric  of  Front-de- 
Bceuf 's  power  totters  to  the  £>undation,  and  before  the  foes  he  most 
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despised !  —  The  Saxon,  Reginald  !  —  the  scorned  Saxon  assails  thy 
walls  !  — Why  liest  thou  here,  like  a  worn-out  hind,  when  the  Saxon 
storms  thy  place  of  strength  ?  " 

"  Gods  and  fiends  !  "  exclaimed  the  wounded  knight ;  "  O,  for  one 
moment's  strength,  to  drag  myself  to  the  melee,  and  perish  as  be- 
comes my  name  ! " 

"Think  not  of  it,  valiant  warrior!  "  replied  she  ;  "thou  shalt  die 
no  soldier's  death,  but  perish  like  the  fox  in  his  den,  when  the 
peasants  have  set  fire  to  the  cover  around  it." 

"  Hateful  hag !  thou  liest,"  exclaimed  Front-de-Boeuf ;  "  my 
followers  bear  them  bravely— my  walls  are  strong  and  high — my 
comrades  in  arms  fear  not  a  whole  host  of  Saxons,  were  they  headed 
by  Hengist  and  Horsa  ! — The  war-cry  of  the  Templar  and  of  the 
Free  Companions  rises  high  over  the  conflict !  And  by  mine  honour, 
when  we  kindle  the  blazing  beacon,  for  joy  of  our  defence,  it  shall 
consume  thee,  body  and  bones ;  and  I  shall  live  to  hear  thou  art  gone 
from  earthly  fires  to  those  of  that  hell  which  never  sent  forth  an  in- 
carnate fiend  more  utterly  diabolical !  " 

"  Hold  thy  belief,"  replied  Ulrica,  "  till  the  proof  reach  thee— But 
no  !"  she  said,  interrupting  herself,  "thou  shalt  know,  even  now,  the 
doom,  which  all  thy  power,  strength,  and  courage  is  unable  to  avoid, 
though  it  is  prepared  for  thee  by  this  feeble  hand.  Markest  thou  the 
smouldering  and  suffocating  vapour  which  already  eddies  in  sable 
folds  through  the  chamber? — Didst  thou  think  it  was  but  the  darken- 
ing of  thy  bursting  eyes— the  difficulty  of  thy  cumbered  breathing? 
— No  !  Front  de-Boeuf,  there  is  another  cause— Rememberest  thou 
the  magazine  of  fuel  that  is  stored  beneath  these  apartments  ?  " 

"  Woman  ! "  he  exclaimed  with  fury,  "  thou  hast  not  set  fire  to  it  ? 
— By  heaven,  thou  hast,  and  the  castle  is  in  flames !  " 

"  They  are  fast  rising  at  least,"  said  Ulrica,  with  frightful  com- 
posure ;  "  and  a  signal  shall  soon  wave  to  warn  the  besiegers  to  press 
hard  upon  those  who  would  extinguish  them.— Farewell,  Front-de- 
Boeuf! — May  Mista,  Skogula,  and  Zernebock,  gods  of  the  ancient 
Saxons — fiends,  as  the  priests  now  call  them— supply  the  place  of 
comforters  at  your  dying  bed,  which  Ulrica  now  relinquishes  ! — But 
know,  if  it  will  give  thee  comfort  to  know  it,  that  Ulrica  is  bound  to 
the  same  dark  coast  with  thyself,  the  companion  of  thy  punishment 
as  the  companion  of  thy  guilt.  And  now,  parricide,  farewell  for  ever  ! 
.—  May  each  stone  of  this  vaulted  roof  find  a  tongue  to  echo  that  title 
into  thine  ear  !" 

So  saying,  she  left  the  apartment ;  and  Front-de-Boeuf  could  hear 
the  crash  of  the  ponderous  key  as  she  locked  and  double-locked  the 
door  behind  her,  thus  cutting  off  the  most  slender  chance  of  escape. 
In  the  extremity  of  agony  he  shouted  upon  his  servants  and  allies — 
"Stephen  and  Saint  Maur ! — Clement  and  Giles  !— I  burn  here  un- 
aided ! — To  the  rescue — to  the  rescue,  brave  Bois  Guilbert,  valiant 
De  Bracy  !— It  is  Front-de-Boeuf  who  calls  ! — It  is  your  master,  ye 
traitor  squires  ! — Your  ally — your  brother  in  arms,  ye  perjured  and 
faithless  knights  ! — all  the  curses  due  to  traitors  upon  your  recreant 
i  heads,  do  you  abandon  me  to  perish  thus  miserably  ! — They  hear  me 
not— they  cannot  hear  me— my  voice  is  lost  in  the  din  of  battle — The 
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smoke  rolls  thicker  and  thicker— the  fire  has  caught  upon  the  floor 
below — O,  for  one  draught  of  the  air  of  heaven,  were  it  to  be  pur- 
chased by  instant  annihilation  !  "  And  in  the  mad  frenzy  of  despair, 
the  wretch  now  shouted  with  the  shouts  of  the  fighters,  now  muttered 
curses  on  himself,  on  mankind,  and  on  Heaven  itself.—"  The  red  fire 
flashes  through  the  thick  smoke  ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  the  demon 
inarches  against  me  under  the  banner  of  his  own  element— Foul 

spirit,  avoid  ! I  go  not  with  thee  without   my  comrades — all,  all 

are  thine,  that  garrison  these  walls — Thinkest^  thou  Frout-de-Bceuf 
will  be  singled  out  to  go  alone  ?— No— the  infidel  Templar — the 
licentious  De  Bracy— Ulrica,  the  foul  murdering  strumpet— the  men 
who  aided  my  enterprises — the  dog  Saxons  and  accursed  Jews,  who 
are  my  prisoners — all,  all  shall  attend  me— a  goodly  fellowship  as 
ever  took  the  downward  road— Ha,  ha,  ha !  "  and  he  laughed  in  his 
frenzy  till  the  vaulted  roof  rang  again.  "  Who  laughed  there  ?"  ex- 
claimed Front-de-Bceuf,  in  altered  mood,  for  the  noise  of  the  conflict 
did  not  prevent  the  echoes  of  his  own  mad  laughter  from  returning 
upon  his  ear — "who  laughed  there? — Ulrica,  was  it  thou?— Speak, 
witch,  and  I  forgive  thee — for,  only  thou  or  the  fiend  of  hell  himself 

could  have  laughed  at  such  a  moment.     A  vaunt—  avaunt ! " 

But  it  were  impious  to  trace  any  farther  the  picture  of  the  blas- 
phemer and  parricide's  deathbed. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more, 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead. 

And  you,  good  yeoman, 

Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  pasture— let  us  swear 
Tiiat  you  are  worth  your  breeding. 

King  Henry  V. 

Cedric,  although  not  greatly  confident  in  Ulrica's  message, 
omitted  not  to  communicate  her  promise  to  the  Black  Knight  and 
Locksley.  They  were  well  pleased  to  find  they  had  a  friend  within 
the  place,  who  might,  in  the  moment  of  need,  be  able  to  facilitate 
their  entrance,  and  readily  agreed  with  the  Saxon  that  a  storm, 
under  whatever  disadvantages,  ought  to  be  attempted,  as  the  only 
means  of  liberating  the  prisoners  now  in  the  hands  of  the  cruel 
Front-de-Boeuf. 

"  The  royal  blood  of  Alfred  is  endangered,"  said  Cedric. 

"  The  honour  of  a  noble  lady  is  in  peril,"  said  the  Black  Knight. 

"And,  by  the  Saint  Christopher  at  my  baldric,"  said  the  good 
yeoman,  "  were  there  no  other  cause  than  the  safety  of  that  poor 
faithful  knave,  Wamba,  I  would  jeopard  a  joint  ere  a  hair  of  his  head 
were  hurt." 

"  And  so  would  I,"  said  the  Friar ;  "  what,  sirs !  I  trust  well  that 
a  fool— I  mean,  d'ye  see  me,  sirs,  a  fool  that  is  free  of  his  guild  and 
master  of  his  craft,  and  can  give  as  much  relish  and  flavour  to  a 
cup  of  wine  as  ever  a  flitch  of  bacon  can— I  say,  brethren,  such  a 
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fool  shall  never  want  a  wise  clerk  to  pray  for  or  fight  for  him  at  a 
strait,  while  I  can  say  a  mass  or  flourish  a  partisan." 

And  with  that  he  made  his  heavy  halberd  to  play  around  his  head 
as  a  shepherd-boy  flourishes  his  little  crook. 

"  True,  Holy  Clerk,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  "  true  as  if  Saint 
Dunstan  himself  had  said  it. — And  now,  good  Locksley,  were  it  not 
well  that  noble  Cedric  should  assume  the  direction  of  this  assault  ?  " 

"  Not  a  jot  I,"  returned  Cedric ;  "  I  have  never  been  wont  to 
study  either  how  to  take  or  how  to  hold  out  those  abodes  of  tyrannic 
power,  which  the  Normans  have  erected  in  this  groaning  land.  I 
will  fight  among  the  foremost ;  but  my  honest  neighbours  well  know 
I  am  not  a  trained  soldier  in  the  discipline  of  wars,  or  the  attack  of 
strongholds." 

"  Since  it  stands  thus  with  the  noble  pedric,"  said  Locksley,  "  I 
am  most  willing  to  take  on  me  the  direction  of  the  archery ;  and  ye 
shall  hang  me  up  on  my  own  trysting-tree,  an  the  defenders  be  per- 
mitted to  show  themselves  over  the  walls  without  being  stuck  with 
as  many  shafts  as  there  are  cloves  in  a  gammon  of  bacon  at 
Christmas." 

"  Well  said,  stout  yeoman,"  answered  the  Black  Knight ;  "  and  if 
I  be  thought  worthy  to  have  a  charge  in  these  matters,  and  can  find 
among  these  brave  men  so  many  as  are  willing  to  follow  a  true  English 
knight,  for  so  I  may  surely  call  myself,  I  am  ready,  with  such  skill 
as  my  experience  has  taught  me,  to  lead  them  to  tne  attack  of  these 
walls." 

The  parts  being  thus  distributed  to  the  leaders,  they  commenced 
the  first  assault,  of  which  the  reader  has  already  heard  the  issue. 

When  the  barbican  was  carried,  the  Sable  Knight  sent  notice  of 
the  happy  event  to  Locksley,  requesting  him,  at  the  same  time,  to 
keep  such  a  strict  observation  on  the  castle  as  might  prevent  the 
defenders  from  combining  their  force  for  a  sudden  sally,  and  recover- 
ing the  outwork  which  they  had  lost.  This  the  knight  was  chiefly 
desirous  of  avoiding,  conscious  that  the  men  whom  he  led,  being 
hasty  and  untrained  volunteers,  imperfectly  armed  and  unaccustomed 
to  discipline,  must,  upon  any  sudden  attack,  fight  at  great  disadvan- 
tage with  the  veteran  soldiers  of  the  Norman  knights,  who  were  well 
provided  with  arms  both  defensive  and  offensive  ;  and  who,  to  match 
the  zeal  and  high  spirit  of  the  besiegers,  had  all  the  confidence  which 
arises  from  perfect  discipline  and  the  habitual  use  of  weapons. 

The  knight  employed  the  interval  in  causing  to  be  constructed  a 
sort  of  floating  bridge,  or  long  raft,  by  means  of  which  he  hoped  to 
cross  the  moat  in  despite  of  the  resistance  of  the  enemy.  This  was 
a  work  of  some  time,  which  the  leaders  the  less  regretted,  as  it  gave 
Ulrica  leisure  to  execute  her  plan  of  diversion  in  their  favour,  what- 
ever that  might  be. 

When  the  raft  was  completed,  the  Black  Knight  addressed  the 
besiegers  : — "  It  avails  not  waiting  here  longer,  my  friends ;  the  sun 
is  descending  to  the  west — and  I  have  that  upon  my  hands  which 
will  not  permit  me  to  tarry  with  you  another  day.  Besides,  it  will 
be  a  marvel  if  the  horsemen  come  not  upon  us  from  York,  unless 
we  speedily  accomplish  our  purpose.    Wherefore,  one  of  ye  go  to 
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Locksley,  and  bid  him  commence  a  discharge  of  arrows  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  castle,  and  move  forward  as  if  about  to  assault  it ;  and 
you,  true  English  hearts,  stand  by  me,  and  be  ready  to  thrust  the 
raft  endlong'  over  the  moat  whenever  the  postern  on  our  side  is 
thrown  open.  Follow  me  boldly  across,  and  aid  me  to  burst  yon 
sallyport  in  the  main  wall  of  the  castle.  As  many  of  you  as  like  not  this 
service,  or  are  but  ill  armed  to  meet  it,  do  you  man  the  top  of  the 
outwork,  draw  your  bowstrings  to  your  ears,  and  mind  you  quell  with 
your  shot  whatever  shall  appear  to  man  the  rampart— Noble  Cedric, 
wilt  thou  take  the  direction  of  those  which  remain  ?  " 

"  Not  so,  by  the  soul  of  Hereward ! n  said  the  Saxon ;  "  lead  I 
cannot;  but  may  posterity  curse  me  in  my  grave,  if  I  follow  not  |i 
with  the  foremost  wherever  thou  shalt  point  the  way— The  quarrel  is 
mine,  and  well  it  becomes  me  to  be  in  the  van  of  the  battle." 

"  Yet,  bethink  thee,  noble  Saxon,"  said  the  knight,  "  thou  hast 
neither  hauberk,  nor  corslet,  nor  aught  but  that  light  helmet,  target, 
and  sword." 

"The  better  !"  answered  Cedric;  "I  shall  be  the  lighter  to  climb 
these  walls.  And,— forgive  the  boast,  Sir  Knight, — thou  shalt  this 
day  see  the  naked  breast  of  a  Saxon  as  boldly  presented  to  the  battle 
as  ever  ye  beheld  the  steel  corslet  of  a  Norman." 

"  In  the  name  of  God,  then,"  said  the  knight,  "  fling  open  the  door, 
and  launch  the  floating  bridge." 

The  portal,  which  led  from  the  inner  wall  of  the  barbican  to  the 
moat,  and  which  corresponded  with  a  sallyport  in  the  main  wall  of 
the  castle,  was  now  suddenly  opened ;  the  temporary  bridge  was  then 
thrust  forward,  and  soon  flashed  in  the  waters,  extending  its  length 
between  the  castle  and  outwork,  and  forming  a  slippery  and  preca- 
rious passage  for  two  men  abreast  to  cross  the  moat.  Well  aware 
of  the  importance  of  taking  the  foe  by  surprise,  the  Black  Knight, 
closely  followed  by  Cedric,  threw  himself  upon  the  bridge,  and 
reached  the  opposite  side.  Here  he  began  to  thunder  with  his  axe 
upon  the  gate  of  the  castle,  protected  in  part  from  the  shot  and 
stones  cast  by  the  defenders,  by  the  ruins  of  the  former  drawbridge, 
which  the  Templar  had  demolished  in  his  retreat  from  the  barbican, 
leaving  the  counterpoise  still  attached  to  the  upper  part  of  the  portaL 
The  followers  of  the  knight  had  no  such  shelter;  two  were  instantly 
shot  with  crossbow  bolts,  and  two  more  fell  into  the  moat ;  the  others 
retreated  back  into  the  barbican. 

The  situation  of  Cedric  and  of  the  Black  Knight  was  now  truly 
dangerous,  and  would  have  been  still  more  so,  but  for  the  constancy 
of  the  archers  in  the  barbican,  who  ceased  not  to  shower  their  arrows 
upon  the  battlements,  distracting  the  attention  of  those  by  whom  they 
were  manned,  and  thus  affording  a  respite  to  their  two  chiefs  from 
the  storm  of  missiles  which  must  otherwise  have  overwhelmed  them. 
But  their  situation  was  eminently  perilous,  and  was  becoming  more 
so  with  every  moment. 

"  Shame  on  ye  all !  "  cried  De  Bracy  to  the  soldiers  around  him  ; 
"  do  ye  call  yourselves  cross  bowmen,  and  let  these  two  dogs  keep  their 
station  under  the  walls  of  the  castle  ? — Heave  over  the  coping  stones 
from  the  battlement,  an  better  may  not  be — Get  pickaxe  and  levers, 
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and  down  with  that  huge  pinnacle !  "  pointing  to  a  heavy  piece  of 
stone  carved- work  that  projected  from  the  parapet. 

At  this  moment  the  besiegers  caught  sight  of  the  red  flag  upon 
the  angle  of  the  tower  which  Ulrica  had  described  to  Cedric.  The 
good  yeoman  Locksley  was  the  first  who  was  aware  of  it,  as  he  was 
hasting  to  the  outwork,  impatient  to  see  the  progress  of  the  assault. 
"  Saint  George ! "  he  cried,  "  Merry  Saint  George  for  England ! 
—to  the  charge,  bold  yeomen ! — why  leave  ye  the  good  knight  and 
noble  Cedric  to  storm  the  pass  alone  ? — make  in,  mad  priest,  show 
thou  canst  fight  for  thy  rosary — make  in,  brave  yeomen  ! — the  castle 
is  ours,  we  have  friends  within — See  yonder  flag,  it  is  the  appointed 
signal— Torquilstone  is  ours  ! — Think  of  honour,  think  of  spoil — One 
effort,  and  the  place  is  ours !  " 

With  that  he  bent  his  good  bow,  and  sent  a  shaft  right  through  the 
breast  of  one  of  the  men-at-arms,  who,  under  De  Bracy's  direction,  was 
loosening  a  fragment  from  one  of  the  battlements  to  precipitate  on 
the  heads  of  Cedric  and  the  Black  Knight.  A  second  soldier  caught 
from  the  hands  of  the  dying  man  the  iron  crow,  with  which  he  heaved 
at  and  had  loosened  the  stone  pinnacle,  when,  receiving  an  arrow 
through  his  head-piece,  he  dropped  from  the  battlements  into  the 
moat  a  dead  man.  The  men-at-arms  were  daunted,  for  no  armour 
seemed  proof  against  the  shot  of  this  tremendous  archer. 

"Do  you  give  ground,  base  knaves!"  said  De  Bracy;  "Mount 
joye  Saint  Denis!—  Give  me  the  lever." 

And,  snatching  it  up,  he  again  assailed  the  loosened  pinnacle, 
which  was  of  weight  enough,  if  thrown  dowTn,  not  only  to  have  de- 
stroyed the  remnant  of  the  drawbridge,  which  sheltered  the  two  fore- 
most assailants,  but  also  to  have  sunk  the  rude  float  of  planks  over 
which  they  had  crossed.  All  saw  the  danger,  and  the  boldest,  even 
the  stout  Friar  himself,  avoided  setting  foot  on  the  raft.  Thrice  did 
Locksley  bend  his  shaft  against  De  Bracy,  and  thrice  did  his  arrow 
bound  back  from  the  knight's  armour  of  proof. 

"  Curse  on  thy  Spanish  steel-coat !  "  said  Locksley,  "  had  English 
smith  forged  it,  these  arrows  had  gone  through,  an  as  if  it  had  been 
silk  or  sendal."  He  then  began  to  call  out,  "  Comrades!  friends!  noble 
Cedric  !  bear  back,  and  let  the  ruin  fall." 

His  warning  voice  was  unheard,  for  the  din  which  the  knight  him- 
self occasioned  by  his  strokes  upon  the  postern  would  have  drowned 
twenty  war-trumpets.     The  faithful  Gurth,  indeed,  sprung  forward 
on  the  planked  bridge,  to  warn  Cedric  of  his  impending  fate,  or  to 
share  it  with  him.     But  his  warning  wrould  have  come  too  late  ;  the 
massive  pinnacle  already  tottered,  and  De  Bracy,  who  still  heaved  at 
his  task,  would  have  accomplished  it,  had  not  the  voice  of  the  Tem- 
plar sounded  close  in  his  ear. 
66  All  is  lost,  De  Bracy,  the  castle  burns." 
u  Thou  art  mad  to  say  so  !  "  replied  the  knight. 
"  It  is  all  in  a  light  flame  on  the  western  side.     I  have  striven  in 
vain  to  extinguish  it." 

With  the  stern  coolness  which  formed  the  basis  of  his  character, 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  communicated  this  hideous  intelligence  which 
was  not  so  calmly  received  by  his  astonished  comrade. 
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"  Saints  of  Paradise ! "  said  De  Bracy ;  "  what  is  to  be  done  ?  I  vow 
to  Saint  Nicholas  of  Limoges  a  candlestick  of  pure  gold " 

"Spare  thy  vow,"  said  the  Templar,  "and  mark  me.  Lead  thy 
men  down,  as  if  to  a  sally ;  throw  the  postern-gate  open— There  are 
but  two  men  who  occupy  the  float,  fling  them  into  the  moat,  and  push 
across  for  the  barbican.  I  will  charge  from  the  main  gate  and  attack 
the  barbican  on  the  outside;  and  if  we  can  regain  that  post,  be 
assured  we  shall  defend  ourselves  until  we  are  relieved,  or  at  least 
till  they  grant  us  fair  quarter." 

"  It  is  well  thought  upon,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  I  will  play  my  part- 
Templar,  thou  will  not  fail  me?" 

"  Hand  and  glove,  1  will  not !  "  said  Bois-Guilbert.  "  But  haste 
thee,  in  the  name  of  God ! " 

De  Bracy  hastily  drew  his  men  together,  and  rushed  down  to  the 
postern-gate,  which  he  caused  instantly  to  be  thrown  open.  But 
scarce  was  this  done  ere  the  portentous  strength  of  the  Black  Knight 
forced  his  way  inward  in  despite  of  De  Bracy  and  his  followers.  Two 
of  the  foremost  instantly  fell,  and  the  rest  gave  way  notwithstanding 
all  their  leader's  efforts  to  stop  them. 

"  Dogs !  "  said  De  Bracy,  "  will  ye  let  two  men  win  our  only  pass 
for  safety  ?  " 

"  He  is  the  devil !  "  said  a  veteran  man-at-arms,  bearing  back  from 
the  blows  of  their  sable  antagonist. 

"  And  if  he  be  the  devil,"  replied  De  Bracy,  "  would  you  fly  from 
him  into  the  mouth  of  hell  ? — the  castle  burns  behind  us,  villains  ! — 
let  despair  give  you  courage,  or  let  me  forward,  I  will  cope  with  this 
champion  myself." 

And  well  and  chivalrous  did  De  Bracy  that  day  maintain  the  fame 
he  had  acquired  in  the  civil  wars  of  that  dreadful  period.  The 
vaulted  passage  to  which  the  postern  gave  entrance,  and  in  which 
these  two  redoubted  champions  were  now  fighting  hand  to  hand, 
rung  with  the  furious  blows  which  they  dealt  each  other,  De  Bracy 
with  his  sword,  the  Black  Knight  with  his  ponderous  axe.  At  length 
the  Norman  received  a  blow,  which,  though  its  force  was  partly 
parried  by  his  shield,  for  otherwise  never  more  would  De  Bracy 
nave  again  moved  limb,  descended  yet  with  such  violence  on  his 
crest,  that  he  measured  his  length  on  the  paved  floor. 

"  Yield  thee,  De  Bracy,"  said  the  Black  Champion,  stooping  over 
him,  and  holding  against  the  bars  of  his  helmet  the  fatal  poniard 
with  which  the  knights  despatched  their  enemies  (and  which  was 
called  the  dagger  of  mercy), — "  yield  thee,  Maurice  de  Bracy,  rescue 
or  no  rescue,  or  thou  art  but  a  dead  man." 

"I  will  not  yield,"  replied  De  Bracy  faintly,  "to  an  unknown 
conqueror.  Tell  me  thy  name,  or  work  thy  pleasure  on  me— it  shall 
never  be  said  that  Maurice  de  Bracy  was  prisoner  to  a  nameless 
churl." 

The  Black  Knight  whispered  something  into  the  ear  of  the  van- 
quished. 

"  I  yield  me  to  be  true  prisoner,  rescue  or  no  rescue,"  answered 
the  Norman,  exchanging  his  tone  of  stern  and  determined  obstinacy 
for  one  of  deep  though  sullen  submission. 
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"  Go  to  tlie  barbican,"  said  the  victor,  in  a  tone  of  authority,  "  and 
there  wait  my  farther  orders." 

"  Yet  first,'  let  me  say,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  what  it  imports  thee  to 
know.  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe  is  wounded  and  a  prisoner,  and  will 
perish  in  the  burning*  castle  without  present  help." 

"  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe !  "  exclaimed  the  Black  Knight — "  prisoner, 
and  perish ! — The  life  of  every  man  in  the  castle  shall  answer  it  if  a 
hair  of  his  head  be  singed — Show  me  his  chamber  !  " 

"  Ascend  yonder  winding  stair,"  said  De  Bracy  ;  "  it  leads  to  his 
apartment — Wilt  thou  not  accept  my  guidance  ?  "  he  added,  in  a  sub- 
missive voice. 

"  No.  To  the  barbican,  and  there  wait  my  orders.  I  trust  thee 
not,  De  Bracy." 

During  this  combat  and  the  brief  conversation  which  ensued, 
Cedric,  at  the  head  of  a  body  of  men,  among  whom  the  Friar  was 
conspicuous,  had  pushed  across  the  bridge  as  soon  as  they  saw  the 
postern  open,  and  drove  back  the  dispirited  and  despairing  followers 
of  De  Bracy,  of  whom  some  asked  quarter,  some  offered  vain  resist- 
ance, and  the  greater  part  fled  towards  the  courtyard.  De  Bracy 
himself  arose  from  the  ground,  and  cast  a  sorrowful  glance  after  his 
conqueror.  "  He  trusts  me  not,"  he  repeated ;  "  but  nave  I  deserved 
his  trust  ? "  He  then  lifted  his  sword  from  the  floor,  took  off  his 
helmet,  in  token  of  submission,  and,  going  to  the  barbican,  gave  up 
his  sword  to  Locksley,  whom  he  met  by  the  way. 

As  the  fire  augmented,  symptoms  of  it  became  soon  apparent  in 
the  chamber  where  Ivanhoe  was  watched  and  tended  by  the  Jewess, 
Rebecca.  He  had  been  awakened  from  his  brief  slumber  by  the 
noise  of  the  battle ;  and  his  attendant,  who  had,  at  his  anxious  desire, 
again  placed  herself  at  the  window  to  watch  and  report  to  him  the 
fate  of  the  attack,  was  for  some  time  prevented  from  observing 
either,  by  the  increase  of  the  smouldering  and  stifling  vapour.  At 
length  the  volumes  of  smoke  which  rolled  into  the  apartment— the 
cries  for  water,  which  were  heard  even  above  the  din  of  the  battle, 
made  them  sensible  of  the  progress  of  this  new  danger. 

"  The  castle  burns,"  said  Rebecca ;  "  it  burns  ! — What  can  we  do 
to  save  ourselves  ? " 

"  Fly,  Rebecca,  and  save  thine  own  life,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "  for  no 
human  aid  can  avail  me." 

w  I  will  not  fly,"  answered  Rebecca ;  "  we  will  be  saved  or  perish 
together — And  yet,  great  God  ! — my  father,  my  father! — what  will 
be  his  fate  ?  " 

At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  apartment  flew  open,  and  the 
Templar  presented  himself, — a  ghastly  figure,  for  his  gilded  armour 
was  broken  and  bloody,  and  the  plume  was  partly  shorn  away,  partly 
burnt  from  his  casque.  "I  have  found  thee,"  said  he  to  Rebecca; 
"  thou  shalt  prove  I  will  keep  my  word  to  share  weal  and  wo  with 
thee — There  is  but  one  path  to  safety,  I  have  cut  my  way  through 
fifty  dangers  to  point  it  to  thee — up,  and  instantly  follow  me."  1 

1  The  author  has  some  idea  that  this  passage  is  imitated  from  the  appearance 
of  Philidaspes,  before  the  divine  JMandane,  when  the  city  of  Babylon  is  on  fire, 
and  he  proposes  to  carry  her  from  the  flames.      But  the  theft,  if-  there  be  cue, 
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"  Alone,"  answered  Rebecca,  u  I  will  not  follow  thee.  If  thou  wert 
born  of  woman— if  thou  hast  but  a  touch  of  human  charity  in  thee— 
if  thy  heart  be  not  hard  as  thy  breastplate— save  my  aged  father- 
save  this  wounded  knight ! " 

"  A  knight,"  answered  the  Templar,  with  his  characteristic  calm- 
ness, "  a  knight,  Rebecca,  must  encounter  his  fate,  whether  it  meet 
him  in  the  shape  of  sword  or  flame— and  who  recks  how  or  where  a 
Jew  meets  with  his  ?  " 

"  Savage  warrior,"  said  Rebecca,  "  rather  will  I  perish  in  the  flames 
than  accept  safety  from  thee !  " 

"Thou  shalt  not  choose,  Rebecca— once  didst  thou  foil  me,  but 
never  mortal  did  so  twice." 

So  saying,  he  seized  on  the  terrified  maiden,  who  filled  the  air  with 
her  shrieks,  and  bore  her  out  of  the  room  in  his  arms  in  spite  of  her 
cries,  and  without  regarding  the  menaces  and  defiance  which  Ivanhoe 
thundered  against  him.  "Hound  of  the  Temple  —  stain  to  thine 
Order — set  free  the  damsel!  Traitor  of  Bois-Guilbert,  it  is  Ivanhoe 
commands  thee ! — Villain,  I  will  have  thy  heart's  blood!  " 

"I  had  not  found  thee,  Wilfred,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  who  at 
that  instant  entered  the  apartment,  "but  for  thy  shouts." 

"  If  thou  be'st  true  knight,"  said  Wilfred,  "  think  not  of  me — pursue 
yon  ravisher— save  the  Lady  Rowena — look  to  the  noble  Cedric  !  " 

"In  their  turn,"  answered  he  of  the  fetterlock,  "  but  thine  is  first." 

And  seizing  upon  Ivanhoe,  he  bore  him  off"  with  as  much  ease  as 
the  Templar  had  carried  off"  Rebecca,  rushed  with  him  to  the  postern, 
and  having  there  delivered  his  burden  to  the  care  of  two  yeomen, 
he  again  entered  the  castle  to  assist  in  the  rescue  of  the  other 
prisoners. 

One  turret  was  now  in  bright  flames,  which  flashed  out  furiously 
from  window  and  shot-hole.  But  in  other  parts,  the  great  thickness 
of  the  walls  and  the  vaulted  roofs  of  the  apartments,  resisted  the 
progress  of  the  flames,  and  there  the  rage  of  man  still  triumphed, 
as  the  scarce  more  dreadful  element  held  mastery  elsewhere;  for 
the  besiegers  pursued  the  defenders  of  the  castle  from  chamber  to 
chamber,  and  satiated  in  their  blood  the  vengeance  which  had  long 
animated  them  against  the  soldiers  of  the  tyrant  Front-de-Boeuf. 
Most  of  the  garrison  resisted  to  the  uttermost — few  of  them  asked 
oxuarter  —  none  received  it.  The  air  was  filled  with  groans  and 
clashing  of  arms — the  floors  were  slippery  with  the  blood  of  de- 
spairing and  expiring  wretches. 

Through  this  scene  of  confusion,  Cedric  rushed  in  quest  of  Rowena, 
while  the  faithful  Gurth,  following  him  closely  through  the  melee, 
neglected  his  own  safety  while  he  strove  to  avert  the  blows  that 
were  aimed  at  his  master.  The  noble  Saxon  was  so  fortunate  as 
to  reach  his  ward's  apartment  just  as  she  had  abandoned  all  hope 
of  safety,  and,  with  a  crucifix  clasped  in  agony  to  her  bosom,  sat  in 
expectation  of  instant  death.  He  committed  her  to  the  charge  of 
Gurth,  to  be  conducted  in  safety  to  the  barbican,  the  road  to  which 
was  now  cleared  of  the  enemy,  and  not  yet  interrupted  by  the  flames. 

would  be  rather  too  severly  punished  by  the  penance  of  searching  for  the  original 
passage  through  the  interminable  volumes  of  the  Grand  Cyrus. 
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This  accomplished,  the  loyal  Cedric  hastened  in  quest  of  his  friend 
Athelstane,  determined,  at  every  risk  to  himself,  to  save  that  last 
scion  of  Saxon  royalty.  But  ere  Cedric  penetrated  as  far  as  the  old 
hall  in  which  he  had  himself  been  a  prisoner,  the  inventive  genius 
of  Wamba  had  procured  liberation  for  himself  and  his  companion 
in  adversity. 

When  the  noise  of  the  conflict  announced  that  it  was  at  the  hottest, 
the  Jester  began  to  shout,  with  the  utmost  power  of  his  lungs,  "  Saint 
George  and  the  dragon !— Bonny  Saint  George  for  merry  England ! 
— The  castle  is  won !  "  And  these  sounds  he  rendered  yet  more  fear- 
ful, by  banging  against  each  other  two  or  three  pieces  of  rusty  armour 
which  lay  scattered  around  the  hall. 

A  guard,  which  had  been  stationed  in  the  outer,  or  ante-room,  and 
whose  spirits  were  already  in  a  state  of  alarm,  took  fright  at  Wamba's 
clamour,  and  leaving  the  door  open  behind  them,  ran  to  tell  the 
Templar  that  foemen  had  entered  the  old  hall.  Meantime  the 
prisoners  found  no  difficulty  in  making  their  escape  into  the  ante- 
room, and  from  thence  into  the  court  of  the  castle,  which  was  now 
the  last  scene  of  contest.  Here  sat  the  fierce  Templar,  mounted  on 
horseback,  surrounded  by  several  of  the  garrison  both  on  horse  and 
foot,  who  had  united  their  strength  to  that  of  this  renowned  leader, 
in  order  to  secure  the  last  chance  of  safety  and  retreat  which  re- 
mained to  them.  The  drawbridge  had  been  lowered  by  his  orders, 
but  the  passage  was  beset ;  for  the  archers,  who  had  hitherto  only 
annoyed  the  castle  on  that  side  by  their  missiles,  no  sooner  saw  the 
flames  breaking  out,  and  the  bridge  lowered,  than  they  thronged  to 
the  entrance*  as  well  to  prevent  the  escape  of  the  garrison  as  to 
secui-e  their  own  share  of  booty  ere  the  castle  should  be  burnt  down. 
On  the  other  hand,  a  party  of  the  besiegers,  who  had  entered  by  the 
postern,  were  now  issuing  out  into  the  courtyard,  and  attacking  with 
fury  the  remnant  of  the  defenders  who  were  thus  assaulted  on  both 
sides  at  once. 

Animated,  however,  by  despair,  and  supported  by  the  example  of 
their  indomitable  leader,  the  remaining  soldiers  of  the  castle  fought 
with  the  utmost  valour ;  and,  being  well  armed,  succeeded  more  than 
once  in  driving  back  the  assailants,  though  much  inferior  in  numbers. 
Rebecca,  placed  on  horseback  before  one  of  the  Templar's  Saracen 
slaves,  was  in  the  midst  of  the  little  party ;  and  Bois-Guilbert,  not- 
withstanding the  confusion  of  the  bloody  fray,  showed  every  attention 
to  her  safety.  Repeatedly  he  was  by  her  side,  and,  neglecting  his 
own  defence,  held  before  her  the  fence  of  his  triangular  steel-plated 
shield ;  and  anon  starting  from  his  position  by  her,  lie  cried  his  war- 
cry,  dashed  forward,  struck  to  earth  the  most  forward  of  the  assailants, 
and  was  on  the  same  instant  once  more  at  her  bridle  rein. 

Athelstane,  who,  as  the  reader  knows,  was  slothful,  but  not  cowardly, 
beheld  the  female  form  whom  the  Templar  protected  thus  sedulously, 
and  doubted  not  that  it  was  Rowena  whom  the  knight  was  carrying 
off,  in  despite  of  all  resistance  which  could  be  offered. 

"  By  the  soul  of  Saint  Edward,"  he  said,  "  I  will  rescue  her  from 
yonder  over-proud  knight,  and  he  shall  die  by  my  hand  !  " 

11  Think  what  you  do !  "  cried  Wamba ;  "  the  hasty  hand  catches 
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frog  for  fish— by  my  bauble,  yonder  is  none  of  my  Lady  Rowena— see 
but  her  long  dark  locks  !— Nay,  an  ye  will  not  know  black  from  white, 
re  may  be  leader,  but  I  will  be  no  follower  — no  bones  of  mine  shall 
e  broken  unless  I  know  for  whom.  —  And  you  without  armour  too  ! 
—Bethink  you,  silk  bonnet  never  kept  out  steel  blade— Nay,  then, 
if  wilful  will  to  water,  wilful  must  drench.—  Deus  vobiscum,  most 
doughty  Athelstane  !  "  —  he  concluded,  loosening-  the  hold  which  he 
had  hitherto  kept  upon  the  Saxon's  tunic. 

To  snatch  a  mace  from  the  pavement,  on  which  it  lay  beside  one 
whose  dying'  grasp  had  just  relinquished  it— to  rush  on  the  Templar's 
band,  and  to  strike  in  quick  succession  to  the  right  and  left,  levelling" 
a  warrior  at  each  blow,  was,  for  Athelstane's  great  strength,  now 
animated  with  unusual  fury,  but  the  work  of  a  single  moment ;  he 
was  soon  within  two  yards  of  Bois-Guilbert,  whom  he  defied  in  his 
loudest  tone. 

"  Turn,  false-hearted  Templar  !  let  go  her  whom  thou  art  un- 
worthy to  touch — turn,  limb  of  a  band  of  murdering  and  hypocritical 
robbers ! " 

"  Dog  !  "  said  the  Templar,  grinding  his  teeth,  "  I  will  teach  thee 
to  blaspheme  the  holy  Order  of  the  Temple  of  Zion ! "  and  with 
these  words,  half-wheeling  his  steed,  he  made  a  demi-courbette 
towards  the  Saxon,  and  rising  in  the  stirrups,  so  as  to  take  full 
advantage  of  the  descent  of  the  horse,  he  discharged  a  fearful  blow 
upon  the  head  of  Athelstane. 

Well  said,  Wamba,  that  silken  bonnet  keeps  out  no  steel  blade. 
So  trenchant  was  the^  Templar's  weapon,  that  it  shore  asunder,  as  it 
had  been  a  willow  twig,  the  tough  and  plaited  handle  of  the  mace, 
which  the  ill-fated  Saxon  reared  to  parry  the  blow,  and,  descending 
on  his  head,  levelled  him  with  the  earth. 

"  Ha  !  Beau-seant !  "  exclaimed  Bois-Guilbert,  "  thus  be  it  to  the 
maligners  of  the  Temple-knights  !  "  Taking  advantage  of  the  dis- 
may which  was  spread  by  the  fall  of  Athelstane,  and  calling  aloud, 
"  Those  who  would  save  themselves,  follow  me  !  "  he  pushed  across 
the  drawbridge,  dispersing  the  archers  who  would  have  intercepted 
them.  He  was  followed  by  his  Saracens,  and  some  five  or  six  men- 
at-arms,  who  had  mounted  their  horses.  The  Templar's  retreat  was 
rendered  perilous  by  the  numbers  of  arrows  shot  off  at  him  and  his 
party;  but  this  did  not  prevent  him  from  galloping  round  to  the 
barbican,  of  which,  according  to  his  previous  plan,  he  supposed  it 
possible  De  Bracy  might  have  been  in  possession. 

"  De  Bracy  !  De  Bracy  !  "  he  shouted,  "  art  thou  there  ?  " 

"  I  am  here,"  replied  De  Bracy ;  "  but  I  am  a  prisoner." 

"  Can  I  rescue  thee  ?  "  cried  Bois-Guilbert. 

"  No,"  replied  De  Bracy ;  "  I  have  rendered  me,  rescue  or  no 
rescue.  I  will  be  true  prisoner.  Save  thyself — there  are  hawks 
abroad  —  put  the  seas  betwixt  you  and  England  —  I  dare  not  say 
more." 

"  Well,"  answered  the  Templar,  "an  thou  wilt  tarry  there,  remem- 
ber I  have  redeemed  word  and  glove.  Be  the  hawks  where  they  will, 
methinks  the  walls  of  the  Preceptory  of  Templestowe  will  be  cover 
sufficient,  and  thither  will  I,  like  heron  to  her  haunt." 
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Having1  thus  spoken,  he  galloped  off  with  his  followers. 

Those  of  the  castle  who  had  not  gotten  to  horse,  still  continued 
to  fight  desperately  with  the  besiegers,  after  the  departure  of  the 
Templar,  but  rather  in  despair  of  quarter  than  that  they  entertained 
any  hope  of  escape.  The  fire  was  spreading  rapidly  through  all  parts 
of  the  castle,  when  Ulrica,  who  had  first  kindled  it,  appeared  on  a 
turret,  in  the  guise  of  one  of  the  ancient  furies,  yelling  forth  a  war- 
song*,  such  as  was  of  yore  raised  on  the  field  of  battle  by  the  scalds  of 
the  yet  heathen  Saxons.  Her  long  dishevelled  grey  hair  flew  back 
from  her  uncovered  head ;  the  inebriating  delight  of  gratified  ven- 
geance contended  in  her  eyes  with  the  fire  of  insanity ;  and  she 
brandished  the  distaff  which  she  held  in  her  hand,  as  if  she  had  been 
one  of  the  Fatal  Sisters,  who  spin  and  abridge  the  thread  of  human 
life.  Tradition  has  preserved  some  wild  strophes  of  the  barbarous 
hymn  which  she  chanted  wildly  amid  that  scene  of  fire  and  of 
slaughter : — 

l. 

Whet  the  bright  steel, 

Sons  of  the  White  Dragon  ! 

Kindle  the  torch, 

Daughter  of  Hengist ! 

The  steel  glimmers  not  for  the  carving  of  the  banquet. 

It  is  hard,  broad,  and  sharply  pointed; 

The  torch  goeth  not  to  the  bridal  chamber, 

It  steams  and  glitters  blue  with  sulphur. 

Whet  the  steel,  the  raven  croaks  ! 

Light  the  torch,  Zernebock  is  yelling! 

Whet  the  steel,  sons  of  the  Dragon  ! 

Kindle  the  torch,  daughter  of  Hengist ! 

2. 
The  black  cloud  is  low  over  the  thane's  castle  ; 
The  eagle  screams — he  rides  on  its  bosom. 
Scream  not,  grey  rider  of  the  sable  cloud, 
Thy  banquet  is  prepared  .' 
The  maidens  of  Valhalla  look  forth, 
The  race  of  Hengist  will  send  them  guests. 
Shake  your  black  tresses,  maidens  of  Valhalla! 
And  strike  your  loud  timbrels  for  joy  ! 
Many  a  haughty  step  bends  to  your  halls, 
Many  a  helmed  head. 

3. 
Dark  sits  the  evening  upon  the  thane's  castle, 
The  black  clouds  gather  round  ; 
Soon  shall  they  be  red  as  the  blood  of  the  valiant ! 
The  destroyer  of  forests  shall  shake  his  red  crest  against 

them! 
He,  the  bright  consumer  of  palaces, 
Broad  waves  he  his  blazing  banner, 
Red,  wide,  and  dusky, 
Over  the  strife  of  the  valiant : 

His  joy  is  in  the  clashing  swords  and  broken  bucklers  ; 
He  loves  to  lick  the  hissing  blood  as  it  bursts  warm  from 
the  wound ! 

4. 
All  must  perish ! 
The  sword  cleaveth  the  helmet ; 
The  strong  armour  is  pierced  by  the  lance ; 
Fire  devoureth  the  dwelling  of  princes, 
Engines  break  down  the  fences  of  the  battle. 
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All  must  perish  ! 

The  race  of  Hengist  is  gone — 

The  name  of  Horsa  is  no  more ! 

Shrink  not  then  from  your  doom,  sons  of  the  sword  ! 

Let  your  blades  drink  blood  like  wine; 

Feast  ye  in  the  banquet  of  slaughter, 

By  the  light  of  the  blazing  halls  ' 

Strong  be  your  swords  while  your  blood  is  warm, 

And  spare  neither  for  pity  nor  fear, 

For  vengeance  hath  but  an  hour ; 

Strong  hate  itself  shall  expire  ! 

I  also  must  perish.1 

The  towering"  flames  had  now  surmounted  every  obstruction,  and 
rose  to  the  evening"  skies  one  hug"e  and  burning*  beacon,  seen  far  and 
wide  through  the  adjacent  country.  Tower  after  tower  crashed 
down,  with  blazing"  roof  and  rafter ;  and  the  combatants  were  driven 
from  the  courtyard.  The  vanquished,  of  whom  very  few  remained, 
scattered  and  escaped  into  the  neighbouring*  wood.  The  victors, 
assembling  in  larg"e  bands,  gazed  with  wonder,  not  unmixed  with 
fear,  upon  the  flames,  in  which  their  own  ranks  and  arms  glanced 
dusky  red.  The  maniac  figure  of  the  Saxon  Ulrica  was  for  a  long 
time  visible  on  the  lofty  stand  she  had  chosen,  tossing  her  arms 
abroad  with  wild  exultation,  as  if  she  reigned  empress  of  the  con- 
flagration which  she  had  raised.  At  length,  with  a  terrific  crash, 
the  whole  turret  gave  way,  and  she  perished  in  the  flames  which  had 
consumed  her  tyrant.  An  awful  pause  of  horror  silenced  each  mur- 
mur of  the  armed  spectators,  who,  for  the  space  of  several  minutes, 
stirred  not  a  finger,  save  to  sign  the  cross.  The  voice  of  Locksley 
was  then  heard,  "  Shout,  yeomen ! — the  den  of  tyrants  is  no  more ! 
Let  each  bring  his  spoil  to  our  chosen  place  of  rendezvous  at  the 
Trysting-tree  in  the  Harthill-walk ;  for  there  at  break  of  day  will 
we  make  just  partition  among  our  own  bands,  together  with  our 
worthy  allies  in  this  great  deed  of  vengeance/' 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

Trust  me  each  state  must  have  its  policies  : 
Kingdoms  have  edicts,  cities  have  their  charters ; 
Even  the  wild  outlaw,  in  his  forest- walk, 
Keeps  yet  some  touch  of  civil  discipline; 
For  not  since  Adam  wore  his  verdant  apron, 
Hath  man  with  man  in  social  union  dwelt, 
But  laws  were  made  to  draw  that  union  closer. 

Old  Play. 

The  daylight  had  dawned  upon  the  glades  of  the  oak  forest.    The 

freen  boughs  glittered  with  all  their  pearls  of  dew.     The  hind  led 
er  fawn  from  the  covert  of  high  fern  to  the  more  open  walks  of  the 
greenwood ;  and  no  huntsman  was  there  to  watch  or  intercept  the 
stately  hart,  as  he  paced  at  the  head  of  the  antler'd  herd. 
The  outlaws  were  all  assembled  around  the  Trysting-tree  in  the 

l  See  Note  H.     Ulrica's  Death-Song. 
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Harthill-walk,  where  they  had  spent  the  night  in  refreshing*  them- 
selves after  the  fatigues  of  the  siege,  some  with  wine,  some  with 
slumber,  many  with  hearing  and  recounting  the  events  of  the  day, 
and  computing  the  heaps  of  plunder  which  their  success  had  placed 
at  the  disposal  of  their  Chief. 

The  spoils  were  indeed  very  large ;  for,  notwithstanding  that 
much  was  consumed,  a  great  deal  of  plate,  rich  armour,  and  splendid 
clothing,  had  been  secured  by  the  exertions  of  the  dauntless  outlaws, 
who  could  be  appalled  by  no  danger  when  such  rewards  were  in 
view.  Yet  so  strict  were  the  laws  of  their  society,  that  no  one 
ventured  to  appropriate  any  part  of  the  booty,  which  was  brought 
into  one  common  mass  to  be  at  the  disposal  of  their  leader. 

The  place  of  rendezvous  was  an  aged  oak ;  not,  however,  the  same 
to  which  Locksley  had  conducted  Gurth  and  Wamba  in  the  earlier 
part  of  the  story,  but  one  which  was  the  centre  of  a  sylvan  amphi- 
theatre, within  half  a  mile  of  the  demolished  castle  of  Torquilstone. 
Here  Locksley  assumed  his  seat — a  throne  of  turf  erected  under 
the  twisted  branches  of  the  huge  oak,  and  the  sylvan  followers  were 
gathered  around  him.  He  assigned  to  the  Black  Knight  a  seat  at 
his  right  hand,  and  to  Cedric  a  place  upon  his  left. 

"  Pardon  my  freedom,  noble  sirs,"  he  said,  "  but  in  these  glades 
I  am  monarch — they  are  my  kingdom ;  and  these  my  wild  subjects 
would  reck  but  little  of  my  power,  were  I,  within  my  own  dominions, 
to  yield  place  to  mortal  man.— Now,  sirs,  who  hath  seen  our  chap- 
lain ?  where  is  our  curtal  Friar  ?  A  mass  amongst  Christian  men 
best  begins  a  busy  morning." — No  one  had  seen  the  Clerk  of  Cop- 

manhurst "Over  gods  forbode!"  said  the  outlaw  Chief,  " I  trust 

the  jolly  priest  hath  but  abidden  by  the  wine-pot  a  thought  too  late. 
Who  saw  him  since  the  castle  was  ta'en  ?" 

"  I,"  quoth  the  Miller,  "  marked  him  busy  about  the  door  of  a 
cellar,  swearing  by  each  saint  in  the  calendar  he  would  taste  the 
smack  of  Fronte-de-Bceuf  s  Gascoigne  wine." 

"Now,  the  saints,  as  many  as  there  be  of  them,"  said  the  Captain, 
"  forefend,  lest  he  has  drank  too  deep  of  the  wine-butts,  and  perished 
by  the  fall  of  the  castle !— Away,  Miller!— take  with  you  enow  of 
men,  seek  the  place  where  you  last  saw  him — throw  water  from  the 
moat  on  the  scorching  ruins — I  will  have  them  removed  stone  by 
stone  ere  I  lose  my  curtal  Friar." 

The  numbers  who  hastened  to  execute  this  duty,  considering  that 
an  interesting  division  of  spoil  was  about  to  take  place,  showed  how 
much  the  troop  had  at  heart  the  safety  of  their  spiritual  father. 

"  Meanwhile,  let  us  proceed,"  said  Locksley ;  for  when  this  bold 
deed  shall  be  sounded  abroad,  the  bands  of  De  Bracy,  of  Malvoisin, 
and  other  allies  of  Front-de-Bceuf,  will  be  in  motion  against  as,  and 
it  were  well  for  our  safety  that  we  retreat  from  the  vicinity. — Noble 
Cedric,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  Saxon,  "  that  spoil  is  divided  into 
two  portions ;  do  thou  make  choice  of  that  best  suits  thee,  to  recom- 
pense thy  people  who  were  partakers  with  us  in  this  adventure." 

'*  Good  yeoman,"  said  Cedric,  "  my  heart  is  oppressed  with  sad- 
ness. The  noble  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh  is  no  more — the  last 
sprout  of  the  sainted  Confessor !    Hopes  have  perished  with  him 
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which  can  never  return!— A  sparkle  hath  been  quenched  by  his 
blood,  which  no  human  breath  can  again  rekindle !  My  people,  save 
the  few  who  are  now  with  me,  do  but  tarry  my  presence  to  trans- 
port his  honoured  remains  to  their  last  mansion.  The  LadyRowena 
is  desirous  to  return  to  Rotherwood,  and  must  be  escorted  by  a  suffi- 
cient force.  I  should,  therefore,  ere  now,  have  left  this  place ;  and  I 
waited— not  to  share  the  booty,  for,  so  help  me  God  and  Saint  With- 
old  !  as  neither  I  nor  any  of  mine  will  touch  the  value  of  a  Hard,— I 
waited  but  to  render  my  thanks  to  thee  and  to  thy  bold  yeomen,  for 
the  life  and  honour  ye  have  saved." 

"  Nay,  but,"  said  the  chief  Outlaw,  "  we  did  but  half  the  work  at 
most— take  of  the  spoil  what  may  reward  your  own  neighbours  and 
followers." 

"I  am  rich  enough  to  reward  them  from  mine  own  wealth," 
answered  Cedric. 

"And  some,"  said  Wamba,  "have  been  wise  enough  to  reward 
themselves ;  they  do  not  march  off  empty-handed  altogether.  We 
do  not  all  wear  motley." 

"  They  are  welcome,"  said  Locksley ;  "  our  laws  bind  none  but 
ourselves." 

"  But  thou,  my  poor  knave,"  said  Cedric,  turning  about  and  em- 
bracing his  Jester,  "  how  shall  I  reward  thee,  who  feared  not  to  give 
thy  body  to  chains  and  death  instead  of  mine ! — All  forsook  me,  when 
the  poor  fool  was  faithful ! " 

A  tear  stood  in  the  eye  of  the  rough  Thane  as  he  spoke — a  mark 
of  feeling  which  even  the  death  of  Athelstane  had  not  extracted ; 
but  there  was  something  in  the  half- instinctive  attachment  of  his 
clown,  that  waked  his  nature  more  keenly  than  even  grief  itself. 

"Nay,"  said  the  Jester,  extricating  himself  from  his  master's 
caress,  "  if  you  pay  my  service  with  the  water  of  your  eye,  the  Jester 
must  weep  for  company,  and  then  what  becomes  of  his  vocation  ? — 
But,  uncle,  if  you  would  indeed  pleasure  me,  1  pray  you  to  pardon  my 
playfellow  Gurth,  who  stole  a  week  from  your  service  to  bestow  it 
on  your  son." 

"  Pardon  him! "  exclaimed  Cedric ;  "  I  will  both  pardon  and  reward 
him.  Kneel  down,  Gurth."— The  swineherd  was  in  an  instant  at  his 
master's  feet— Theow  and  Esne  *  art  thou  no  longer,"  said  Cedric, 
touching  him  with  a  wand;  "Folkfree  and  Sacless2  art  thou  in 
town  and  from  town,  in  the  forest  as  in  the  field.  A  hide  of  land  I 
give  to  thee  in  my  steads  of  Walburgham,  from  me  and  mine  to  thee 
and  thine  aye  and  for  ever;  and  God's  malison  on  his  head  who 
this  gainsays ! " 

No  longer  a  serf,  but  a  freeman  and  a  landholder,  Gurth  sprung 
upon  his  feet,  and  twice  bounded  aloft  to  almost  his  own  height  from 
the  ground. 

"  A  smith  and  a  file,"  he  cried,  "  to  do  away  the  collar  from  the 
neck  of  a  freeman ! — Noble  master !  doubled  is  my  strength  by 
your  gift,  and  doubly  will  I  fight  for  you  !— There  is  a  free  spirit  in 
my  breast— I  am  a  man  changed  to  myself  and  all  around. — Ha, 

i  Thrall  and  bbudsraau.  2  A  lawful  freeman. 
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Fang's  !  "  lie  continued, — for  that  faithful  cur,  seeing  his  master  thus 
transported,  began  to  jump  upon  him,  to  express  his  sympathy, — 
"  knowest  thou  thy  master  still  ? " 

"  Ay,"  said  Wamba,  "Fangs  and  I  still  know  thee,  Gurth,  though 
we  must  needs  abide  by  the  collar  ;  it  is  only  thou  art  likely  to  for- 
get both  us  and  thyself." 

"I  shall  forget  myself  indeed  ere  I  forget  thee,  true  comrade," 
said  Gurth;  "and  were  freedom  fit  for  thee,  Wamba,  the  master 
would  not  let  thee  want  it." 

"  Nay,"  said  Wamba,  "  never  think  I  envy  thee,  brother  Gurth ;  the 
serf  sits  by  the  hall-fire  when  the  freeman  must  forth  to  the  field  of 
battle— and  what  saith  Oldhelm  of  Malmsbury — Better  a  fool  at  a 
feast  than  a  wise  man  at  a  fray." 

The  tramp  of  horses  was  now  heard,  and  the  Lady  Rowena 
appeared,  surrounded  by  several  riders,  and  a  much  stronger  party 
of  footmen,  who  joyfully  shook  their  pikes  and  clashed  their  brown- 
bills  for  joy  of  her  freedom.  She  herself,  richly  attired,  and  mounted 
on  a  dark  chestnut  palfrey,  had  recovered  all  the  dignity  of  her  man- 
ner, and  only  an  unwonted  degree  of  paleness  showed  the  sufferings 
she  had  undergone.  Her  lovely  brow,  though  sorrowful,  bore  on  it 
a  cast  of  reviving  hope  for  the  future,  as  well  as  of  grateful  thankful- 
ness for  the  past  deliverance — She  knew  that  Ivanhoe  was  safe,  and 
she  knew  that  Athelstane  was  dead.  The  former  assurance  filled 
her  with  the  most  sincere  delight ;  and  if  she  did  not  absolutely  re- 
joice at  the  latter,  she  might  be  pardoned  for  feeling  the  full  advan- 
tage of  being  freed  from  farther  persecution  on  the  only  subject  in 
which  she  had  ever  been  contradicted  by  her  guardian  Cedric. 

As  Rowena  bent  her  steed  towards  Locksley's  seat,  that  bold  yeo- 
man, with  all  his  followers,  rose  to  receive  her,  as  if  by  general  in- 
stinct of  courtesy.  The  blood  rose  to  her  cheeks,  as,  courteously 
waving  her  hand,  and  bending  so  low  that  her  beautiful  and  loose 
tresses  were  for  an  instant  mixed  with  the  flowing  mane  of  her  pal- 
frey, she  expressed  in  few  but  apt  words  her  obligations  and  her 
gratitude  to  Locksley  and  her  other  deliverers. — "  God  bless  you, 
brave  men,"  she  concluded,  "  God  and  Our  Lady  bless  you  and 
requite  you  for  gallantly  periling  yourselves  in  the  cause  of  the 
oppressed!— If  any  of  you  should  hunger,  remember  Rowena  has 
food — if  you  should  thirst,  she  has  many  a  butt  of  wine  and  brown 
ale — and  if  the  Normans  drive  ye  from  these  walks,  Rowena  has 
forests  of  her  own,  where  her  gallant  deliverers  may  range  at  full  free- 
dom, and  never  ranger  ask  whose  arrow  hath  struck  down  the  deer." 

"  Thanks,  gentle  lady,"  said  Locksley ;  "  thanks  from  my  company 
and  myself.  But  to  have  saved  you  requites  itself.  We  who  walk 
the  greenwood  do  many  a  wild  deed,  and  the  Lady  Rowena's  deliver- 
ance may  be  received  as  an  atonement." 

Again  bowing  from  her  palfrey,  Rowena  turned  to  depart;  but 
pausing  a  moment,  while  Cedric,  who  was  to  attend  her,  was  also 
taking  his  leave,  she  found  herself  unexpectedly  close  by  the  prisoner 
De  Bracy.  He  stood  under  a  tree  in  deep  meditation,  his  arms 
crossed  upon  his  breast,  and  Rowena  was  in  hopes  that  she  might 
pass  him  unobserved.     He  looked  up,  however,  and,  when  aware  of 
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her  presence,  a  deep  flush  of  shame  suffused  his  handsome  count- 
enance. He  stood  a  moment  most  irresolute;  then,  stepping"  for- 
ward, took  her  palfrey  hy  the  rein,  and  hent  his  knee  before  her. 

"  Will  the  Lady  Rowena  deign  to  cast  an  eye  on  a  captive  knight 
— on  a  dishonoured  soldier?" 

"  Sir  Knight,"  answered  Rowena,  "  in  enterprises  such  as  yours, 
the  real  dishonour  lies  not  in  failure,  but  in  success." 

"  Conquest,  lady,  should  soften  the  heart,"  answered  De  Bracy ; 
"  let  me  but  know  that  the  Lady  Rowena  forgives  the  violence  occa- 
sioned by  an  ill-fated  passion,  and  she  shall  soon  learn  that  De  Bracy 
knows  how  to  serve  her  in  nobler  ways." 

"  1  forgive  you,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Rowena,  "  as  a  Christian." 

"That  means,"  said  Wamba,  "that  she  does  not  forgive  him  at  all." 

"  But  I  can  never  forgive  the  misery  and  desolation  your  madness 
has  occasioned,"  continued  Rowena. 

"Unloose  your  hold  on  the  lady's  rein,"  said  Cedric,  coming  up. 
"  By  the  bright  sun  above  us,  but  it  were  shame,  I  would  pin  thee  to 
the  earth  with  my  javelin — but  be  well  assured,  thou  shalt  smart, 
Maurice  de  Bracy,  for  thy  share  in  this  foul  deed." 

"  He  threatens  safely  who  threatens  a  prisoner,"  said  De  Bracy ; 
"but  when  had  a  Saxon  any  touch  of  courtesy?" 

Then  retiring  two  steps  backward,  he  permitted  the  lady  to  move 
on. 

Cedric,  ere  they  departed,  expressed  his  peculiar  gratitude  to  the 
Black  Champion,  and  earnestly  entreated  him  to  accompany  him  to 
Rotherwood. 

"  I  know,"  he  said,  "  that  ye  errant  knights  desire  to  carry  your 
fortunes  on  the  point  of  your  lance,  and  reck  not  of  lands  or  goods  ; 
but  war  is  a  changeful  mistress,  and  a  home  is  sometimes  desirable 
even  to  the  champion  whose  trade  is  wandering.  Thou  hast  earned 
one  in  the  halls  of  Rotherwood,  noble  knight.  Cedric  has  wealth 
enough  to  repair  the  injuries  of  fortune,  and  all  he  has  is  his  de- 
liverer's— Come,  therefore,  to  Rotherwood,  not  as  a  guest,  but  as  a 
son  or  brother." 

"Cedric  has  already  made  me  rich,"  said  the  Knight, — "he  has 
taught  me  the  value  of  Saxon  virtue.  To  Rotherwood  will  I  come, 
brave  Saxon,  and  that  speedily;  but,  as  now,  pressing  matters  of 
moment  detain  me  from  your  halls.  Peradventure,  when  I  come 
hither,  I  will  ask  such  a  boon  as  will  put  even  thy  generosity  to  the 
test." 

"It  is  granted  ere  spoken  out,"  said  Cedric,  striking  his  ready 
hand  into  the  gauntleted  palm  of  the  Black  Knight,—"  it  is  granted 
already,  were  it  to  affect  half  my  fortune." 

"  Gage  not  thy  promise  so  lightly,"  said  the  Knight  of  the  Fetter- 
lock ;  "  yet  well  I  hope  to  gain  the  boon  I  shall  ask.  Meanwhile, 
adieu." 

t  "  I  have  but  to  say,"  added  the  Saxon,  "  that,  during  the  funeral 
rites  of  the  noble  Athelstane,  I  shall  be  an  inhabitant  of  the  halls  of  I 
his  castle  of  Coningsburgh— They  will  be  open  to  all  who  choose  to 
partake  of  the  funeral  banqueting ;  and,  I  speak  in  name  of  the 
noble  Edith,  mother  of  the  fallen  prince,  they  will  never  be  shut 
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against  him  who  laboured  so  bravely,  though  unsuccessfully,  to  save 
Athelstane  from  Norman  chains  and  Norman  steel." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  Wamba,  who  had  resumed  his  attendance  on  his 
master,  "  rare  feeding  there  will  be — pity  that  the  noble  Athelstane 
cannot  banquet  at  his  own  funeral. — But  he,"  continued  the  Jester, 
lifting  up  his  eyes  gravely,  "  is  supping  in  Paradise,  and  doubtless 
does  honour  to  the  cheer." 

"Peace,  and  move  on,"  said  Cedric,  his  anger  at  this  untimely 
jest  being  checked  by  the  recollection  of  Wamba's  recent  services. 
Rowena  waved  a  graceful  adieu  to  him  of  the  Fetterlock— the  Saxon 
bade  God  speed  him,  and  on  they  moved  through  a  wide  glade  of  the 
forest. 

They  had  scarce  departed,  ere  a  sudden  procession  moved  from 
under  the  greenwood  branches,  swept  slowly  round  the  sylvan  amphi- 
theatre, and  took  the  same  direction  with  Rowena  and  her  followers. 
The  priests  of  a  neighbouring  convent,  in  expectation  of  the  ample 
donation  or  soul-seal,  which  Cedric  had  propined,  attended  upon  the 
car  in  which  the  body  of  Athelstane  was  laid,  and  sang  hymns  as  it 
was  sadly  and  slowly  borne  on  the  shoulders  of  his  vassals  to  his 
castle  of  Coningsburgh,  to  be  there  deposited  in  the  grave  of  Hengist, 
from  whom  the  deceased  derived  his  long  descent.  Many  of  his 
vassals  had  assembled  at  the  news  of  his  death,  and  followed  the  bier 
with  all  the  external  marks,  at  least,  of  dejection  and  sorrow.  Again 
the  outlaws  arose,  and  paid  the  same  rude  and  spontaneous  homage 
to  death,  which  they  had  so  lately  rendered  to  beauty — the  slow 
chant  and  mournful  step  of  the  priests,  brought  back  to  their  remem- 
brance such  of  their  comrades  as  had  fallen  in  the  yesterday's  affray. 
But  such  recollections  dwell  not  long  with  those  who  lead  a  life  of 
danger  and  enterprise,  and  ere  the  sound  of  the  death-hymn  had  died 
on  the  wind,  the  outlaws  were  again  busied  in  the  distribution  of 
their  spoil. 

"  Valiant  knight,"  said  Locksley  to  the  Black  Champion,  "with- 
out whose  good  heart  and  mighty  arm  our  enterprise  must  altogether 
have  failed,  will  it  please  you  to  take  from  that  mass  of  spoil  what- 
ever may  best  serve  to  pleasure  you,  and  to  remind  you  of  this  my 
Trysting-tree  ?  " 

"  I  accept  the  offer,"  said  the  Knight,  "  as  frankly  as  it  is  given  ; 
and  I  ask  permission  to  dispose  of  Sir  Maurice  de  Bracy  at  my  own 
pleasure." 

"  He  is  thine  already,"  said  Locksley,  "  and  well  for  him !  else  the 
tyrant  had  graced  the  highest  bough  of  this  oak,  with  as  many  of  his 
Free  Companions  as  we  could  gather,  hanging  thick  as  acorns 
around  him. — But  he  is  thy  prisoner,  and  he  is  safe,  though  he  had 
slain  my  father." 

"  De  Bracy,"  said  the  Knight,  "  thou  art  free — depart.  He  whose 
prisoner  thou  art  scorns  to  take  mean  revenge  for  what  is  past.  But 
beware  of  the  future,  lest  a  worse  thing  befall  thee. — Maurice  de 
Bracy,  I  say  beware  ! " 

De  Bracy  bowed  low  and  in  silence,  and  was  about  to  withdraw, 
when  the  yeomen  burst  at  once  into  a  shout  of  execration  and 
derision.     The  proud  knight  instantly  stopped,  turned  back,  folded 
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his  arms,  drew  up  his  form  to  its  full  height,  and  exclaimed,  "Peace, 
ye  yelping*  curs !  who  open  upon  a  cry  which  ye  followed  not  when 
the  stag  was  at  bay— De  Bracy  scorns  your  censure  as  he  would 
disdain  your  applause.  To  your  brakes,  and  caves,  ye  outlawed 
thieves  !  and  be  silent  when  aught  knightly  or  noble  is  but  spoken 
within  a  league  of  your  fox-earths." 

This  ill-timed  defiance  might  have  procured  for  De  Bracy  a  volley 
of  arrows,  but  for  the  hasty  and  imperative  interference  of  the  out- 
law Chief.  Meanwhile  the  knight  caught  a  horse  by  the  rein ;  for 
several  which  had  been  taken  in  the  stables  of  Front-de-Bceuf  stood 
accoutred  around,  and  were  a  valuable  part  of  the  booty.  He  threw 
himself  upon  the  saddle,  and  galloped  off  through  the  wood. 

When  the  bustle  occasioned  by  this  incident  was  somewhat  com- 
posed, the  chief  Outlaw  took  from  his  neck  the  rich  horn  and  baldric 
which  he  had  recently  gained  at  the  strife  of  archery  near  Ashby. 

"  Noble  knight,"  he  said  to  him  of  the  Fetterlock,  "  if  you  disdain 
not  to  grace  by  your  acceptance  a  bugle  which  an  English  yeoman 
has  once  worn,  this  will  I  pray  you  to  keep  as  a  memorial  of  your 
gallant  bearing — and  if  ye  have  aught  to  do,  and,  as  happeneth  oft 
to  a  gallant  knight,  ye  chance  to  be  hard  bested  in  any  forest  between 
Trent  and  Tees,  wind  three  mots 1  upon  the  horn  thus,  Wa-sa-hoa ! 
and  it  may  well  chance  ye  shall  find  helpers  and  rescue." 

He  then  gave  breath  to  the  bugle,  and  winded  once  and  again  the 
call  which  he  described,  until  the  knight  had  caught  the  notes. 

"Gramerey  for  the  gift,  bold  yeoman,"  said  the  Knight;  "and 
better  help  than  thine  and  thy  rangers  would  I  never  seek,  were  it 
at  my  utmost  need."  And  then  in  his  turn  he  winded  the  call  till  all 
the  greenwood  rang. 

"  Well  blown  and  clearly,"  said  the  yeoman ;  beshrew  me  an  thou 
knowest  not  as  much  of  woodcraft  as  of  war !— thou  hast  been  a 
striker  of  deer  in  thy  day,  I  warrant. — Comrades,  mark  these  three 
mots— it  is  the  call' of  the  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock;  and  he  who 
hears  it,  and  hastens  not  to  serve  him  at  his  need,  I  will  have  him 
scourged  out  of  our  band  with  his  own  bowstring." 

"  Long  live  our  leader  ! "  shouted  the  yeomen,  "  and  long  live  the 
Black  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock  !— May  he  soon  use  our  service,  to 
prove  how  readily  it  will  be  paid." 

Locksley  now  proceeded  to  the  distribution  of  the  spoil,  which  he 
performed  with  the  most  laudable  impartiality.  A  tenth  part  of  the 
whole  was  set  apart  for  the  church,  and  for  pious  uses ;  a  portion 
was  next  allotted  to  a  sort  of  public  treasury ;  a  part  was  assigned 
to  the  widows  and  children  of  those  who  had  fallen,  or  to  be  expended 
in  masses  for  the  souls  of  such  as  had  left  no  surviving  family.  The 
rest  was  divided  amongst  the  outlaws,  according  to  their  rank  and 
merit ;  and  the  judgment  of  the  Chief,  on  all  such  doubtful  questions 
as  occurred,  was  delivered  with  great  shrewdness,  and  received  with 
absolute  submission.  The  Black  Knight  was  not  a  little  surprised 
to  find  that  men,  in  a  state  so  lawless,  were  nevertheless  among 

1  The  notes  upon  the  bugles  were  anciently  called  mots,  and  are  distinguished 
in  the  old  treatises  on  hunting,  not  by  musical  characters,  but  by  written  words. 
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themselves  so  regularly  and  equitably  governed,  and  all  that  he 
observed  added  to  his  opinion  of  the  justice  and  judgment  of  their 
leader. 

When  each  had  taken  his  own  proportion  of  the  booty,  and  while 
the  treasurer,  accompanied  by  four  tall  yeomen,  was  transporting 
that  belonging  to  the  state  to  some  place  of  concealment  or  of 
security,  the  portion  devoted  to  the  church  still  remained  unappro- 
priated. 

"  1  would,"  said  the  leader,  "  we  could  hear  tidings  of  our  joyous 
chaplain — he  was  never  wont  to  absent  when  meat  was  to  be 
blessed,  or  spoil  to  be  parted ;  and  it  is  his  duty  to  take  care  of  these 
the  tithes  of  our  successful  enterprise.  It  may  be  the  office  has 
helped  to  cover  some  of  his  canonical  irregularities.  Also  I  have  a 
holy  brother  of  his  a  prisoner  at  no  great  distance,  and  I  would  fain 
have  the  Friar  to  help  me  to  deal  with  him  in  due  sort— I  greatly 
misdoubt  the  safety  of  the  bluff  priest. " 

"I  were  right  sorry  for  that,"  said  the  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock, 
"for  I  stand  indebted  to  him  for  the  joyous  hospitality  of  a  merry 
night  in  his  cell.  Let  us  to  the  ruins  of  the  castle ;  it  may  be  we 
shall  there  learn  some  tidings  of  him." 

While  they  thus  spoke,  a  loud  shout  among  the  yeomen  announced 
the  arrival  of  him  for  whom  they  feared,  as  they  learned  from  the 
stentorian  voice  of  the  Friar  himself,  long  before  they  saw  his  burly 
person. 

"  Make  room,  my  merry  men  ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  room  for  your 
godly  father  and  his  prisoner — Cry  welcome  once  more. — I  come, 
noble  leader,  like  an  eagle  with  my  prey  in  my  clutch." — And 
making  his  way  through  the  ring,  amidst  the  laughter  of  all  around, 
he  appeared  in  majestic  triumph,  his  huge  partisan  in  one  hand,  and 
in  the  other  a  halter,  one  end  of  which  was  fastened  to  the  neck 
of  the  unfortunate  Isaac  of  York,  who,  bent  down  by  sorrow  and 
terror,  was  dragged  on  by  the  victorious  priest,  who  shouted  aloud, 
"  Where  is  Allan-a-Dale  to  chronicle  me  in  a  ballad,  or  if  it  were  but 
a  lay  ? — By  Saint  Hermangild,  the  jingling  crowder  is  ever  out  of  the 
way  where  there  is  an  apt  theme  for  exalting  valour!" 

"  Curtal  priest,"  said  the  Captain,  "  thou  hast  been  at  a  wet  mass 
this  morning,  as  early  as  it  is.  In  the  name  of  Saint  Nicholas,  whom 
hast  thou  got  here  ? " 

"  A  captive  to  my  sword  and  to  my  lance,  noble  Captain,"  replied 
the  Clerk  of  Copmanhurst ;  "  to  my  bow  and  to  my  halberd,  I  should 
rather  say;  and  yet  I  have  redeemed  him  by  my  divinity  from  a 
worse  captivity.  Speak,  Jew — have  I  not  ransomed  thee  from 
Sathanas? — have  I  not  taught  thee  thy  credo,  thy  pater,  and  thine 
Ave  Maria  ?—  Did  I  not  spend  the  whole  night  in  drinking  to  thee, 
and  in  expounding  of  mysteries  ?  " 

"For  the  love  of  God  !"  ejaculated  the  poor  Jew,  "will  no  one  take 
me  out  of  the  keeping  of  this  mad — I  mean  this  holy  man?" 

"  How's  this,  Jew  ?"  said  the  Friar,  with  a  menacing  aspect ;  "  dost 
thou  recant,  Jew? — Bethink  thee,  if  thou  dost  relapse  into  thine 
infidelity,  though  thou  art  not  so  tender  as  a  suckling  pig— I  would 
I  had  one  to  break  my  fast  upon — thou  art  not  too  tough  to  be 
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roasted !    Be  conformable,  Isaac,  and  repeat  the  words  after  me. 
Ave  Maria  ! " 

"Nay,  we  will  have  no  profanation,  mad  priest,"  said  Locksley ; 
"  let  us  rather  hear  where  you  found  this  prisoner  of  thine. " 

"  By  St  Dunstan "  said  the  Friar,  "  I  found  him  where  I  sought  for 
better  ware!  I  did  step  into  the  cellarage  to  see^ what  might  be 
rescued  there ;  for  though  a  cup  of  burned  wine,  with  spice,  be  an 
evening's  draught  for  an  emperor,  it  were  waste,  methought,  to  let 
so  much  good  liquor  be  mulled  at  once ;  and  I  caught  up  one  runlet 
of  sack,  and  was  coming  to  call  more  aidamong  these  lazy  knaves, 
who  are  ever  to  seek  when  a  good  deed  is  to  be  done,  when  I  was 
avised  of  a  strong  door — Aha  !  thought  I,  here  is  the  choicest  juice 
of  all  in  this  secret  crypt ;  and  the  knave  butler,  being  disturbed  in 
his  vocation,  hath  left  the  key  in  the  door— In  therefore  I  went,  and 
found  just  nought  besides  a  commodity  of  rusted  chains  and  this  dog 
of  a  Jew,  who  presently  rendered  himself  my  prisoner,  rescue  or  no 
rescue.  I  did  but  refresh  myself  after  the  fatigue  of  the  action  with 
the  unbeliever  with  one  humming  cup  of  sack,  and  was  proceeding  to 
lead  forth  my  captive,  when,  crash  after  crash,  as  with  wild  thunder- 
dint  and  levin-fire,  down  toppled  the  masonry  of  an  outer  tower 
(marry  beshrew  their  hands  that  built  it  not  the  firmer  !)  and  blocked 
up  the  passage.  The  roar  of  one  falling  tower  followed  another — 
I  gave  up  thought  of  life ;  and  deeming  it  a  dishonour  to  one  of 
my  profession  to  pass  out  of  this  world  in  company  with  a  Jew,  I 
heaved  up  my  halberd  to  beat  his  brains  out ;  but  I  took  pity  on  his 
grey  hairs,  and  judged  it  better  to  lay  down  the  partisan,  and  take  up 
my  spiritual  weapon  for  his  conversion.  And  truly,  by  the  blessing  of 
Saint  Dunstan,  the  seed  has  been  sown  in  good  soil ;  only  that,  with 
speaking  to  him  of  mysteries  through  the  whole  night,  and  being  in 
a  manner  fasting  (for  the  few  draughts  of  sack  which  I  sharpened  my 
wits  with  were  not  worth  marking),  my  head  is  wellnigh  dizzied,  I 
trow. — But  I  was  clean  exhausted. — Gilbert  and  Wibbald  know  in 
what  state  they  found  me — quite  and  clean  exhausted." 

"  We  can  bear  witness,"  said  Gilbert ;  "  for  when  we  had  cleared 
away  the  ruin,  and  by  Saint  Dunstan's  help  lighted  upon  the  dungeon 
stair,  we  found  the  runlet  of  sack  half  empty,  the  Jew  half  dead,  and 
the  Friar  more  than  half— exhausted  as  he  calls  it." 

"  Ye  be  knaves,  ye  lie  !"  retorted  the  offended  Friar ;  "it  was  you 
and  your  gormandising  companions  that  drank  up  the  sack,  and 
called  it  your  morning  draught— I  am  a  pagan,  an  I  kept  it  not  for 
the  Captain's  own  throat.  But  what  recks  it?  the  Jew  is  converted, 
and  understands  all  I  have  told  him,  very  nearly,  if  not  altogether,  as 
well  as  myself." 

"  Jew,"  said  the  Captain,  "  is  this  true  ?  hast  thou  renounced  thine 
unbelief?" 

"  May  I  so  find  mercy  in  your  eyes,"  said  the  Jew,  "  as  I  know  not 
one  word  which  the  reverend  prelate  spake  to  me  all  this  fearful 
night.  Alas !  I  was  so  distraught  with  agony,  and  fear,  and  grief, 
that  had  our  holy  father  Abraham  come  to  preach  to  me,  he  had 
found  but  a  deaf  listener." 

"  Thou  liest,  Jew,  and  thou  knowest  thou  dost,"  said  the  Friar ;  "  I 
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will  remind  thee  but  of  one  word  of  our  conference — thou  didst  pro- 
mise to  give  all  thy  substance  to  our  holy  Order." 

"  So  help  me  the  Promise,  fair  sirs,"  said  Isaac,  even  more  alarmed 
than  before,  "  as  no  such  sounds  ever  crossed  my  lips  !  Alas  !  I  am 
an  aged  beggar'd  man— I  fear  me  a  childless — have  ruth  on  me,  and 
let  me  go ! " 

"Nay,"  said  the  Friar,  "if  thou  dost  retract  vows  made  in  favour 
of  holy  Church,  thou  must  do  penance." 

Accordingly,  he  raised  his  halberd,  and  would  have  laid  the  staff  of 
it  lustily  on  the  Jew's  shoulders,  had  not  the  Black  Knight  stopped 
the  blow,  and  thereby  transferred  the  Holy  Clerk's  resentment  to 
himself. 

"By  Saint  Thomas  of  Kent,"  said  he,  "  an  I  buckle  to  my  gear,  I 
will  teach  thee,  sir  lazy  lover,  to  mell  with  thine  own  matters,  maugre 
thine  iron  case  there  ! " 

"  Nay,  be  not  wroth  with  me,"  said  the  Knight ;  "  thou  knowest  I 
am  thy  sworn  friend  and  comrade." 

"  I  know  no  such  thing,"  answered  the  Friar ;  "  and  defy  thee  for 
a  meddling  coxcomb  !  " 

"  Nay,  but,"  said  the  Knight,  who  seemed  to  take  a  pleasure  in 
provoking  his  quondam  host,  "  hast  thou  forgotten  how,  that  for  my 
sake  (for  I  say  nothing  of  the  temptation  of  the  flagon  and  the  pasty) 
thou  didst  break  thy  vow  of  fast  and  vigil  ? " 

"  Truly,  friend,"  said  the  Friar,  clenching  his  huge  fist,  "  I  will 
bestow  a  buffet  on  thee." 

"  I  accept  of  no  such  presents,"  said  the  Knight ;  "  I  am  content  to 
take  thy  cuff1  as  a  loan,  but  I  will  repay  thee  with  usury  as  deep  as 
ever  thy  prisoner  there  exacted  in  his  traffic." 

"  I  will  prove  that  presently,"  said  the  Friar. 

"Hola!"  cried  the  Captain,  "what  art  thou  after,  mad  Friar? 
brawling  beneath  our  Trysting-tree  ? " 

"  No  brawling,"  said  the  Knight,  "  it  is  but  a  friendly  interchange 
of  courtesy. — Friar,  strike  an  thou  darest— I  will  stand  thy  blow,  if 
thou  wilt  stand  mine." 

"  Thou  hast  the  advantage  with  that  iron  pot  on  thy  head,"  said 
the  churchman ;  "  but  have  at  thee.— Down  thou  goest  an  thou  wert 
Goliath  of  Gath  in  his  brazen  helmet." 

The  Friar  bared  his  brawny  arm  up  to  the  elbow,  and  putting  his 
full  strength  to  the  blow,  gave  the  knight  a  buffet  that  might  have 
felled  an  ox.  But  his  adversary  stood  firm  as  a  rock.  A  loud  shout 
was  uttered  by  all  the  yeomen  around ;  for  the  Clerk's  cuff  was  pro- 
verbial amongst  them,  and  there  were  few  who,  in  jest  or  earnest, 
had  not  had  occasion  to  know  its  vigour. 

"Now,  Priest,"  said  the  Knight,  pulling  off  his  gauntlet,  "if  I  had 
vantage  on  my  head,  I  will  have  none  on  my  hand— stand  fast  as  a 
true  man." 

"  Genam^  meam  dedi  vapulatori—I  have  given  my  cheek  to  the 
smiter,"  said  the  Priest;  "an  thou  canst  stir  me  from  the  spot, 
fellow,  I  will  freely  bestow  on  thee  the  Jew's  ransom." 

1  Sec  Note  I.     Richard  Cceur-de-Lion. 
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So  spoke  the  burl};  Priest,  assuming,  on  his  part,  high  defiance. 
But  who  may  resist  his  fate?  The  buffet  of  the  Knight  was  given 
with  such  strength  and  goodwill,  that  the  Friar  rolled  head  over 
heels  upon  the  plain,  to  the  great  amazement  of  all  the  spectators. 
But  he  arose  neither  angry  nor  crestfallen. 

"  Brother,"  said  he  to  the  Knight,  "  thou  shouldst  have  used  thy 
strength  with  more  discretion.  I  had  mumbled  but  a  lame  mass  an 
thou  hadst  broken  my  jaw,  for  the  piper  plays  ill  that  wants  the 
nether  chops.  Nevertheless,  there  is  my  hand,  in  friendly  witness 
that  I  will  exchange  no  more  cuffs  with  thee,  having  been  a  loser  by 
the  barter.  End  now  all  unkindness.  Let  us  put  the  Jew  to  ransom, 
since  the  leopard  will  not  change  his  spots,  and  a  Jew  he  will  continue 
to  be. 

"The  Priest,"  said  Clement,  " is  not  half  so  confident  of  the  Jew's 
conversion,  since  he  received  that  buffet  on  the  ear." 

"  Go  to,  knave,  what  pratest  thou  of  conversions  ?— what,  is  there 
no  respect  ? — all  masters  and  no  men  ? — I  tell  thee,  fellow,  I  was 
somewhat  totty  when  I  received  the  good  knight's  blow,  or  I  had  kept 
my  ground  under  it.  But  an  thou  gibest  more  of  it,  thou  shalt  learn 
I  can  give  as  well  as  take." 

"  Peace  all  ! "  said  the  Captain.  "  And  thou,  Jew,  think  of  thy 
ransom;  thou  needest  not  to  be  told  that  thy  race  are  held  to  be 
accursed  in  all  Christian  communities,  and  trust  me  that  we  cannot 
endure  thy  presence  among  us.  Think,  therefore,  of  an  offer,  while 
I  examine  a  prisoner  of  another  cast." 

"  Were  many  of  Front-de-Bceuf  s  men  taken  ? "  demanded  the 
Black  Knight. 

"  None  of  note  enough  to  be  put  to  ransom,"  answered  the  Cap- 
tain ;  "  a  set  of  hilding  fellows  there  were,  whom  we  dismissed  to  find 
them  a  new  master — enough  had  been  done  for  revenge  and  profit ; 
the  bunch  of  them  were  not  worth  a  cardecu.  The  prisoner  I  speak 
of  is  better  booty — a  jolly  monk  riding  to  visit  his  leman,  an  I  may 
judge  by  his  horse-gear  and  wearing  apparel. — Here  cometh  the 
worthy  prelate,  as  pert  as  a  pyet."  And,  between  two  yeomen,  was 
brought  before  the  sylvan  throne  of  the  outlaw  Chief,  our  friend, 
Prior  Aymer  of  Jorvaulx. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

Flower  of  warriors, 

How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius  ? 

Marcius.    As  with  a  man  busied  about  decrees, 
Condemning  some  to  death  and  some  to  exile, 
Ransoming  him  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other. 

Coriolanus. 

m  The   captive  Abbot's  features   and  manners  exhibited  a  whim- 
sical mixture  of  offended  pride,  and  deranged  foppery,  and  bodily 
terror. 
"  Why,  how  now,  my  masters  ? "  said  he,  with  a  voice  in  which 


1VANH0E.  235 

all  three  emotions  were  blended.  "What  order  is  this  among1  ye? 
Be  ye  Turks  or  Christians,  that  handle  a  churchman  ? — Know  ye 
what  it  is,  manus  imponere  in  servos  Domini?  Ye  have  plundered 
my  mails — torn  my  cope  of  curious  cut  lace,  which  might  have  served 
a  cardinal!  Another  in  my  place  would  have  been  at  his  excom- 
municabo  vos ;  but  I  am  placable,  and  if  ye  order  forth  my  palfreys, 
release  my  brethren,  and  restore  my  mails,  tell  down  with  all  speed 
an  hundred  crowns  to  be  expended  in  masses  at  the  high  altar  of 
Jorvaulx  Abbey,  and  make  your  vow  to  eat  no  venison  until  next 
Pentecost,  it  may  be  you  shall  hear  little  more  of  this  mad  frolic/' 

"  Holy  Father,"  said  the  chief  Outlaw,  "  it  grieves  me  to  think  that 
you  have  met  with  such  usage  from  any  of  my  followers,  as  calls  for 
your  fatherly  reprehension." 

"  Usage !  "  echoed  the  priest,  encouraged  by  the  mild  tone  of  the 
sylvan  leader ;  "  it  were  usage  fit  for  no  hound  of  good  race — much 
less  for  a  Christian — far  less  for  a  priest — and  least  of  all  for  the 
Prior  of  the  holy  community  of  Jorvaulx.  Here  is  a  profane  and 
drunken  minstrel,  called  Allan-a-Dale — nebulo  quidam — who  has 
menaced  me  with  corporal  punishment — nay,  with  death  itself,  an  I 
pay  not  down  four  hundred  crowns  of  ransom,  to  the  boot  of  all  the 
treasure  he  hath  already  robbed  me  of — gold  chains  and  gymmal 
rings  to  an  unknown  value ;  besides  what  is  broken  and  spoiled 
among  their  rude  hands,  such  as  my  pouncet-box  and  silver  crisping- 
tongs." 

"  It  is  impossible  that  Allan-a-Dale  can  have  thus  treated  a  man 
of  your  reverend  bearing,"  replied  the  Captain. 

"  It  is  true  as  the  gospel  of  Saint  Nicodemus,"  said  the  Prior ; 
I  he  swore,  with  many  a  cruel  north-country  oath,  that  he  would 
hang  me  up  on  the  highest  tree  in  the  greenwood." 

"Did  he  so  in  very  deed?  Nay,  then,  reverend  father,  I  think 
you  had  better  comply  with  his  demands — for  Allan-a-Dale  is  the 
very  man  to  abide  by  his  word  when  he  has  so  pledged  it."1 

"  You  do  but  jest  with  me,"  said  the  astounded  Prior,  with  a  forced 
laugh ;  "  and  I  love  a  good  jest  with  all  my  heart.  But,  ha !  ha !  ha ! 
when  the  mirth  has  lasted  the  live-long  night,  it  is  time  to  be  grave 
in  the  morning." 

"  And  I  am  as  grave  as  a  father  confessor,"  replied  the  Outlaw ; 
"  you  must  pay  a  round  ransom,  Sir  Prior,  or  your  convent  is  likely 
to  be  called  to  a  new  election;  for  your  place  will  know  you  no 
more." 

"  Are  ye  Christians,"  said  the  Prior,  "  and  hold  this  language  to  a 
churchman  ?  " 

"  Christians !  ay,  marry  are  we,  and  have  divinity  among  us  to 
boot,"  answered  the  Outlaw.  "  Let  our  buxom  chaplain  stand  forth, 
and  expound  to  this  reverend  father  the  texts  which  concern  this 
matter." 

b  The  Friar,  half  drunk,  half  sober,  had  huddled  a  friar's  frock  over 
his  green  cassock,  and  now  summoning  together  whatever  scraps  of 

1  A  commissary  is  said  to  have  received  similar  consolation  from  a  certain  com- 
mander-in-chief, to  whom  he  complained  that  a  general  officer  had  used  some  such 
threat  towards  him  as  that  in  the  text. 
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learning  he  had  acquired  by  rote  in  former  days,  "  Holy  father,"  said 
lie,  "Deusfaciat  salvam  benignitatem  vestram— You  are  welcome 
to  the  greenwood." 

"What  profane  mummery  is  this?"  said  the  Prior.  "Friend,  if 
thou  be'st  indeed  of  the  church,  it  were  a  better  deed  to  show  me 
how  I  may  escape  from  these  men's  hands,  than  to  stand  ducking' 
and  grinning  here  like  a  morris-dancer." 

"  Truly,  reverend  father,"  said  the  Friar,  "  I  know  but  one  mode 
in  which  thou  mayst  escape.  This  is  Saint  Andrew's  day  with  us, 
we  are  taking  our  tithes." 

"  But  not  of  the  church  then,  I  trust,  my  good  brother  ?"  said  the 
Prior. 

"  Of  church  and  lay,"  said  the  Friar ;  "  and  therefore,  Sir  Prior, 
facite  vobis  amicos  de  Mammone  iniquitatis  —  make  yourselves 
friends  of  the  Mammon  of  unrighteousness,  for  no  other  friendship 
is  like  to  serve  your  turn." 

"I  love  a  jolly  woodsman  at  heart,"  said  the  Prior,  softening  his 
tone;  "come,  ye  must  not  deal  too  hard  with  me — I  can  well  of 
woodcraft,  and  can  wind  a  horn  clear  and  lustily,  and  hollo  till  every 
oak  rings  again — Come,  ye  must  not  deal  too  hard  with  me." 

"  Give  him  a  horn,"  said  the  Outlaw ;  "  we  will  prove  the  skill  he 
boasts  of." 

The  Prior  Aymer  winded  a  blast  accordingly.  The  Captain  shook 
his  head. 

"  Sir  Prior,"  he  said,  "  thou  blowest  a  merry  note,  but  it  may  not 
ransom  thee — we  cannot  afford,  as  the  legend  on  a  good  knight's 
shield  hath  it,  to  set  thee  free  for  a  blast.  Moreover,  I  have  found 
thee — thou  art  one  of  those,  who,  with  new  French  graces  and  Tra- 
li-ras,  disturb  the  ancient  English  bugle  notes. — Prior,  that  last 
flourish  on  the  recheat  hath  added  fifty  crowns  to  thy  ransom,  for 
corrupting  the  true  old  manly  blasts  of  venerie." 

"  Well,  friend,"  said  the  Abbot,  peevishly,  "  thou  art  ill  to  please 
with  thy  woodcraft.  I  pray  thee  be  more  conformable  in  this  matter 
of  my  ransom.  At  a  word— since  I  must  needs,  for  once,  hold  a 
candle  to  the  devil — what  ransom  am  I  to  pay  for  walking  on  Wat- 
ling-street,  without  having  fifty  men  at  my  back  ?  " 

"Were  it  not  well,"said  the  Lieutenant  of  the  gang  apart  to  the 
Captain,  "  that  the  Prior  should  name  the  Jew's  ransom,  and  the  Jew 
name  the  Prior's  ? " 

"  Thou  art  a  mad  knave,"  said  the  Captain,  "  but  thy  plan  tran- 
scends ! — Here,  Jew,  step  forth — Look  at  that  holy  Father  Aymer, 
Prior  of  the  rich  Abbey  of  Jorvaulx,  and  tell  us  at  what  ransom  we 
should  hold  him  ! — Thou  knowest  the  income  of  his  convent,  I  war- 
rant thee." 

"  Oh,  assuredly,"  said  Isaac,  "  I  have  trafficked  with  the  good 
fathers,  and  bought  wheat  and  barley,  and  fruits  of  the  earth,  and 
also  much  wool.  Oh,  it  is  a  rich  abbey-stede,  and  they  do  live  upon 
the  fat,  and  drink  the  sweet  wines  upon  the  lees,  these  good  fathers 
of  Jorvaulx.  Ah,  if  an  outcast  like  me  had  such  a  home  to  go  to, 
and  such  incomings  by  the  year  and  by  the  month,  I  would  pay  much 
gold  and  silver  to  redeem  my  captivity." 
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"  Hound  of  a  Jew !  "  exclaimed  the  Prior,  "  no  one#  knows  better 
than  thy  own  cursed  self,  that  our  holy  house  of  God  is  indebted  for 
the  finishing  of  our  chancel " 

"  And  for  the  storing*  of  your  cellars  in  the  last  season  with  the 
due  allowance  of  Gascon  wine,"  interrupted  the  Jew ;  "  but  that — 
that  is  small  matters." 

"Hear  the  infidel  dog"!"  said  the  churchman;  "he  jangles  as  if 
our  holy  community  did  come  under  debts  for  the  wines  we  have  a 
licence  to  drink  propter  necessitatem,  et  ad  frigus  depellendum. 
The  circumcised  villain  blaspheme th  the  holy  church,  and  Christian 
men  listen  and  rebuke  him  not !  " 

"  All  this  helps  nothing,"  said  the  leader.— "Isaac pronounce  what 
he  may  pay,  without  flaying  both  hide  and  hair." 

"  An  six  hundred  crowns,"  said  Isaac,  "  the  good  Prior  might  well 
pay  to  your  honoured  valours,  and  never  sit  less  soft  in  his  stall." 

"  Six  hundred  crowns,"  said  the  leader,  gravely ;  "lam  contented 
— thou  hast  well  spoken,  Isaac — six  hundred  crowns.  —It  is  a  sen- 
tence, Sir  Prior." 

"  A  sentence ! — a  sentence !  "  exclaimed  the  band ;  "  Solomon  had 
not  done  it  better." 

"  Thou  hearest  thy  doom,  Prior,"  said  the  leader. 

"  Ye  are  mad,  my  masters,"  said  the  Prior ;  "  where  am  I  to  find 
such  a  sum !  If  I  sell  the  very  pyx  and  candlesticks  on  the  altar  at 
Jorvaulx  I  shall  scarce  raise  the  half;  and  it  will  be  necessary  for 
that  purpose  that  I  go  to  Jorvaulx  myself:  ye  may  retain  as  borrows l 
my  two  priests." 

"  That  will  be  but  blind  trust,"  said  the  Outlaw ;  "  we  will  retain 
thee,  Prior,  and  send  them  to  fetch  thy  ransom.  Thou  shalt  not 
want  a  cup  of  wine  and  a  collop  of  venison  the  while ;  and  if  thou 
lovest  woodcraft,  thou  shalt  see  such  as  your  north  country  never 
witnessed." 

"  Or,  if  so  please  you,"  said  Isaac,  willing  to  curry  favour  with  the 
outlaws,  "  I  can  send  to  York  for  the  six  hundred  crowns,  out  of  cer- 
tain moneys  in  my  hands,  if  so  be  that  the  most  reverend  Prior  pre- 
sent will  grant  me  a  quittance." 

"  He  shall  grant  thee  whatever  thou  dost  list,  Isaac,"  said  the  Cap- 
tain ;  "  and  thou  shalt  lay  down  the  redemption  money  for  Prior 
Aymer  as  well  as  for  thyself." 

" For  myself !  ah,  courageous  sirs,"  said  the  Jew ;  "lama broken 
and  impoverished  man ;  a  beggar's  staff  must  be  my  portion  through 
life,  supposing  I  were  to  pay  you  fifty  crowns." 

"  The  Prior  shall  judge  of  that  matter,"  replied  the  Captain. — 
"  How  say  you,  Father  Aymer  ?  Can  the  Jew  afford  a  good  ran- 
som ?  " 

"  Can  he  afford  a  ransom  ? "  answered  the  Prior — "  Is  he  not 
Isaac  of  York,  rich  enough  to  redeem  the  captivity  of  the  ten  tribes 
of  Israel,  who  were  led  into  Assyrian  bondage  ? — I  have  -seen  but 
little  of  him  myself,  but  our  cellarer  and  treasurer  have  dealt  largely 
with  him,  and  report  says  that  his  house  at  York  is  so  full  of  gold 

1  Borghs,  or  borrows,  signifies  pledges.  Hence  our  word  to  borrow,  because  we 
pledge  ourselves  to  restore  what  is  lent. 
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and  silver  as  is  a  shame  in  any  Christian  land.  Marvel  it  is  to  all 
living*  Christian  hearts  that  such  gnawing  adders  should  be  suffered 
to  eat  into  the  bowels  of  the  state,  and  even  of  the  holy  church  her- 
self, with  foul  usuries  and  extortions." 

"  Hold,  father,"  said  the  Jew,  "mitigate  and  assuage  your  choler. 
I  pray  of  your  reverence  to  remember  that  I  force  my  moneys  upon 
no  one.  But  when  churchman  and  layman,  prince  and  prior,  knight 
and  priest,  come  knocking  to  Isaac's  door,  they  borrow  not  his  shekels 
with  these  uncivil  terms.  It  is  then,  Friend  Isaac,  will  you  pleasure 
us  in  this  matter,  and  our  day  shall  be  truly  kept,  so  God  sa'  me  ? — 
and,  Kind  Isaac,  if  ever  you  served  man,  show  yourself  a  friend  in  this 
need.  And  when  the  day  comes,  and  I  ask  my  own,  then  what  hear 
I  but  damned  Jew,  and  the  curse  of  Egypt  on  your  tribe,  and  all 
that  may  stir  up  the  rude  and  uncivil  populace  against  poor 
strangers ! " 

"  Prior,"  said  the  Captain,  "  Jew  though  he  is,  he  hath  in  this 
spoken  well.  Do  thou,  therefore,  name  his  ransom,  as  he  named 
thine,  without  farther  rude  terms." 

"  None  but  latro  famosus—  the  interpretation  whereof,"  said  the 
Prior,  "  will  I  give  at  some  other  time  and  tide — would  place  a  Chris- 
tian prelate  and  an  unbaptised  Jew  upon  the  same  bench.  But  since 
ye  require  me  to  put  a  price  upon  this  caitiff,  I  tell  you  openly  that 
ye  will  wrong  yourselves  if  you  take  from  him  a  penny  under  a  thou- 
sand crowns." 

"  A  sentence ! — a  sentence!  "  said  the  chief  Outlaw. 

"  A  sentence !— a  sentence  !  "  shouted  his  assessors  ;  "  the  Chris- 
tian has  shown  his  good  nurture,  and  dealt  with  us  more  generously 
than  the  Jew. 

"  The  God  of  my  fathers  help  me!"  said  the  Jew  ;  "  will  ye  bear 
to  the  ground  an  impoverished  creature  ? — I  am  this  day  childless, 
and  will  ye  deprive  me  of  the  means  of  livelihood  ?  " 

"  Thou  wilt  have  the  less  to  provide  for,  Jew,  if  thou  art  childless," 
said  Aymer. 

"  Alas  !  my  lord,"  said  Isaac,  "  your  law  permits  you  not  to  know 
how  the  child  of  our  bosom  is  entwined  with  the  strings  of  our  heart 
— 0  Rebecca !  daughter  of  my  beloved  Rachael !  were  each  leaf  on 
that  tree  a  zecchin,  and  each  zecchin  mine  own,  all  that  mass  of 
wealth  would  I  give  to  know  whether  thou  art  alive,  and  escaped  the 
hands  of  the  Nazarene !  " 

"Was  not  thy  daughter  dark-haired?"  said  one  of  the  outlaws; 
"  and  wore  she  not  a  veil  of  twisted  sendal,  broidered  with  silver  ?  " 

"  She  did  !— she  did  ! "  said  the  old  man,  trembling  with  eagerness, 
as  formerly  with  fear.  "  The  blessing  of  Jacob  be  upon  thee !  canst 
thou  tell  me  aught  of  her  safety  ?  " 

"  It  was  she,  then,"  said  the  yeoman,  M  who  was  carried  off  by  the 
proud  Templar,  when  he  broke  through  our  ranks  on  yester-even. 
I  had  drawn  my  bow  to  send  a  shaft  after  him,  but  spared  him  even 
for  the  sake  of  the  damsel,  who  I  feared  might  take  harm  from  the 
arrow." 

"  Oh !  "  answered  the  Jew,  "  I  would  to  God  thou  hadst  shot  though 
the  arrow  had  pierced  her  bosom !  —  Better  the  tomb  of  her  fathers 
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than  the  dishonourable  couch  of  the  licentious  and  savage  Templar. 
Ichabod !  Ichabod  !  the  glory  hath  departed  from  my  house. " 

"  Friends,"  said  the  Chief,  looking  round,  u  the  old  man  is  but  a 
Jew,  natheless  his  grief  touches  me. — Deal  uprightly  with  us,  Isaac 
— will  paying  this  ransom  of  a  thousand  crowns  leave  thee  altogether 
penniless  ?  " 

Isaac,  recalled  to  think  of  his  worldly  goods,  the  love  of  which,  by 
dint  of  inveterate  habit,  contended  even  with  his  parental  affection, 
grew  pale,  stammered,  and  could  not  deny  there  might  be  some 
small  surplus. 

"  Well — go  to— what  though  there  be,"  said  the  Outlaw,  "  we  will 
not  reckon  with  thee  too  closely.  Without  treasure  thou  mayst  as 
well  hope  to  redeem  thy  child  from  the  clutches  of  Sir  Brian  de 
Bois-Guilbert,  as  to  shoot  a  stag-royal  with  a  headless  shaft — We 
will  take  thee  at  the  same  ransom  with  Prior  Aymer,  or  rather  at 
one  hundred  crowns  lower,  which  hundred  crowns  shall  be  mine 
own  peculiar  loss,  and  not  light  upon  this  worshipful  community ; 
and  so  we  shall  avoid  the  heinous  offence  of  rating  a  Jew  merchant 
as  high  as  a  Christian  prelate,  and  thou  wilt  have  six  hundred  crowns 
remaining  to  treat  for  thy  daughter's  ransom.  Templars  love  the 
glitter  of  silver  shekels  as  well  as  the  sparkle  of  black  eyes. — Hasten 
to  make  thy  crowns  chink  in  the  ear  of  De  Bois-Guilbert,  ere  worse 
comes  of  it.  Thou  wilt  find  him,  as  our  scouts  have  brought  notice, 
at  the  next  Preceptory  house  of  his  Order.  —  Said  I  well,  my  merry 
mates  ? " 

The  yeomen  expressed  their  wonted  acquiescence  in  their  leader's 
opinion  ;  and  Isaac,  relieved  of  one-half  of  his  apprehensions,  by 
learning  that  his  daughter  lived,  and  might  possibly  be  ransomed, 
threw  himself  at  the  feet  of  the  generous  Outlaw,  and,  rubbing  his 
beard  against  his  buskins,  sought  to  kiss  the  hem  of  his  green  cas- 
sock. The  Captain  drew  himself  back,  and  extricated  himself  from 
the  Jew's  grasp  not  without  some  marks  of  contempt. 

"  Nay,  beshrew  thee,  man,  up  with  thee  !  I  am  English  born,  and 
love  no  such  Eastern  prostrations — Kneel  to  God,  and  not  to  a  poor 
sinner  like  me." 

"  Ay,  Jew,"  said  Prior  Aymer ;  "  kneel  to  God,  as  represented  in 
the  servant  of  his  altar,  and  who  knows,  with  thy  sincere  repentance 
and  due  gifts  to  the  shrine  of  Saint  Robert,  what  grace  thou  mayst 
acquire  for  thyself  and  thy  daughter  Rebecca!  I  grieve  for  the 
vmaiden,  for  she  is  of  fair  and  comely  countenance, — I  beheld  her  in 
the  lists  of  Ash  by.  Also  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  is  one  with  whom  I 
may  do  much — bethink  thee  how  thou  mayst  deserve  my  good  word 
with  him." 

"Alas  !  alas  ! "  said  the  Jew,  "  on  every  hand  the  spoilers  arise 
against  me — I  am  given  as  a  prey  unto  the  Assyrian,  and  a  prey 
unto  him  of  Egypt." 

"  And  what  else  should  be  the  lot  of  thy  accursed  race  ?  "  answered 
the  Prior ;  for  what  saith  holy  writ,  verbum  Domini  projecerunt,  et 
sapientia  est  nulla  in  eis — they  have  cast  forth  the  word  of  the  Lord, 
and  there  is  no  wisdom  in  them ;  propterea  dabo  mulieres  eorum 
exteris — I  will  give  their  women  to  strangers,  that  is,  to  the  Templar, 
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as  in  the  present  matter;  et  thesauros  eorum  hceredibus  alienis> 
and  their  treasures  to  others— as  in  the  present  case  to  these  honest 
gentlemen." 

Isaac  groaned  deeply,  and  began  to  wring  his  hands,  and  to  relapse 
into  his  state  of  desolation  and  despair.  But  the  leader  of  the  yeomen 
led  him  aside. 

"  Advise  thee  well,  Isaac,"  said  Locksley,  "  what  thou  wilt  do  in 
this  matter ;  my  counsel  to  thee  is  to  make  a  friend  of  this  church- 
man. He  is  vain,  Isaac,  and  he  is  covetous ;  at  least  he  needs  money 
to  supply  his  profusion.  Thou  canst  easily  gratify  his  greed  ;  for 
think  not  that  I  am  blinded  by  thy  pretexts  of  poverty.  I  am  inti- 
mately acquainted,  Isaac,  with  the  very  iron  chest  in  which  thou  dost 
keep  thy  money-bags  — What !  know  I  not  the  great  stone  beneath 
the  apple-tree,  that  leads  into  the  vaulted  chamber  under  thy  garden 
at  York  ?  "  The  Jew  grew  as  pale  as  death — "  But  fear  nothing  from 
me,"  continued  the  yeoman,  "  for  we  are  of  old  acquainted.  Dost 
thou  not  remember  the  sick  yeoman  whom  thy  fair  daughter  Rebecca 
redeemed  from  the  gyves  at  York,  and  kept  him  in  thy  house  till  his 
health  was  restored,  when  thou  didst  dismiss  him  recovered,  and  with 
a  piece  of  money  ?  —  Usurer  as  thou  art,  thou  didst  never  place  coin 
at  better  interest  than  that  poor  silver  mark,  for  it  has  this  day  saved 
thee  five  hundred  crowns." 

"  And  thou  art  he  whom  we  called  Diccon  Bend-the-Bow  ? "  said 
Isaac  ;  "  I  thought  ever  I  knew  the  accent  of  thy  voice." 

"  I  am  Bend-the-Bow,"  said  the  Captain,  "  and  Locksley,  and  have 
a  good  name  besides  all  these." 

"  But  thou  art  mistaken,  good  Bend-the-Bow,  concerning  that 
same  vaulted  apartment.  So  help  me  Heaven,  as  there  is  nought 
in  it  but  some  merchandise  which  I  will  gladly  part  with  to  you — one 
hundred  yards  of  Lincoln  green  to  make  doublets  to  thy  men,  and  a 
hundred  staves  of  Spanish  yew  to  make  bows,  and  one  hundred  silken 
bowstrings,  tough,  round,  and  sound,— these  will  I  send  thee  for  thy 
goodwill,  honest  Diccon,  an  thou  wilt  keep  silence  about  the  vault, 
my  good  Diccon." 

"Silent  as  a  dormouse,"  said  the  Outlaw;  "and  never  trust  me 
but  I  am  grieved  for  thy  daughter.  But  I  may  not  help  it — The 
Templar's  lances  are  too  strong  for  my  archery  in  the  open  field — 
they  would  scatter  us  like  dust.  Had  I  but  known  it  was  Rebecca 
when  she  was  borne  off,  something  might  have  been  done  ;  but  now 
thou  must  needs  proceed  by  policy.  Come,  shall  I  treat  for  thee 
with  the  Prior  ?  " 

"  In  God's  name,  Diccon,  an  thou  canst,  aid  me  to  recover  the 
child  of  my  bosom ! " 

"Do  not  thou  interrupt  me  with  thine  ill-timed  avarice,"  said  the 
Outlaw,  "and  I  will  deal  with  him  in  thy  behalf." 

He  then  turned  from  the  Jew,  who  followed  him,  however,  as 
closely  as  his  shadow. 

"  Prior  Aymer,"  said  the  Captain,  "  come  apart  with  me  under  this 
tree.  Men  say  thou  dost  love  wine,  and  a  lady's  smile,  better  than 
beseems  thy  Order,  Sir  Priest ;  but  with  that  I  have  nought  to  do. 
I  have  heard,  too,  thou  dost  love  a  brace  of  good  dogs  and  a  fleet 
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horse,  and  it  may  well  be  that,  loving1  things  which  are  costly  to  come 
by,  thou  hatest  not  a  purse  of  gold.  But  I  have  never  heard  that 
thou  didst  love  oppression  or  cruelty. —Now,  here  is  Isaac  willing  to 
give  thee  the  means  of  pleasureand  pastime  in  a  bag  containing  one 
hundred  marks  of  silver,  if  thy  intercession  with  thine  ally  the  Tem- 
plar shall  avail  to  procure  the  freedom  of  his  daughter." 

"  In  safety  and  honour,  as  when  taken  from  me,"  said  the  Jew, 
"  otherwise  it  is  no  bargain." 

"Peace,  Isaac,"  said  the  Outlaw,  "or  I  give  up  thine  interest. 
What  say  you  to  this  my  purpose,  Prior  Aymer  ?  " 

"  The  matter,"  quoth  the  Prior,  "is  of  a  mixed  condition ;  for  if  I 
do  a  good  on  the  one  hand,  yet  on  the  other,  it  goeth  to  the  vantage 
of  a  Jew,  and  in  so  much  is  against  my  conscience.  Yet,  if  the 
Israelite  will  advantage  the  Church  by  giving  me  somewhat  over  to 
the  building  of  our  dortour 1  I  will  take  it  on  my  conscience  to  aid 
him  in  the  matter  of  his  daughter." 

"  For  a  score  of  marks  to  the  dortour,"  said  the  Outlaw, — "  Be 
still,  I  say,  Isaac ! — or  for  a  brace  of  silver  candlesticks  to  the  altar, 
we  will  not  stand  with  you." 

"  Nay,  but,  good  Diccon  Bend-the-Bow  " — said  Isaac,  endeavour- 
ing to  interpose. 

"  Good  Jew— good  beast— good  earthworm ! "  said  the  yeoman, 
losing  patience  ;  "  an  thou  dost  go  on  to  put  thy  filthy  lucre  in  the 
balance  with  thy  daughter's  life  and  honour,  by  Heaven,  I  will  strip 
thee  of  every  maravedi  thou  hast  in  the  world  before  three  days  are 
out ! " 

Isaac  shrunk  together,  and  was  silent. 

"  And  what  pledge  am  I  to  have  for  all  this  ? "  said  the  Prior. 

"When  Isaac  returns  successful  through  your  mediation,"  said 
the  Outlaw,  "  I  swear  by  Saint  Hubert,  I  will  see  that  he  pays  thee 
the  money  in  good  silver,  or  I  will  reckon  with  him  for  it  in  such 
sort,  he  had  better  have  paid  twenty  such  sums." 

"  Well  then,  Jew,"  said  Aymer,  "  since  I  must  needs  meddle  in 
this  matter,  let  me  have  the  use  of  thy  writing-tablets — though,  hold 
— rather  than  use  thy  pen,  I  would  fast  for  twenty-four  hours,  and 
where  shall  I  find  one  ? 

"  If  your  holy  scruples  can  dispense  with  using  the  Jew's  tablets, 
for  the  pen  I  can  find  a  remedy,"  said  the  yeoman  ;  and,  bending  his 
bow,  he  aimed  his  shaft  at  a  wild-goose  which  was  soaring  over  their 
heads,  the  advanced-guard  of  a  phalanx  of  his  tribe,  which  were 
winging  their  way  to  the  distant  and  solitary  fens  of  Holderness. 
The  bird  came  fluttering  clown,  transfixed  with  the  arrow. 

"  There,  Prior,"  said  the  Captain,  "  are  quills  enow  to  supply  all 
the  monks  of  Jorvaulx  for  the  next  hundred  years,  an  they  take  not 
to  writing  chronicles." 

The  Prior  sat  down,  and  at  great  leisure  indited  an  epistle  to 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  and  having  carefully  sealed  up  the  tablets, 
delivered  them  to  the  Jew,  saying,  "  This  will  be  thy  safe-conduct  to 
the  Preceptory  of  Templestowe,  and,  as  I  think,  'is  most  likely  to 

1  Dortour,  or  dormitory. 
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accomplish  to  delivery  of  thy  daughter,  if  it  be  well  backed  with 
proffers  of  advantage  and  commodity  at  thine  own  hand ;  for,  trust 
me  well,  the  good  Knight  Bois-Guilbert  is  of  their  confraternity  that 
do  nought  for  nought." 

"  Well,  Prior,"  said  the  Outlaw,  "  I  will  detain  thee  no  longer  here 
than  to  give  the  Jew  a  quittance  for  the  five  hundred  crowns  at  which 
thy  ransom  is  fixed— I  accept  of  him  for  my  paymaster;  and  if  I 
hear  that  ye  boggle  at  allowing  him  in  his  accompts  the  sum  so  paid 
by  him,  Saint  Mary  refuse  me,-  an  I  burn  not  the  abbey  over  thine 
head,  though  I  hang  ten  years  the  sooner  !  " 

With  a  much  worse  grace  than  that  wherewith  he  had  penned  the 
letter  to  Bois-Guilbert,  the  Prior  wrote  an  acquittance,  discharging 
Isaac  of  York  of  five  hundred  crowns,  advanced  to  him  in  his  need 
for  acquittal  of  his  ransom,  and  faithfully  promising  to  hold  true 
compt  with  him  for  that  sum. 

"And  now,"  said  Prior  Aymer,  "I  will  pray  you  of  restitution  of 
my  mules  and  palfreys,  and  the  freedom  of  the  reverend  brethren 
attending  upon  me,  and  also  of  the  gymrnal  rings,  jewels,  and  fair 
vestures,  of  which  I  have  been  despoiled,  having  now  satisfied  you 
for  my  ransom  as  a  true  prisoner." 

"Touching  your  brethren,  Sir  Prior,"  said  Locksley,  "they  shall 
have  present  freedom,  it  were  unjust  to  detain  them  ;  touching  your 
horses  and  mules,  they  shall  also  be  restored,  with  such  spending 
money  as  may  enable  you  to  reach  York,  for  it  were  cruel  to  deprive 
you  of  the  means  of  journeying. — But  as  concerning  rings,  jewels, 
chains,  and  what  else,  you  must  understand  that  we  are  men  of  tender 
consciences,  and  will  not  yield  to  a  venerable  man  like  yourself,  who 
should  be  dead  to  the  vanities  of  this  life,  the  strong  temptation  to 
break  the  rule  of  his  foundation,  by  wearing  rings,  chains,  or  other 
vain  gauds." 

"  Think  what  you  do,  my  masters,"  said  the  Prior,  "  ere  you  put 
your  hands  on  the  Church's  patrimony — These  things  are  inter  res 
sacras,  and  I  wot  not  what  judgment  might  ensue  were  they  to  be 
handled  by  laical  hands." 

"I  will  take  care  of  that,  reverend  Prior,"  said  the  Hermit  of  Cop- 
manhurst ;  "  for  I  will  wear  them  myself." 

> "  Friend,  or  brother,"  said  the  Prior,  in  answer  to  this  solution  of 
his  doubts,  "  if  thou  hast  really  taken  religious  orders,  I  pray  thee 
to  look  how  thou  wilt  answTer  to  thine  official  for  the  share  thou  hast 
taken  in  this  day's  work." 

"  Friend  Prior,"  returned  the  Hermit,  "  you  are  to  know  that  I 
belong  to  a  little  diocese,  where  I  am  my  own  diocesan,  and  care  as 
little  for  the  Bishop  of  York  as  I  do  for  the  Abott  of  Jorvaulx,  the 
Prior,  and  all  the  convent." 

"Thou  art  utterly  irregular,"  said  the  Prior;  "one  of  those  dis- 
orderly men,  who,  taking  on  them  the  sacred  character  without  due 
cause,  profane  the  holy  rites,  and  endanger  the  souls  of  those  who 
take  counsel  at  their  hands ;  lapides  pro  pane  condonantes  Us, 
giving  them  stones  instead  of  bread,  as  the  Vulgate  hath  it." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Friar,  "  an  my  brain-pan  could  have  been  broken 
by  Latin,  it  had  not  held  so  long  together.— I  say,  that  easing  a  world 
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of  such  mis-proud  priests  as  thou  art  of  their  jewels,  and  their  gim- 
eracks,  is  a  lawful  spoiling;  of  the  Egyptians." 

"  Thou  be'st  a  hedge-priest,"  *  said  the  Prior,  in  great  wrath,  "  ex- 
communicato vos." 

"Thou  be'st  thyself  more  like  a  thief  and  a  heretic,"  said  the 
Friar,  equally  indignant ;  "  I  will  pouch  up  no  such  affront  before  my 
parishioners,  as  thou  thinkest  it  not  shame  to  put  upon  me,  although 
I  be  a  reverend  brother  to  thee.  Ossa  ejus  perfringam,  I  will  break 
your  bones,  as  the  Vulgate  hath  it. " 

"  Hola !  "  cried  the  Captain,  "  come  the  reverend  brethren  to  such 
terms  ?— Keep  thine  assurance  of  peace,  Friar. — Prior,  an  thou  hast 
not  made  thy  peace  perfect  with  God,  provoke  the  Friar  no  farther. 
— Hermit,  let  the  reverend  father  depart  in  peace,  as  a  ransomed 
man." 

The  yeomen  separated  the  incensed  priests,  who  continued  to  raise 
their  voices,  vituperating  each  other  in  bad  Latin,  which  the  Prior 
delivered  the  more  fluently,  and  the  Hermit  with  the  greater  vehe- 
mence. The  Prior  at  length  recollected  himself  sufficiently  to  be 
aware  that  he  was  compromising  his  dignity,  by  squabbling  with 
such  a  hedge-priest  as  the  Outlaw's  chaplain,  and  being  joined  by 
his  attendants,  rode  off  with  considerably  less  pomp,  and  in  a  much 
more  apostolical  condition,  so  far  as  worldly  matters  were  concerned, 
than  he  had  exhibited  before  this  rencounter. 

It  remained  that  the  Jew  should  produce  some  security  for  the 
ransom  which  he  was  to  pay  on  the  Prior's  account,  as  welias  upon 
his  own.  He  gave,  accordingly,  an  order  sealed  with  his  signet,  to 
a  brother  of  his  tribe  at  York,  requiring  him  to  pay  to  the  bearer 
the  sum  of  a  thousand  crowns,  and  to  deliver  certain  merchandises 
specified  in  the  note. 

"  My  brother  Sheva,"  he  said,  groaning  deeply,  "  hath  the  key  of 
my  warehouses." 

"  And  of  the  vaulted  chamber,"  whispered  Locksley. 

"  No,  no— may  Heaven  forfend ! "  said  Isaac ;  "  evil  is  the  hour  that 
let  any  one  whomsoever  into  that  secret." 

"  It  is  safe  with  me,"  said  the  Outlaw,  "  so  be  that  this  thy  scroll 
produce  the  sum  therein  nominated  and  set  down. — But  what  now, 
Isaac?  art  dead?  art  stupified  ?  hath  the  payment  of  a  thousand 
crowns  put  thy  daughter's  peril  out  of  thy  mind  ?  " 

The  Jew  started  to  his  feet—"  No,  Diccon,  no — I  will  presently  set 
forth. — Farewell,  thou  whom  I  may  not  call  good,  and  dare  not  and 
will  not  call  evil." 

Yet  ere  Isaac  departed,  the  outlaw  Chief  bestowed  on  him  this 
parting  advice :— "  Be  liberal  of  thine  offers,  Isaac,  and  spare  not  thy 
purse  for  thy  daughter's  safety.  Credit  me,  that  the  gold  thou  shalt 
spare  in  her  cause  will  hereafter  give  thee  as  much  agony  as  if  it  were 
poured  molten  down  thy  throat." 

Isaac  acquiesced  with  a  deep  groan,  and  set  forth  on  his  journey, 
accompanied  by  two  tall  foresters,  who  were  to  be  his  guides,  and  at 
the  same  time  his  guards  through  the  wood. 

1  See  Note  K.    Hedge- Priests, 
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The  Black  Knight,  who  had  seen  with  no  small  interest  these 
various  proceedings,  now  took  his  leave  of  the  Outlaw  in  turn  ;  nor 
could  he  avoid  expressing  his  surprise  at  having  witnessed  so  much 
of  civil  policy  amongst  persons  cast  out  from  all  the  ordinary  pro- 
tection and  influence  of  the  laws. 

"  Good  fruit,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  yeoman,  "  will  sometimes  grow 
on  a  sorry  tree;  and  evil  times  are" not  always  productive  of  evil 
alone  arid  unmixed.  Amongst  those  who  are  drawn  into  this  lawless 
state,  there  are,  doubtless,  numbers  who  wish  to  exercise  its  licence 
with  some  moderation,  and  some  who  regret,  it  may  be,  that  they  are 
obliged  to  follow  such  a  trade  at  all." 

"And  to  one  of  those,"  said  the  Knight,  "I  am  now,  I  presume, 
speaking?" 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Outlaw,  "  we  have  each  our  secret.  You 
are  welcome  to  form  your  judgment  of  me,  and  I  may  use  my  con- 
jectures touching  you,  though  neither  of  our  shafts  may  hit  the  mark 
they  are  shot  at.  But  as  I  do  not  pray  to  be  admitted  into  your 
mystery,  be  not  offended  that  I  preserve  my  own." 

"  I  crave  pardon,  brave  Outlaw,"  said  the  Knight,  "  your  reproof 
is  just.  But  it  may  be  we  shall  meet  hereafter  with  less  of  conceal- 
ment on  either  side.     Meanwhile  we  part  friends,  do  we  not?" 

"  There  is  my  hand  upon  it,"  said  Locksley ;  "  and  I  will  call  it  the 
hand  of  a  true  Englishman,  though  an  outlaw  for  the  present." 

"  And  there  is  mine  in  return,"  said  the  Knight ;  "  and  I  hold  it 
honoured  by  being  clasped  with  yours.  For  he  that  does  good, 
having  the  unlimited  power  to  do  evil,  deserves  praise  not  only  for 
the  good  which  he  performs,  but  for  the  evil  which  he  forbears.  Fare- 
thee-well,  gallant  Outlaw !  " 

Thus  parted  that  fair  fellowship ;  and  he  of  the  Fetterlock,  mount- 
ing upon  his  strong  war-horse,  rode  off  through  the  forest. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

King  John.     I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  is  a  very  serpent  in  my  way  ; 
And  wheresoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
He  lies  before  me. — Dost  thou  understand  me  ? 

King  John. 

There  was  brave  feasting  in  the  Castle  of  York,  to  which  Prince 
John  had  invited  those  nobles,  prelates,  and  leaders,  by  whose  assist- 
ance he  hoped  to  carry  through  his  ambitious  projects  upon  his 
brother's  throne.  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  his  able  and  politic  agent,  was 
at  secret  work  among  them,  tempering  all  to  that  pitch  of  courage 
which  was  necessary  in  making  an  open  declaration  of  their  purpose. 
But  their  enterprise  was  delayed  by  the  absence  of  more  than  one 
main  limb  of  the  confederacy.  The  stubborn  and  daring,  though 
brutal  courage  of  Front-de-Boeuf ;  the  buoyant  spirits  and  bold  bear- 
ing of  Be  Bracy ;  the  sagacity,  martial  experience,  and  renowned 
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valour  of  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert?  were  important  to  the  success  of 
their  conspiracy ;  and,  while  cursing  in  secret  their  unnecessary  and 
unmeaning  absence,  neither  John  nor  his  adviser  dared  to  proceed 
without  them.  Isaac  the  Jew  also  seemed  to  have  vanished,  and 
with  him  the  hope  of  certain  sums  of  money,  making  up  the  subsidy 
for  which  Prince  John  had  contracted  with  that  Israelite  and  his 
brethren.  This  deficiency  was  likely  to  prove  perilous  in  an  emer- 
gency so  critical. 

It  was  on  the  morning  after  the  fall  of  Torquilstone,  that  a  confused 
report  began  to  spread  abroad  in  the  city  of  York,  that  De  Bracy 
and  Bois-Guilbert,  with  their  confederate  Front-de-Bceuf,  had  been 
taken  or  slain.  Waldemar  brought  the  rumour  to  Prince  John, 
announcing  that  he  feared  its  truth,  the  more  that  they  had  set  out 
with  a  small  attendance,  for  the  purpose  of  committing  an  assault  on 
the  Saxon  Cedric  and  his  attendants.  At  another  time  the  Prince 
would  have  treated  this  deed  of  violence  as  a  good  jest ;  but  now, 
that  it  interfered  with  and  impeded  his  own  plans,  he  exclaimed 
against  the  perpetrators,  and  spoke  of  the  broken  laws,  and  the  in- 
fringement of  public  order  and  of  private  property,  in  a  tone  which 
might  have  become  King  Alfred. 

"  The  unprincipled  marauders ! "  he  said — "  were  I  ever  to  become 
monarch  of  England,  I  would  "hang  such  transgressors  over  the 
drawbridges  of  their  own  castles." 

"  But  to  become  monarch  of  England,"  said  his  Ahithophel  coolly, 
"  it  is  necessary  not  only  that  your  Grace  should  endure  the  trans- 
gressions of  these  unprincipled  marauders,  but  that  you  should  afford 
them  your  protection,  notwithstanding  your  laudable  zeal  for  the 
laws  they  are  in  the  habit  of  infringing.  We  shall  be  finely  helped, 
if  the  churl  Saxons  should  have  realised  your  Grace's  vision,  of  con- 
verting feudal  drawbridges  into  gibbets;  and  yonder  bold-spirited 
Cedric  seemeth  one  to  whom  such  an  imagination  might  occur.  Your 
Grace  is  well  aware,  it  will  be  dangerous  to  stir  without  Front-de- 
Boeuf,  De  Bracy,  and  the  Templar ;  and  yet  we  have  gone  too  far  to 
recede  with  safety." 

Prince  John  struck  his  forehead  with  impatience,  and  then  began 
to  stride  up  and  down  the  apartment. 

"  The  villains,"  he  said,  "  the  base  treacherous  villains,  to  desert 
me  at  this  pinch  ! " 

"  Nay,  say  rather  the  feather-pated  giddy  madmen,"  said  Walde- 
mar, "  who  must  be  toying  with  follies  when  such  business  was  in 
hand." 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ? "  said  the  Prince,  stopping  short  before 
Waldemar. 

"  I  know  nothing  which  can  be  done,"  answered  his  counsellor, 
"  save  that  which  I  have  already  taken  order  for — I  came  not  to 
bewail  this  evil  chance  with  your  Grace,  until  I  had  done  my  best  to 
remedy  it." 

"  Thou  art  ever  my  better  angel,  Waldemar,"  said  the  Prince ; 
"and  when  I  have  such  a  chancellor  to  advise  withal,  the  reign 
of  John  will  be  renowned  in  our  annals. — What  hast  thou  com- 
manded ? " 
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"I  have  ordered  Louis  Winkelbrand,  De  Bracy's  lieutenant,  to 
cause  his  trumpet  sound  to  horse,  and  to  display  his  banner,  and  to 
set  presently  forth  towards  the  castle  of  Front-de-Bceuf,  to  do  what 
yet  may  be  done  for  the  succour  of  .our  friends." 

Prince  John's  face  flushed  with  the  pride  of  a  spoilt  child,  who  has 
undergone  what  it  conceives  to  be  an  insult. 

"  By  the  face  of  God !  "  he  said,  "  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  much  hast 
thou  taken  upon  thee  !  and  over  malapert  thou  wert  to  cause  trumpet 
to  blow,  or  banner  to  be  raised,  in  a  town  where  ourselves  were  in 
presence,  without  our  express  command." 

"  I  crave  your  Grace's  pardon,"  said  Fitzurse,  internally  cursing 
the  idle  vanity  of  his  patron ;  but  when  time  pressed,  and  even  the 
loss  of  minutes  might  be  fatal,  I  judged  it  best  to  take  this  much 
burden  upon  me,  in  a  matter  of  such  importance  to  your  Grace's 
interest." 

"  Thou  art  pardoned,  Fitzurse,"  said  the  Prince  gravely ;  "  thy 
purpose  hath  atoned  for  thy  hasty  rashness.— But  whom  have  we 
here  ? — De  Bracy  himself,  by  the  rood  ! — and  in  strange  guise  doth 
he  come  before  us." 

It  was  indeed  De  Bracy — "bloody  with  spurring,  fiery  red  with 
speed."  His  armour  bore  all  the  marks  of  the  late  obstinate  fray, 
being  broken,  defaced,  and  stained  with  blood  in  many  places,  and 
covered  with  clay  and  dust  from  the  crest  to  the  spur.  Undoing  his 
helmet,  he  placed  it  on  the  table,  and  stood  a  moment  as  if  to  collect 
himself  before  he  told  his  news. 

"De  Bracy,"  said  Prince  John,  "what  means  this?— Speak,  I 
charge  thee  !  Are  the  Saxons  in  rebellion?" 

"  Speak,  De  Bracy,"  said  Fitzurse,  almost  in  the  same  moment 
with  his  master,  "thou  wert  wont  to  be  a  man — Where  is  the 
Templar ?— Where  Front-de-Bceuf? " 

"  The  Templar  is  fled,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  Front-de-Bceuf  you  will 
never  see  more.  He  has  found  a  red  grave  among  the  blazing 
rafters  of  his  own  castle,  and  I  alone  am  escaped  to  tell  you." 

"  Cold  news,"  said  Waldemar,  "  to  us,  though  you  speak  of  fire  and 
conflagration." 

"  The  worst  news  is  not  yet  said,"  answered  De  Bracy ;  and  coming 
up  to  Prince  John,  he  uttered  in  a  low  and  emphatic  tone — "  Richard 
is  in  England — I  have  seen  and  spoken  with  him." 

Prince  John  turned  pale,  tottered  and  caught  at  the  back  of  an 
oaken  bench  to  support  himself— much  like  to  a  man  who  receives 
an  arrow  in  his  bosom. 

"  Thou  ravest,  De  Bracy,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  it  cannot  be." 

"  It  is  as  true  as  truth  itself,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  I  was  his  prisoner, 
and  spoke  with  him." 

"With  Richard  Plantagenet,  sayest  thou?"  continued  Fitzurse. 

"  With  Richard  Plantagenet,"  replied  De  Bracy,  "  with  Richard 
Cceur-de-Lion — with  Richard  of  England." 

"  And  thou  wert  his  prisoner?"  said  Waldemar;  "he  is  then  at 
the  head  of  a  power  ? " 

"  No— only  a  few  outlawed  yeomen  were  around  him,  and  to  these 
his  person  is  unknown.     I  heard  him  say  he  was  about  to  depart 
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from  them.  He  joined  them  only  to  assist  at  the  storming  of 
Torquilstone." 

"  Ay ,"  said  Fitzurse,  "  such  is  indeed  the  fashion  of  Richard— a 
true  knight-errant  he,  and  will  wander  in  wild  adventure,  trusting 
the  prowess  of  his  single  arm,  like  any  Sir  Guy  or  Sir  Bevis,  while 
the  weighty  affairs  of  his  kingdom  slumber,  and  his  own  safety  is 
endangered. — What  dost  thou  propose  to  do,  De  Bracy?" 

"  I?— I  offered  Richard  the  service  of  my  Free  Lances,  and  he  re- 
fused them— I  will  lead  them  to  Hull,  seize  on  shipping,  and  embark 
for  Flanders ;  thanks  to  the  bustling  times,  a  man  of  action  will 
always  find  employment.  And  thou,  Waldemar,  wilt  thou  take  lance 
and  shield,  and  lay  down  thy  policies,  and  wend  along  with  me,  and 
share  the  fate  which  God  sends  us? " 

"  I  am  too  old,  Maurice,  and  I  have  a  daughter,"  answered 
Waldemar. 

"  Give  her  to  me,  Fitzurse,  and  I  will  maintain  her  as  fits  her  rank, 
with  the  help  of  lance  and  stirrup,"  said  De  Bracy. 

"Not  so,"  answered  Fitzurse;  "I  will  take  sanctuary  in  this 
church  of  Saint  Peter — the  Archbishop  is  my  sworn  brother." 

During  this  discourse,  Prince  John  had  gradually  awakened  from 
the  stupor  into  which  he  had  been  thrown  by  the  unexpected  intelli- 
gence, and  had  been  attentive  to  the  conversation  which  passed  be- 
twixt his  followers.  "  They  fall  off  from  me,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  they  hold  no  more  by  me  than  a  withered  leaf  by  the  bough  when 
a  breeze  blows  on  it ! — Hell  and  fiends  !  can  I  shape  no  means  for 
myself  when  I  am  deserted  by  these  cravens  ? "  He  paused,  and 
there  was  an  expression  of  diabolical  passion  in  the  constrained  laugh 
with  which  he  at  length  broke  in  on  there  conversation. 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  my  good  lords,  by  the  light  of  Our  Lady's  brow,  I 
held  ye  sage  men,  bold  men,  ready-witted  men  ;  yet  ye  throw  down 
wealth,  honour,  pleasure,  all  that  our  noble  game  promised  you,  at 
the  moment  it  might  be  won  by  one  bold  cast !  " 

"  I  understand  you  not,"  said  De  Bracy.  "  As  soon  as  Richard's 
return  is  blown  abroad,  he  will  be  at  the  head  of  an  army,  and  all  is 
then  over  with  us.  I  would  counsel  you,  my  lord,  either  to  fly  to 
France,  or  take  the  protection  of  the  Queen  Mother." 

"  I  seek  no  safety  for  myself,"  said  Prince  John,  haughtily  ;  "  that 
I  could  secure  by  a  word  spoken  to  my  brother.  But  although  you, 
De  Bracy,  and  you,  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  are  so  ready  to  abandon  me, 
I  should  not  greatly  delight  to  see  your  heads  blackening  on  Clif- 
ford's gate  yonder.  Thinkest  thou,  Waldemar,  that  the  wily  Arch- 
bishop will  not  suffer  thee  to  be  taken  from  the  very  horns  of  the 
altar,  would  it  make  his  peace  with  King  Richard  ?  And  forgettest 
thou,  De  Bracy,  that  Robert  Estoteville  lies  betwixt  thee  and  Hull 
with  all  his  forces,  and  that  the  Earl  of  Essex  is  gathering  his  fol- 
lowers ?  If  we  had  reason  to  fear  these  levies  even  before  Richard's 
return,  trowest  thou  there  is  any  doubt  now  which  party  their  leaders 
will  take  ?  Trust  me,  Estoteville  alone  has  strength  enough  to  drive 
all  thy  Free  Lances  into  the  Humber."  Waldemar  Fitzurse  and  De 
Bracy  looked  in  each  other's  faces  with  blank  dismay.  "  There  is 
but  one  road  to  safety,"  continued  the  Prince,  and  his  brow  grew 
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black  as  midnight ;  "  this  object  of  our  terror  journeys  alone— He 
must  be  met  withal." 

"  Not  by  me,"  said  De  Bracy  hastily ;  "  I  was  his  prisoner,  and  he 
took  me  to  mercy.    I  will  not  harm  a  feather  in  his  crest." 

"  Who  spoke  of  harming"  him  ?  "  said  Prince  John,  with  a  hardened 
laugh  ;  "  the  knave  will  say  next  that  I  meant  he  should  slay  him  !— 
No—a  prison  were  better  ;  and  whether  in  Britain  or  Austria,  what 
matters  it?— Things  will  be  but  as  they  were  when  we  commenced 
our  enterprise— It  was  founded  on  the  hope  that  Richard  would 
remain  a  captive  in  Germany — Our  uncle  Robert  lived  and  died  in 
the  castle  of  Cardiffe." 

"Ay,  but,"  said  Waldemar,  "  your  sire  Henry  sate  more  firm  in  his 
seat  than  your  Grace  can.  I  say  the  best  prison  is  that  which  is 
made  by  the  sexton— no  dungeon  like  a  church-vault !  I  have  said 
my  say." 

"  Prison  or  tomb,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole 
matter  " 

"  Villain  ! "  said  Prince  John,  "  thou  wouldst  not  bewray  our 
counsel  ?  " 

"  Counsel  was  never  bewrayed  by  me,"  said  De  Bracy  haughtily, 
"  nor  must  the  name  of  villain  be  coupled  with  mine !  " 

"  Peace,  Sir  Knight !  "  said  Waldemar ;  "  and  you,  good  my  lord, 
forgive  the  scruples  of  valiant  De  Bracy ;  I  trust  I  shall  soon  remove 
them." 

"  That  passes  your  eloquence,  Fitzursc,"  replied  the  Knight. 

"Why,  good  Sir  Maurice,"  rejoined  the  wily  politician,  "  start  not 
aside  like  a  scared  steed,  without,  at  least,  considering  the  object  of 
your  terror. — This  Richard— but  a  day  since,  and  it  would  have  been 
thy  dearest  wish  to  have  met  him  hand  to  hand  in  the  ranks  of  battle 
— a  hundred  times  I  have  heard  thee  wish  it." 

"  Ay,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  but  that  was  as  thou  sayest,  hand  to  hand, 
and  in  the  ranks  of  battle !  Thou  never  heardest  me  breathe  a 
thought  of  assaulting  him  alone,  and  in  a  forest." 

"  Thou  art  no  good  knight  if  thou  dost  scruple  at  it,"  said  Walde- 
mar. "  Was  it  in  battle  that  Lancelot  de  Lac  and  Sir  Tristram  won 
renown  ?  or  was  it  not  by  encountering  gigantic  knights  under  the 
shade  of  deep  and  unknown  forests  ? " 

"  Ay,  but  I  promise  you,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  that  neither  Tristram 
nor  Lancelot  would  have  been  match,  hand  to  hand,  for  Richard 
Plantagenet,  and  I  think  it  was  not  their  wont  to  take  odds  against 
a  single  man." 

"  Thou  art  mad,  De  Bracy — what  is  it  we  propose  to  thee,  a  hired 
and  retained  captain  of  Free  Companions,  whose  swords  are  purchased 
for  Prince  John's  sendee  ?  Thou  art  apprised  of  our  enemy,  and 
then  thou  scruplest,  though  thy  patron's  fortunes,  those  of  thy  com- 
rades, thine  own,  and  the  life  and  honour  of  every  one  amongst  us, 
are  at  stake !  "  ' 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  De  Bracy  sullenly,  "  that  he  gave  me  my  life. 
True,  he  sent  me  from  his  presence,  and  refused  my  homage— so  far 
I  owe  him  neither  favour  nor  allegiance— but  I  will  not  lift  hand 
against  him." 
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"  It  needs  not— send  Louis  Winkelbrand  and  a  score  of  thy  lances." 

"  Ye  have  sufficient  ruffians  of  your  own,"  said  De  Bracy ;  "  not 
one  of  mine  shall  budge  on  such  an  errand." 

"  Art  thou  so  obstinate,  De  Bracy  ?  "  said  Prince  John  ;  "  and  wilt 
thou  forsake  me,  after  so  many  protestations  of  zeal  for  my  service?" 

"I  mean  it  not,"  said  De  Bracy;  "I  will  abide  by  you  in  aught 
that  becomes  a  knight,  whether  in  the  lists  or  in  the  camp ;  but  this 
highway  practice  comes  not  within  my  vow." 

"  Come  hither,  Waldemar,"  said  Prince  John.  "  An  unhappy 
Prince  am  I.  My  father,  King  Henry,  had  faithful  servants — He  had 
but  to  say  that  he  was  plagued  with  a  factious  priest,  and  the  blood 
of  Thomas-a-Becket,  saint  though  he  was,  stained  the  steps  of  his 
own  altar. — Tracy,  Morville,  Brito,1  loyal  and  daring  subjects,  your 
names,  your  spirit,  are  extinct !  and  although  Reginald  Fitzurse  hath 
]eft  a  son,  he  hath  fallen  off  from  his  father's  fidelity  and  courage." 

"  He  has  fallen  off  from  neither,"  said  Waldemar  Fitzurse ;  "  and 
since  it  may  not  better  be,  I  will  take  on  me  the  conduct  of  this 
perilous  enterprise.  Dearly,  however,  did  my  father  purchase  the 
praise  of  a  zealous  friend ;  and  yet  did  his  proof  of  loyalty  to  Henry 
fall  far  short  of  what  I  am  about  to  afford ;  for  rather  would  I  assail 
a  whole  calendar  of  saints  than  put  spear  in  rest  against  Coeur-de- 
Lion. — De  Bracy,  to  thee  I  must  trust  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of  the 
doubtful,  and  to  guard  Prince  John's  person.  If  you  receive  such 
news  as  I  trust  to  send  you,  our  enterprise  will  no  longer  wear  a 
doubtful  aspect. — Page,"  he  said,  "hie  to  my  lodgings,  and  tell  my 
armourer  to  be  there  in  readiness  ;  and  bid  Stephen  Wetheral,  Broad 
Thoresby,  and  the  Three  Spears  of  Spyinghow,  come  to  me  instantly; 
and  let  the  scout-master,  Hugh  Bardon  attend  me  also — Adieu,  my 
Prince,  till  better  times."   Thus  speaking  he  left  the  apartment. 

"  He  goes  to  make  my  brother  prisoner,"  said  Prince  John  to  De 
Bracy,  "  with  as  little  touch  of  compunction,  as  if  it  but  concerned 
the  liberty  of  a  Saxon  franklin.  I  trust  he  will  observe  our  orders, 
and  use  our  dear  Richard's  person  with  all  due  respect." 

De  Bracy  only  answered  by  a  smile. 

"By  the  light  of  Our  Lady's  brow,"  said  Prince  John,  "our  orders 
to  him  were  most  precise — though  it  may  be  you  heard  them  not,  as 
we  stood  together  in  the  oriel  window — Most  clear  and  positive  was 
our  charge  that  Richard's  safety  should  be  cared  for,  and  wo  to 
Waldemar's  head  if  he  transgress  it ! " 

"  I  had  better  pass  to  his  lodgings,"  said  De  Bracy,  "  and  make 
him  fully  aware  of  your  Grace's  pleasure ;  for,  as  it  quite  escaped 
my  ear,  it  may  not  perchance  have  reached  that  of  Waldemar." 

"Nay,  nay,"  said  Prince  John  impatiently,  "I  promise  thee  he 
heard  me;  and,  besides,  I  have  farther  occupation  for  thee.  Maurice, 
come  hither;  let  me  lean  on  thy  shoulder." 

They  walked  a  turn  through  "the  hall  in  this  familiar  posture,  and 
Prince  John,  with  an  air  of  the  most  confidential  intimacy,  proceeded 
to  say,  "  What  thinkest  thou  of  this  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  my  De 

i  Reginald  Fitzurse,  William  de  Tracy,  Hugh  de  Morville,  and  Richard  Brito, 
were  the  gentlemen  of  Henry  the  Second's  household,  who,  instigated  by  some 
passionate  expression  of  their  sovereign,  slew  the  celebrated  Thomas-a-Becket. 
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Bracy  ?— He  trusts  to  be  our  Chancellor.  Surely  we  will  pause  ere 
we  give  an  office  so  high  to  one  who  shows  evidently  how  little  he 
reverences  our  blood,  by  his  so  readily  undertaking  this  enterprise 
against  Richard.  Thou  dost  think,  I  warrant,  that  thou  hast  lost 
somewhat  of  our  regard  by  thy  boldly  declining  this  unpleasing  task 
—But  no,  Maurice !  I  rather  honour  thee  for  thy  virtuous  constancy. 
There  are  things  most  necessary  to  be  done,  the  perpetrator  of  which 
we  neither  love  nor  honour;  and  there  may  be  refusals  to  serve  us, 
which  shall  rather  exalt  in  our  estimation  those  who  deny  our 
request.  The  arrest  of  my  unfortunate  brother  forms  no  such  good 
title  to  the  high  office  of  Chancellor,  as  thy  chivalrous  and  courage- 
ous denial  establishes  in  thee  to  the  truncheon  of  High  Marshal. 
Think  of  this,  De  Bracy,  and  begone  to  thy  charge." 

"Fickle  tyrant !"  muttered  De  Bracy,  as  he  left  the  presence  of 
the  Prince :  "  evil  luck  have  they  who  trust  thee.  Thy  Chancellor, 
indeed  !— He  who  hath  the  keeping  of  thy  conscience  shall  have  an 
easy  charge,  I  trow.  But  High  Marshal  of  England  !  that,"  he  said, 
extending  his  arm,  as  if  to  grasp  the  baton  of  office,  and  assuming 
a  loftier  stride  along  the  antechamber,  "  that  is  indeed  a  prize  worth 
playing  for  ! " 

De  Bracy  had  no  sooner  left  the  apartment  than  Prince  John 
summoned  an  attendant. 

"  Bid  Hugh  Bardon,  our  scout-master,  come  hither  as  soon  as  he 
shall  have  spoken  with  Waldemar  Fitzurse." 

The  scout-master  arrived  after  a  brief  delay,  during  which  John 
traversed  the  apartment  with  unequal  and  disordered  steps. 

"  Bardon,"  said  he,  "  what  did  Waldemar  desire  of  thee  ! " 

"  Two  resolute  men,  well  acquainted  with  these  northern  wilds, 
and  skilful  in  tracking  the  tread  of  man  and  horse." 

"  And  thou  hast  fitted  him?" 

"  Let  your  Grace  never  trust  me  else,"  answered  the  master  of  the 
spies.  "  One  is  from  Hexamshire;  he  is  wont  to  trace  the  Tynedale 
and  Teviotdale  thieves  as  a  bloodhound  follows  the  slot  of  a  hurt  deer. 
The  other  is  Yorkshire  bred,  and  has  twanged  his  bowstring  right 
oft  in  merry  Sherwood ;  he  knows  each  glade  and  dingle,  copse  and 
high-wood,  betwixt  this  and  Richmond." 

"  Tis  well,"  said  the  Prince.  — "  Goes  Waldemar  forth  with 
them  ?  " 

"  Instantly,"  said  Bardon. 

"  With  what  attendance  ?  "  asked  John,  carelessly. 

"  Broad  Thoresby  goes  with  him,  and  Wetheral,  whom  they  call, 
for  his  cruelty,  Stephen  Steel-heart,  and  three  northern  men-at-arms 
that  belonged  to  Ralph  Middleton's  gang— they  are  called  the  Spears 
of  Spyinghow." 

"Tis  well,"  said  Prince  John;  then  added,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  "  Bardon,  it  imports  our  service  that  thou  keep  a  strict  watch 
on  Maurice  de  Bracy— so  that  he  shall  not  observe  it,  howrever— 
And  let  us  know  of  his  motions  from  time  to  time— with  whom  he 
converses,  what  he  proposeth.  Fail  not  in  this,  as  thou  wilt  be 
answerable." 

Hugh  Bardon  bowed,  and  retired. 
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"  If  Maurice  betrays  me,"  said  Prince  John—"  if  he  betrays  me, 
as  his  bearing*  leads  me  to  fear,  I  will  have  his  head,  were  Richard 
thundering  at  the  gates  of  York." 


CHAPTER  XXXVL 

Arouse  the  tiger  of  Hyrcanian  deserts, 
Strive  with  the  half-starved  lion  for  his  prey  ; 
Lesser  the  risk,  than  rouse  the  slumbering  tire 
Of  wild  fanaticism. 

Anonymous. 

Our  tale  now  returns  to  Isaac  of  York.— Mounted  upon  a  mule, 
the  gift  of  the  Outlaw,  with  two  tall  yeomen  to  act  as  his  guard  and 
guides,  the  Jew  had  set  out  for  the  Preceptory  of  Templestowe,  for 
the  purpose  of  negotiating  his  daughter's  redemption.  The  Precep- 
tory was  but  a  day's  journey  from  the  demolished  castle  of  Torquil- 
stone,  and  the  Jew  had  hoped  to  reach  it  before  nightfall.  Accord- 
ingly, having  dismissed  his  guides  at  the  verge  of  the  forest  and 
rewarded  them  with  a  piece  of  silver,  he  began  to  press  on  with  such 
speed  as  his  weariness  permitted  him  to  exert.  But  his  strength 
failed  him  totally  ere  he  had  reached  within  four  miles  of  the 
Temple-Court;  racking  pains  shot  along  his  back  and  through  his 
limbs,  and  the  excessive  anguish  which  he  felt  at  heart  being  now 
augmented  by  bodily  suffering,  he  was  rendered  altogether  incapable 
of  proceeding  farther  than  a  small  market-town,  where  dwelt  a 
Jewish  Rabbi  of  his  tribe,  eminent  in  the  medical  profession,  and 
to  whom  Isaac  was  well  known.  Nathan  Ben  Israel  received  his 
suffering  countryman  with  that  kindness  which  the  law  prescribed, 
and  which  the  Jews  practised  to  each  other.  He  insisted  on  his 
betaking  himself  to  repose,  and  used  such  remedies  as  were  then  in 
most  repute  to  check  the  progress  of  the  fever,  which  terror,  fatigue, 
ill  usage,  and  sorrow,  had  brought  upon  the  poor  old  Jew. 

On  the  morrow,  when  Isaac  proposed  to  arise  and  pursue  his 
journey,  Nathan  remonstrated  against  his  purpose,  both  as  his  host 
and  as  his  physician.  It  might  cost  him.  he  said,  his  life.  But  Isaac 
replied,  that  more  than  life  and  death  depended  upon  his  going  that 
morning  to  Templestowe. 

"  To  Templestowe  !  "  said  his  host  with  surprise ;  again  felt  his 
pulse,  and  then  muttered  to  himself,  "His  fever  is  abated,  yet  seems 
his  mind  somewhat  alienated  and  disturbed." 

"  And  why  not  to  Templestowe  ?"  answered  his  patient.  "  I  grant 
thee,  Nathan,  that  it  is  a  dwelling  of  those  to  whom  the  despised 
Children  of  the  Promise  are  a  stumbling-block  and  an  abomination ; 
yet  thou  knowest  that  pressing  affairs  of  traffic  sometimes  carry  us 
among  these  bloodthirsty  Nazarene  soldiers,  and  that  we  visit  the 
Preceptories  of  the  Templars,  as  well  as  the  Commanderies  of  the 
Knights  Hospitallers,  as  they  are  called." 1 

1  The  establishments  of  the  Knight  Templars  were  called  Preceptories,  and  the 
title  of  those  who  presided  in  the  Order  was  Preceptor  ;  as  the  principal  Knights  of 
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"  I  know  it  well,"  said  Nathan  ;  "  but  wottest  thou  that  Lucas  de 
Beaumanoir,  the  Chief  of  their  Order,  and  whom  they  term  Grand 
Master,  is  now  himself  at  Templestowe  ?" 

"  I  know  it  not,"  said  Isaac  ;  "  our  last  letters  from  our  brethren 
at  Paris  advised  us  that  he  was  at  that  city,  beseeching'  Philip  for 
aid  against  the  Sultan  Saladine." 

"  He  hath  since  come  to  England,  unexpected  by  his  brethren," 
said  Ben  Israel ;  "  and  he  cometh  among  them  with  a  strong  and 
outstretched  arm  to  correct  and  to  punish.  His  countenance  is 
kindled  in  anger  against  those  who  have  departed  from  the  vow 
which  they  have  made,  and  great  is  the  fear  of  those  sons  of  Belial. 
Thou  must  have  heard  of  his  name  ?" 

"  It  is  well  known  unto  me,"  said  Isaac ;  "  the  Gentiles  deliver 
this  Lucas  Beaumanoir  as  a  man  zealous  to  slaying  for  every  point 
of  the  Nazarene  law ;  and  our  brethren  have  termed  him  a  fierce 
destroyer  of  the  Saracens,  and  a  cruel  tyrant  to  the  Children  of  the 
Promise." 

"  And  truly  have  they  termed  him,"  said  Nathan  the  physician. 
"  Other  Templars  may  be  moved  from  the  purpose  of  their  heart  by 
pleasure,  or  bribed  by  promise  of  gold  and  silver ;  but  Beaumanoir 
is  of  a  different  stamp — hating  sensuality,  despising  treasure,  and 
pressing  forward  to  that  which  they  call  the  crown  of  martyrdom — 
The  God  of  Jacob  speedily  send  it  unto  him,  and  unto  them  all! 
Specially  hath  this  proud  man  extended  his  glove  over  the  children  of 
Judah,  as  holy  David  over  Edom,  holding  the  murder  of  a  Jew  to  be 
an  offering  of  as  sweet  savour  as  the  death  of  a  Saracen.  Impious 
and  false  things  has  he  said  even  of  the  virtues  of  our  medicines,  as 
if  they  were  the  devices  of  Satan— The  Lord  rebuke  him ! " 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  Isaac,  "  I  must  present  myself  at  Temple- 
stowe, though  he  hath  made  his  face  like  unto  a  fiery  furnace  seven 
times  heated." 

He  then  explained  to  Nathan  the  pressing  cause  of  his  journey. 
The  Rabbi  listened  with  interest,  and  testified  his  sympathy  after 
the  fashion  of  his  people,  rending  his  clothes,  and  saying,  "  Ah,  my 
daughter! — ah,  my  daughter! — Alas!  for  the  beauty  of  Zion  ! — 
Alas  !  for  the  captivity  of  Israel ! " 

"  Thou  seest,"  said  Isaac,  "  how  it  stands  with  me,  and  that  I  may 
not  tarry.    Peradventure,  the  presence  of  this  Lucas  Beaumanoir, 
being  the  chief  man  over  them,  may  turn  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert 
from  the  ill  which  he  doth  meditate,  and  that  he  may  deliver  to  me  I 
my  beloved  daughter  Rebecca." 

"  Go  thou,"  said  Nathan  Ben  Israel,  "  and  be  wise,  for  wisdomj 
availed  Daniel  in  the  den  of  lions  into  which  he  was  cast ;  and  may 
it  go  well  with  thee,  even  as  thine  heart  wisheth.  Yet,  if  thou  canstj 
keep  thee  from  the  presence  of  the  Grand  Master,  for  to  do  foul] 
scorn  to  our  people  is  his  morning  and  evening  delight.  It  may  be 
if  thou  couldst  speak  with  Bois-Guilbert  in  private,  thou  shalt  the 
better  prevail  with  him;  for  men  say  that  these  accursed  Nazarenea 
are  not  of  one  mind  in  the  Preceptory — May  their  counsels  be  con] 

Saint  John  were  termed  Commanders,  and  their  houses  Commanderies.      But| 
these  terms  were  sometimes,  it  would  seem,  used  indiscriminately. 
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founded  and  brought  to  shame  !  But  do  thou,  brother,  return  to  me 
as  if  it  were  to  the  house  of  thy  father,  and  bring*  me  word  how  it 
has  sped  with  thee ;  and  well  do  I  hope  thou  wilt  bring  with  thee 
Rebecca,  even  the  scholar  of  the  wise  Miriam,  whose  cures  the 
Gentiles  slandered  as  if  they  had  been  wrought  by  necromancy." 

Isaac  accordingly  bade  his  friend  farewell,  and  about  an  hour's 
riding  brought  him  before  the  Preceptory  of  Templestowe. 

This  establishment  of  the  Templars  was  seated  amidst  fair  meadows 
and  pastures,  which  the  devotion  of  the  former  Preceptor  had 
bestowed  upon  their  Order.  It  was  strong  and  well  fortified,  a  point 
never  neglected  by  these  knights,  and  which  the  disordered  state  of 
England  rendered  peculiarly  necessary.  Two  halberdiers,  clad  in 
black,  guarded  the  drawbridge,  and  others,  in  the  same  sad  livery, 
glided  to  and  fro  upon  the  walls  with  a  funereal  pace,  resembling 
spectres  more  than  soldiers.  The  inferior  officers  of  the  Order  were 
thus  dressed,  ever  since  their  use  of  white  garments,  similar  to  those 
of  the  knights  and  esquires,  had  given  rise  to  a  combination  of 
certain  false  brethren  in  the  mountains  of  Palestine,  terming  them- 
selves Templars,  and  bringing  great  dishonour  on  the  Order.  A 
knight  was  now  and  then  seen  to  cross  the  court  in  his  long  white 
cloak,  his  head  depressed  on  his  breast,  and  his  arms  folded.  They 
passed  each  other,  if  they  chanced  to  meet,  with  a  slow,  solemn,  and 
mute  greeting ;  for  such  was  the  rule  of  their  Order,  quoting  there- 
upon the  holy  texts,  "  In  many  words  thou  shalt  not  avoid  sin,"  and 
"Life  and  death  are  in  the  power  of  the  tongue."  In  a  word,  the 
stern  ascetic  rigour  of  the  Temple  discipline,  which  had  been  so 
long  exchanged  for  prodigal  and  licentious  indulgence,  seemed  at 
once  to  have  revived  at  Templestowe  under  the  severe  eye  of  Lucas 
Beaumanoir. 

Isaac  paused  at  the  gate,  to  consider  how  he  might  seek  entrance 
in  the  manner  most  likely  to  bespeak  favour;  for  he  was  well  aware 
that,  to  his  unhappy  race,  the  reviving  fanaticism  of  the  Order  was 
not  less  dangerous  than  their  unprincipled  licentiousness ;  and  that 
his  religion  would  be  the  object  of  hate  and  persecution  in  the  one 
case,  as  his  wealth  would  have  exposed  him  in  the  other  to  the  ex- 
tortions of  unrelenting  oppression. 

Meantime  Lucas  Beaumanoir  walked  in  a  small  garden  belonging 
to  the  Preceptory,  included  within  the  precincts  of  its  exterior  forti- 
fication, and  held  sad  and  confidential  communication  with  a  brother 
of  his  Order,  who  had  come  in  his  company  from  Palestine. 

The  Grand  Master  was  a  man  advanced  in  age,  as  was  testified  by 
ois  long  grey  beard,  and  the  shaggy  grey  eyebrows,  overhanging 
eyes,  of  which,  however,  years  had  been  unable  to  quench  the  fire. 
A  formidable  warrior,  his  thin  and  severe  features  retained  the  sol- 
dier's fierceness  of  expression ;  an  ascetic  bigot,  they  were  no  less 
marked  by  the  emaciation  of  abstinence,  and  the  spiritual  pride  of 
the  self-satisfied  devotee.  Yet  with  these  severer  traits  of  physiog- 
nomy, there  was  mixed  somewhat  striking  and  noble,  arising,  doubt- 
less, from  the  great  part  which  his  high  office  called  upon  him  to 
i  act  among  monarchs  and  princes,  and  from  the  habitual  exercise  of 
supreme  authority  over  the  valiant  and  high-born  knights,  who  were 
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united  by  the  rules  of  the  Order.  His  stature  was  tall,  and  his  gait, 
undepressed  by  age  and  toil,  was  erect  and  stately.  His  white 
mantle  was  shaped  with  severe  regularity,  according  to  the  rule  of 
Saint  Bernard  himself,  being  composed  of  what  was  then  called  Bur- 
rel  cloth,  exactly  fitted  to  the  size  of  the  wearer,  and  bearing  on  the 
left  shoulder  the  octangular  cross  peculiar  to  the  Order,  formed  of 
red  cloth.  No  vair  or  ermine  decked  this  garment ;  but  in  respect 
of  his  age,  the  Grand  Master,  as  permitted  by  the  rules,  wore  his 
doublet  lined  and  trimmed  with  the  softest  lambskin,  dressed  with 
the  wool  outwards,  which  was  the  nearest  approach  he  could  regu- 
larly make  to  the  use  of  fur,  then  the  greatest  luxury  of  dress.  In 
his  hand  he  bore  that  singular  abacus,  or  staff  of  office,  with  which 
Templars  are  usually  represented,  having  at  the  upper  end  a  round 
plate,  on  which  was  engraved  the  cross  of  the  Order,  inscribed  within 
a  circle  or  orle,  as  heralds  term  it.  His  companion,  who  attended 
on  this  great  personage,  had  nearly  the  same  dress  in  all  respects, 
but  his  extreme  deference  towards  his  Superior  showed  that  no  other 
equality  subsisted  between  them.  The  Preceptor,  for  such  he  was 
in  rank,  walked  not  in  a  line  with  the  Grand  Master,  but  just  so  far 
behind  that  Beaumanoir  could  speak  to  him  without  turning  round 
his  head. 

"  Conrade,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  dear  companion  of  my  battles 
and  my  toils,  to  thy  faithful  bosom  alone  I  can  confide  my  sorrows. 
To  thee  alone  can  I  tell  how  oft,  since  I  came  to  this  kingdom,  I 
have  desired  to  be  dissolved  and  to  be  with  the  just.  Not  one  object 
in  England  hath  met  mine  eye  which  it  could  rest  upon  with  pleasure, 
save  the  tombs  of  our  brethren,  beneath  the  massive  roof  of  our 
Temple  Church  in  yonder  proud  capital.  Oh,  valiant  Robert  de 
Ros  !  did  I  exclaim  internally,  as  I  gazed  upon  these  good  soldiers 
of  the  cross,  where  they  lie  sculptured  on  their  sepulchres, — Oh, 
worthy  William  de  Mareschal !  open  your  marble  cells,  and  take  to 
your  repose  a  wTeary  brother,  who  would  rather  strive  with  a  hun- 
dred thousand  pagans  than  witness  the  decay  of  our  Holy  Order  ! " 

"It  is  but  true,"  answered  Conrade  Mont-Fitchet;  "it  is  but  too 
true;  and  the  irregularities  of  our  brethren  in  England  are  even 
more  gross  than  those  in  France." 

"  Because  they  are  more  wealthy,"  answered  the  Grand  Master. 
"  Bear  with  me,  brother,  although  I  should  something  vaunt  myself. 
Thou  knowest  the  life  I  have  led,  keeping  each  point  of  my  Order, 
striving  with  devils  embodied  and  disembodied,  striking  down  the 
roaring  lion,  who  goeth  about  seeking  wThom  he  may  devour,  like  a 
good  knight  and  devout  priest,  wheresoever  I  met  with  him — even  as 
blessed  Saint  Bernard  hath  prescribed  to  us  in  the  forty-fifth  capital 
of  our  rule,  Ut  Leo  semper  feriatur.1  But,  by  the  Holy  Temple! 
the  zeal  which  hath  devoured  my  substance  and  my  life,  yea,  the 
very  nerves  and  marrow  of  my  bones;  by  that  very  Holy  Templi 
I  swear  to  thee,  that  save  thyself  and  some  few  that  still  retain  tin 

iln  the  ordinances  of  the  Knights  of  the  Temple  this  phrase  is  repeated  in  i 
variety  of  forms,  and  occurs  in  almost  every  chapter,  as  if  it  were  the  signal-wonf 
of  the  Order;  which  may  account  for  its  being  so  frequently  put  in  the  Granq 
Master's  mouth. 
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ancient  severity  of  our  Order,  I  look  upon  no  brethren  whom  I  can 
bring"  my  soul  to  embrace  under  that  holy  name.  What  say  our 
statutes,  and  how  do  our  brethren  observe  them  ?  They  should  wear 
no  vain  or  worldly  ornament,  no  crest  upon  their  helmet,  no  gold 
upon- stirrup  or  bridle-bit;  yet  who  now  go  pranked  out  so  proudly 
and  so  gaily  as  the  poor  soldiers  of  the  Temple  ?  They  are  forbidden 
by  our  statutes  to  take  one  bird  by  means  of  another,  to  svhoot  beasts 
with  bow  or  arblast,  to  halloo  to  a  hunting-horn,  or  to  spur  the  horse 
after  game.  But  now,  at  hunting  and  hawking,  and  each  idle  sport 
of  wood  and  river,  who  so  prompt  as  the  Templars  in  all  these  fond 
vanities  ?  They  are  forbidden  to  read,  save  what  their  Superior  per- 
mitted, or  listen  to  what  is  read,  save  such  holy  things  as  may  be 
recited  aloud  during  the  hours  of  refection ;  but  lo  !  their  ears  are 
at  the  command  of  idle  minstrels,  and  their  eyes  study  empty 
romaunts.  They  were  commanded  to  extirpate  magic  and"  heresy. 
Lo  !  they  are  charged  with  studying  the  accursed  cabalistical  secrets 
of  the  Jews,  and  the  magic  of  the  Paynim  Saracens.  Simpleness  of 
diet  was  prescribed  to  them  ;  roots,  pottage,  gruels,  eating  flesh  but 
thrice  a-week,  because  the  accustomed  feeding  on  flesh  is  a  dishonour- 
able corruption  of  the  body ;  and  behold,  their  tables  groan  under 
delicate  fare  !  Their  drink  was  to  be  Avater,  and  now,  to  drink  like 
a  Templar,  is  the  boast  of  each  jolly  boon  companion  !  This  very 
garden,  filled  as  it  is  with  curious  herbs  and  trees  sent  from  the 
Eastern  climes,  better  becomes  the  harem  of  an  unbelieving  Emir, 
than  the  plot  which  Christian  monks  should  devote  to  raise  their 
homely  pot-herbs. — And  oh,  Conrade  !  well  it  were  that  the  relaxa- 
tion of  discipline  stopped  even  here ! — Well  thou  knowest  that  we 
were  forbidden  to  receive  those  devout  women,  who  at  the  beginning" 
were  associated  as  sisters  of  our  Order,  because,  saith  the  forty-sixth 
chapter,  the  Ancient  Enemy  hath,  by  female  society,  withdrawn  many 
from  the  right  path  to  paradise.  Nay,  in  the  last  capital,  being,  as 
it  were,  the  cope-stone  which  our  blessed  founder  placed  on  the  pure 
and  undefiled  doctrine  which  he  had  enjoined,  we  are  prohibited  from 
offering,  even  to  our  sisters  and  our  mothers,  the  kiss  of  affection — 
ut  omnium  mulierum  fugiantur  oscula. — I  shame  to  speak — I  shame 
to  think — of  the  corruptions  which  have  rushed  in  upon  us  even  like 
a  flood.  The  souls  of  our  pure  founders,  the  spirits  of  Hugh  de 
Pay  en  and  Godfrey  de  Saint  Omer,  and  of  the  blessed  Seven  who 
first  joined  in  dedicating  their  lives  to  the  service  of  the  Temple,  are 
disturbed  even  in  the  enjoyment  of  paradise  itself.  I  have  seen  them, 
Conrade,  in  the  visions  of  the  night— their  sainted  eyes  shed  tears 
for  the  sins  and  follies  of  their  brethren,  and  for  the  foul  and  shame- 
ful luxury  in  which  they  wallow.  Beaumanoir,  they  say,  thou  slum- 
berest— awake !  There  is  a  stain  in  the  fabric  of  the  Temple,  deep 
I  and  foul  as  that  left  by  the  streaks  of  leprosy  on  the  walls  of  the  in- 
fected houses  of  old.1  The  soldiers  of  the  Cross,  who  should  shun 
I  the  glance  of  a  woman  as  the  eye  of  a  basilisk,  live  in  open  sin,  not 
with  the  females  of  their  own  race  only,  but  with  the  daughters  of 
the  accursed  heathen,  and  more  accursed  Jew.     Beaumanoir,  thou 

1  See  the  13th  chapter  of  Leviticus. 
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sleepest;  up,  and  avenge  our  cause! — Slay  the  shiners,  male  and 
female  !— Take  to  thee  the  brand  of  Phineas  !— The  vision  fled, 
Conrade,  but  as  I  awaked  I  could  still  hear  the  clank  of  their  mail, 
and  see  the  waving  of  their  white  mantles. — And  I  will  do  according 
to  their  word,  I  will  purify  the  fabric  of  the  Temple  !  and  the  un- 
clean stones  in  which  the  plague  is  I  will  remove  and  cast  out  of  the 
building." 

"  Yet  bethink  thee,  reverend  father,"  said  Mont-Fitchet,  "  the  stain 
hath  become  engrained  by  time  and  consuetude ;  let  thy  reformation 
be  cautious,  as  it  is  just  and  wise." 

"No,  Mont-Fitchet,"  answered  the  stern  old  man — "it  must  be 
sharp  and  sudden— the  Order  is  on  the  crisis  of  its  fate.  The  sobriety, 
self-devotion,  and  piety  of  our  predecessors,  made  us  powerful  friends 
—our  presumption,  our  wealth,  our  luxury,  have  raised  up  against 
us  mighty  enemies. — We  must  cast  away  these  riches,  which  are  a 
temptation  to  princes — we  must  lay  down  that  presumption,  which 
is  an  offence  to  them — we  must  reform  that  licence  of  manners, 
which  is  a  scandal  to  the  whole  Christian  world!  Or— mark  my 
words — the  Order  of  the  Temple  will  be  utterly  demolished— and 
the  place  thereof  shall  no  more  be  known  among  the  nations." 

" Now  may  God  avert  such  a  calamity!  "  said  the  Preceptor. 

"Amen,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  with  solemnity,  "but  we  must 
deserve  His  aid.  I  tell  thee,  Conrade,  that  neither  the  powers  in 
Heaven,  nor  the  powers  on  earth,  will  longer  endure  the  wickedness 
of  this  generation — My  intelligence  is  sure — the  ground  on  which 
our  fabric  is  reared  is  already  undermined,  and  each  addition  we 
make  to  the  structure  of  our  greatness  will  only  sink  it  the  sooner 
in  the  abyss.  We  must  retrace  our  steps,  and  show  ourselves  the 
faithful  Champions  of  the  Cross,  sacrificing  to  our  calling,  not  alone 
our  blood  and  our  lives — not  alone  our  lusts  and  our  vices — but  our 
ease,  our  comforts,  and  our  natural  affections,  and  act  as  men  con- 
vinced that  many  a  pleasure  which  may  be  lawful  to  others  is  for- 
bidden to  the  vowed  soldier  of  the  Temple." 

At  this  moment  acquire,  clothed  in  a  threadbare  vestment  (for 
the  aspirants  after  this  holy  Order  wore,  during  their  noviciate,  the 
cast-off  garments  of  the  knights),  entered  the  garden,  and,  bowing 
profoundly  before  the  Grand  Master,  stood  silent,  awaiting  his  per- 
mission ere  he  presumed  to  tell  his  errand. 

"Is  it  not  more  seemly,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "to  see  this 
Damian,  clothed  in  the  garments  of  Christian  humility,  thus  appear 
with  reverend  silence  before  his  Superior,  than  but  two  days  since, 
when  the  fond  fool  was  decked  in  a  painted  coat,  and  jangling  as 
pert  and  as  proud  as  any  popinjay  ?— Speak,  Damian,  we  permit  thee 
— What  is  thine  errand  ?  " 

"  A  Jew  stands  without  the  gate,  noble  and  reverend  father,"  said 
the  squire,  "  who  prays  to  speak  with  brother  Brian  de  Bois-Guil 
berfc." 

"  Thou  wert  right  to  give  me  knowledge  of  it,"  said  the  Grand 
Master ;  "  in  our  presence  a  Preceptor  is  but  as  a  common  compeer  of 
our  Order,  ^ho  may  not  walk  according  to  his  own  will,  but  to  that 
of  his  Master— even  according  to  the  text, '  In  the  hearing  of  the  ear 
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he  hath  obeyed  me.' — It  imports  us  especially  to  know  of  this  Bois- 
Guilbert's  proceeding's,"  said  he,  turning  to  his  companion. 

"  Report  speaks  him  brave  and  valiant,"  said  Conrade. 

"  And  truly  is  he  so  spoken  of,"  said  the  Grand  Master ;  "  in  our 
valour  only  we  are  not  degenerated  from  our  predecessors,  the  heroes 
of  the  Cross.  But  brother  Brian  came  into  our  Order  a  moody  and 
disappointed  man,  stirred,  I  doubt  me,  to  take  our  vows,  and  to  re- 
nounce the  world,  not  in  sincerity  of  soul,  but  as  one  whom  some 
touch  of  light  discontent  had  driven  into  penitence.  Since  then,  he 
hath  become  an  active  and  earnest  agitator,  a  murmurer,  and  a 
machinator,  and  a  leader  among  those  who  impugn  our  authority ; 
not  considering  that  the  rule  is  given  to  the  Master  even  by  the 
symbol  of  the  staff  and  the  rod — the  staff  to  support  the  infirmities 
of  the  weak — the  rod  to  correct  the  faults  of  delinquents — Barman," 
he  continued,  "  lead  the  Jew  to  our  presence." 

The  squire  departed  with  a  profound  reverence,  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes returned,  marshalling  in  Isaac  of  York.  No  naked  slave,  ushered 
into  the  presence  of  some  mighty  prince,  could  approach  his  judg- 
ment-seat with  more  profound  reverence  and  terror,  than  that  with 
which  the  Jew  drew  near  to  the  presence  of  the  Grand  Master.  When 
he  had  approached  within  the  distance  of  three  yards,  Beaumanoir 
made  a  sign  with  his  staff  that  he  should  come  no  farther.  The  Jew 
kneeled  down  on  the  earth,  which  he  kissed  in  token  of  reverence ;  then 
rising,  stood  before  the  Templars,  his  hands  folded  on  his  bosom,  his 
head  bowed  on  his  breast,  in  all  the  submission  of  Oriental  slavery. 

"Damian,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "retire,  and  have  a  guard 
ready  to  await  our  sudden  call;  and  suffer  no  one  to  enter  the 
garden  until  we  shall  leave  it."  The  squire  bowed  and  retreated. — 
"  Jew,"  continued  the  haughty  old  man,  "  mark  me.  It  suits  not  our 
condition  to  hold  with  thee  long  communication,  nor  do  we  waste 
words  or  time  upon  any  one.  Wherefore  be  brief  in  thy  answers  to 
what  questions  I  shall  ask  thee,  and  let  thy  words  be  of  truth  ;  for  if 
thy  tongue  doubles  with  me,  I  will  have  it  torn  from  thy  misbelieving 
jaws." 

The  Jew  was  about  to  reply,  but  the  Crrand  Master  went  on. 

"  Peace,  unbeliever ! — not  a  word  in  our  presence,  save  in  answer 
to  our  questions — What  is  thy  business  with  our  brother  Brian  de 
Bois-Guilbert?" 

Isaac  gasped  with  terror  and  uncertainty.  To  tell  his  tale  might 
be  interpreted  into  scandalising  the  Order;  yet,  unless  he  told  it, 
what  hope^  could  he  have  of  achieving  his  daughter's  deliverance ; 
Beaumanoir  saw  his  mortal  apprehension,  and  condescended  to  give 
him  some  assurance. 

"  Fear  nothing,"  he  said,  "  for  thy  wretched  person,  Jew,  so  thou 
dealest  uprightly  in  this  matter.  I  demand  again  to  know  from  thee 
thy  business  with  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert?" 

"I  am  bearer  of  a  letter,"  stammered  out  the  Jew,  "so  please 
your  reverend  valour,  to  that  good  knight,  from  Prior  Aymer  of  the 
Abbey  of  Jorvaulx." 

'"  Said  I  not  these  were  evil  times,  Conrade,"  said  the  Master.  "  A 
i  Cistertian  Prior  sends  a  letter  to  a  soldier  of  the  Temple,  and  can 
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find  no  more  fitting  messenger  than  an  unbelieving"  Jew.— Give  me 
the  letter." 

The  Jew,  with  trembling  hands,  undid  the  folds  of  his  Armenian 
cap,  in  which  he  had  deposited  the  Prior's  tablets  for  the  greater 
security,  and  was  about  to  approach  with  hand  extended  and  body 
crouched,  to  place  it  within  the  reach  of  his  grim  interrogator. 

"  Back,  dog  ! "  said  the  Grand  Master ;  "  I  touch  not  misbelievers, 
save  with  the  sword. — Conrade,  take  thou  the  letter  from  the  Jew, 
and  give  it  to  me." 

Beaumanoir,  being  thus  possessed  of  the  tablets,  inspected  the  out- 
side carefullv,  and  then  proceeded  to  undo  the  packthread  which 
secured  its  folds.  "Reverend  father,"  said  Conrade  interposing, 
though  with  much  deference,  "  wilt  thou  break  the  seal  ? " 

"And  will  I  not?"  said  Beaumanoir,  with  a  frown.  "Is  it  not 
written  in  the  forty-second  capital  De  Lectione  Liter  arum,  that  a 
Templar  shall  not  receive  a  letter,  no  not  from  his  father,  without 
communicating  the  same  to  the  Grand  Master,  and  reading  it  in  his 
presence?" 

He  then  perused  the  letter  in  haste,  with  an  expression  of  surprise 
and  horror ;  read  it  over  again  more  slowly  ;  then  holding  it  out  to 
Conrade  with  one  hand,  and  slightly  striking  it  with  the  other, 
exclaimed— "Here  is  goodly  stuff  for  one  Christian  man  to  write  to 
another,  and  both  members,  and  no  inconsiderable  members  of  reli- 
gious professions !  When,"  said  he  solemnly,  and  looking  upward, 
"  wilt  thou  come  with  thy  fanners  to  purge  the  thrashing-floor?  " 

Mont-Fitchet  took  the  letter  from  his  superior,  and  was  about  to 
peruse  it.  "  Read  it  aloud,  Conrade,"  said  the  Grand  Master,—"  and 
do  thou  "  (to  Isaac)  "  attend  to  the  purport  of  it,  for  we  will  question 
thee  concerning  it." 

Conrade  read  the  letter,  which  was  in  these  words :  "  Aymer,  by 
divine  grace,  Prior  of  the  Cistertian  house  of  Saint  Mary's  of  Jor- 
vaulx,  to  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  a  Knight  of  the  holy  Order 
of  the  Temple,  wisheth  health,  with  the  bounties  of  King  Bacchus 
and  of  my  Lady  Venus.  Touching  our  present  condition,  dear  Brother, 
we  are  a  captive  in  the  hands  of  certain  lawless  and  godless  men,  who 
have  not  feared  to  detain  our  person,  and  put  us  to  ransom ;  whereby 
we  have  also  learned  of  Front-de-Boeuf  's  misfortune,  and  that  thou 
hast  escaped  with  that  fair  Jewish  sorceress,  whose  black  eyes  hath 
bewitched  thee.  We  are  heartily  rejoiced  of  thy  safety ;  neverthe- 
less, we  pray  thee  to  be  on  thy  guard  in  the  matter  of  this  second 
Witch  of  Endor ;  for  we  are  privately  assured  that  your  Great  Master, 
who  eareth  not  a  bean  for  cherry  cheeks  and  black  eyes,  comes  from 
Normandy  to  diminish  your  mirth,  and  amend  your  misdoings. 
Wherefore  we  pray  you  heartily  to  beware,  and  to  be  found  watching, 
even  as  the  Holy  Text  hath  it,  Invenientur  vigilantes.  And  the  wealthy 
Jew  her  father,  Isaac  of  York,  having  prayed  of  me  letters  in  his 
behalf,  I  gave  him  these,  earnestly  advising,  and  in  a  sort  entreating, 
that  you  do  hold  the  damsel  to  ransom,  seeing  he  will  pay  you  from 
his  bags  as  much  as  may  find  fifty  damsels  upon  safer  terms,  whereof 
I  trust  to  have  my  part  when  we  make  merry  together,  as  true 
brothers,  not  forgetting  the  wine-cup.    For  what  saith  the  text 
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Vinujn  Icetificat  cor  hominis ;  and  again,  Rex  delectabitur  pulchri- 
tudine  tua. 

"  Till  which  merry  meeting  we  wish  you  farewell.  Given  from 
this  den  of  thieves,  about  the  hour  of  matins, 

"  Aymer  Pr.  S.  M.  Jorvolciencis. 

"  Postscriptum. — Truly  your  golden  chain  hath  not  long  abidden 
with  me,  and  will  now  sustain,  around  the  neck  of  an  outlaw  deer- 
stealer,  the  whistle  wherewith  he  calleth  on  his  hounds." 

"  What  sayest  thou  to  this,  Conrade  ?  "  said  the  Grand  Master — 
"  Den  of  thieves  !  and  a  fit  residence  is  a  den  of  thieves  for  such  a 
Prior.  No  wonder  that  the  hand  of  God  is  upon  us,  and  that  in  the 
Holy  Land  we  lose  place  by  place,  foot  by  foot,  before  the  infidels, 
when  we  have  such  churchmen  as  this  Aymer. — And  what  meaneth 
he,  I  trow,  by  this  second  Witch  of  Endor  ? "  said  he  to  his  confident, 
something  apart. 

Conrade  was  better  acquainted  (perhaps  by  practice)  with  the  jargon 
of  gallantry,  than  was  his  Superior ;  and  he  expounded  the  passage 
which  embarrassed  the  Grand  Master,  to  be  a  sort  of  language  used 
by  worldly  men  towards  those  whom  they  loved  par  amours ;  but 
the  explanation  did  not  satisfy  the  bigoted  Beaumanoir. 

"  There  is  more  in  it  than  thou  dost  guess,  Conrade ;  thy  simplicity- 
is  no  match  for  this  deep  abyss  of  wickedness.  This  Rebecca  of  York 
was  a  pupil  of  that  Miriam  of  whom  thou  hast  heard.  Thou  shalt  hear 
the  Jew  own  it  even  now."  Then  turning  to  Isaac,  he  said  aloud,  "Thy 
daughter,  then,  is  prisoner  with  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  ? " 

"  Ay,  reverend  valorous  sir,"  stammered  poor  Isaac,  "  and  whatso- 
ever ransom  a  poor  man  may  pay  for  her  deliverance " 

i  "  Peace  !  "  said  the  Grand  Master.  "  This  thy  daughter  hath  prac- 
tised the  art  of  healing,  hath  she  not  ? " 

"  Ay,  gracious  sir,"  answered  the  Jew,  with  more  confidence ;  "  and 
knight  and  yeoman,  squire  and  vassal,  may  bless  the  goodly  gift 
which  Heaven  hath  assigned  to  her.  Many  a  one  can  testify  that 
she  hath  recovered  them  by  her  art,  when  every  other  human  aid 
hath  proved  vain ;  but  the  blessing  of  the  God  of  Jacob  was  upon 
her." 

Beaumanoir  turned  to  Mont-Fitchet  with  a  grim  smile.  "  See, 
brother,"  he  said,  "  the  deceptions  of  the  devouring  Enemy  !  Behold 
the  baits  with  which  he  fishes  for  souls,  giving  a  poor  space  of  earthly 
life  in  exchange  for  eternal  happiness  hereafter.  Well  said  our  blessed 
rule,  Semper  percutiatur  leo  vorans. — Up  on  the  lion !  Down  with 
the  destroyer  !  "  said  he,  shaking  aloft  his  mystic  abacus,  as  if  in 
defiance  of  the  powers  of  darkness — "Thy  daughter  worketh  the 
|  cures,  I  doubt  not,"  thus  he  went  on  to  address  the  Jew,  "  by  words 
I  and  sigils,  and  periapts,  and  other  cabalistical  mysteries." 

"  Nay,  reverend  and  brave  Knight,"  answered  Isaac,  "  but  in  chief 
i!  measure  by  a  balsam  of  marvellous  virtue." 

"  Where  had  she  that  secret? "  said  Beaumanoir. 
I   "  It  was  delivered  to  her,"  answered  Isaac,  reluctantly,  "by  Miriam, 
a  sasre  matron  of  our  tribe." 
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"  Ab  false  Jew!  "  said  the  Grand  Master  ;  "  was  it  not  from  that 
«ame  witch  Miriam,  the  abomination  of  whose  enchantments  have 
been  heard  of  throughout  every  Christian  land?  exclaimed  the 
Grand  Master,  crossing:  himself.  "  Her  body  was  burnt  at  astake, 
•ind  her  ashes  were  scattered  to  the  four  winds;  and  so  be  it  with 
me  and  mine  Order,  if  I  do  not  as  much  to  her  pupil,  and  more 
also  '  I  will  teach  her  to  throw  spell  and  incantation  over  the  sol- 
diers of  the  blessed  Temple.— There,  Damian,  spurn  this  Jew  from 
the  <rate-shoot  him  dead  if  he  oppose  or  turn  again.  With  his 
daughter  we  will  deal  as  the  Christian  law  and  our  own  high  office 

W  Poor  Isaac  was  hurried  off  accordingly,  and  expelled  from  the 
Preceptory ;  all  his  entreaties,  and  even  his  offers,  unheard  and  dis- 
regarded. He  could  do  no  better  than  return  to  the  house  of  the 
Rabbi  and  endeavour,  through  his  means,  to  learn  how  his  daughter 
was  to'be  disposed  of.  He  had  hitherto  feared  for  her  honour,  he  was 
now  to  tremble  for  her  life.  Meanwhile,  the  Grand  Master  ordered 
to  his  presence  the  Preceptor  of  Templestowe. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

Say  not  my  art  is  fraud— all  live  by  seeming. 
The  beggar  begs  with  it,  and  the  gay  courtier 
Gains  land  and  title,  rank  and  rule,  by  seeming  ; 
The  clergy  scorn  it  not,  and  the  bold  soldier 
Will  eke  with  it  his  service. — All  admit  it, 
All  practise  it ;  and  he  who  is  content 
With  showing  what  he  is,  shall  have  small  credit 
In  church,  or  camp,  or  state— So  wags  the  world. 

Old  Play. 

Albert  Malvoisin,  President,  or,  in  the  language  of  the  Order, 
Preceptor  of  the  establishment  of  Templestowe,  was  brother  to  that 
Philip  Malvoisin  who  has  been  already  occasionally  mentioned  in 
this  history,  and  was,  like  that  baron,  in  close  league  with  Brain  de 
Bois-Guilbert. 

Amongst  dissolute  and  unprincipled  men,  of  whom  the  lemplei 
Order  included  but  too  many,  Albert  of  Templestowe  might  be  dis- 
tinguished ;  but  with  this  difference  from  the  audacious  Bois-Guil- 
bert,  that  he  knew  how  to  throw  over  his  vices  and  his  ambition  the 
veil  of  hypocrisv,  and  to  assume  in  his  exterior  the  fanaticism  which 
he  internally  despised.  Had  not  the  arrival  of  the  Grand  Master 
been  so  unexpectedly  sudden,  he  would  have  seen  nothing  at  Temple- 
stowe which  might  have  appeared  to  argue  any  relaxation  of  dis- 
cipline. And,  even  although  surprised,  and,  to  a  certain  extent, 
detected,  Albert  Malvoisin  listened  with  such  respect  and  apparent 
contrition  to  the  rebuke  of  his  Superior,  and  made  such  haste  to 
reform  the  particulars  he  censured,— succeeded,  in  fine,  so  well  in 
giving  an  air  of  ascetic  devotion  to  a  family  which  had  been  lately 
devoted  to  licence  and  pleasure,  that  Lucas  Beaumanoir  began  to 
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entertain  a  higher  opinion  of  the  Preceptor's  morals,  than  the  first 
appearance  of  the  establishment  had  inclined  him  to  adopt. 

But  these  favourable  sentiments  on  the  part  of  the  Grand  Master 
were  greatly  shaken  by  the  intelligence  that  Albert  had  received 
within  a  house  of  religion  the  Jewish  captive,  and,  as  was  to  be 
feared,  the  paramour  of  a  brother  of  the  Order ;  and  when  Albert 
appeared  before  him,  he  was  regarded  with  unwonted  sternness. 

"  There  is  in  this  mansion,  dedicated  to  the  purposes  of  the  holy 
Order  of  the  Temple,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  in  a  severe  tone,  "  a 
Jewish  woman,  brought  hither  by  a  brother  of  religion,  by  your 
connivance,  Sir  Preceptor."  ' 

Albert  Malvoisin  was  overwhelmed  with  confusion  ;  for  the  unfor- 
tunate Rebecca  had  been  confined  in  a  remote  and  secret  part  of  the 
building,  and  every  precaution  used  to  prevent  her  residence  there 
from  being  known.  He  read  in  the  looks  of  Beaumanoir  ruin  to 
Bois-Guilbert  and  to  himself,  unless  he  should  be  able  to  avert  the 
impending  storm. 

"  Why  are  you  mute  ?  "  continued  the  Grand  Master. 

"  Is  it  permitted  to  me  to  reply  ?  "  answered  the  Preceptor,  in  a 
tone  of  the  deepest  humility,  although  by  the  question  he  only  meant 
to  gain  an  instant's  space  for  arranging  his  ideas. 

"  Speak,  you  are  permitted,"  said  the  Grand  Master — "  speak,  and 
say,  knowest  thou  the  capital  of  our  holy  rule, — De  commilitonibus 
Temjrti  in  sancta  civitate,  qui  cum  miserrimis  mulieribus  versantur, 
propter  ohlectationem  carnis  !  "  1 

"  Surely,  most  reverend  father,"  answered  the  Preceptor,  "  I  have 
not  risen  to  this  office  in  the  Order,  being  ignorant  of  one  of  its 
most  important  prohibitions." 

"  How  comes  it,  then,  I  demand  of  thee  once  more,  that  thou 
hast  suffered  a  brother  to  bring  a  paramour,  and  that  paramour 
a  Jewish  sorceress,  into  this  holy  place,  to  the  stain  and  pollution 
thereof? " 

"  A  Jewish  sorceress !  "  echoed  Albert  Malvoisin ;  "  good  angels 
guard  us ! " 

*  Ay,  brother,  a  Jewish  sorceress ! "  said  the  Grand  Master,  sternly. 
"  I  have  said  it.  Barest  thou  deny  that  this  Rebecca,  the  daughter 
of  that  wretched  usurer  Isaac  of  York,  and  the  pupil  of  the  foul  witch 
Miriam,  is  now— shame  to  be  thought  or  spoken !  —lodged  within 
this  thy  Preceptory  ?  " 

"  Your  wisdom,  reverend  father,"  answered  the  Preceptor,  "  hath 
rolled  away  the  darkness  from  my  understanding.  Much  did  I 
wonder  that  so  good  a  knight  as  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  seemed  so 
fondly  besotted  on  the  charms  of  this  female,  whom  I  received  into 
this  house  merely  to  place  a  bar  betwixt  their  growing  intimacy, 
which  else  might  have  been  cemented  at  the  expense  of  the  fall  of 
our  valiant  and  religious  brother." 

"  Hath  nothing,  then,  as  yet  passed  betwixt  them  in  breach  of  his 
vow  ?  "  demanded  the  Grand  Master. 

"What!  under  this  roof?"  said  the  Preceptor,  crossing  himself; 

1  The  edict  which  he  quotes,  is  agaiust  communion  with  women  of  light 
character. 


262  IVANHOE. 

"  Saint  Magdalene  and  the  ten  thousand  virgins  forbid !— No !  if  I 
have  sinned  in  receiving  her  here,  it  was  in  the  erring  thought  that 
I  might  thus  break  off  our  brother's  besotted  devotion  to  this  Jewess, 
which  seemed  to  me  so  wild  and  unnatural,  that  I  could  not  but 
ascribe  it  to  some  touch  of  insanity,  more  to  be  cured  by  pity  than 
reproof.  But  since  your  reverend  wisdom  hath  discovered  this  Jew- 
ish queen  to  be  a  sorceress,  perchance  it  may  account  fully  for  his 
enamoured  folly." 

"  It  doth ! — it  doth ! "  said  Beaumanoir.  "  See,  brother  Conrade, 
the  peril  of  yielding  to  the  first  devices  and  blandishments  of  Satan ! 
We  look  upon  woman  only  to  gratify  the  lust  of  the  eye,  and  to  take 
pleasure  in  what  men  call  her  beauty ;  and  the  Ancient  Enemy,  the 
devouring  Lion,  obtains  power  over  us,  to  complete,  by  talisman  and 
spell,  a  work  which  was  begun  by  idleness  and  folly.  It  may  be  that 
our  brother  Bois-Guilbert  does  in  this  matter  deserve  rather  pity 
than  severe  chastisement ;  rather  the  support  of  the  staff,  than  the 
strokes  of  the  rod ;  and  that  our  admonitions  and  prayers  may  turn 
him  from  his  folly,  and  restore  him  to  his  brethren." 

"  It  were  deep  pity,"  said  Conrade  Mont-Fitchet,  "  to  lose  to  the 
Order  one  of  its$  best  lances,  when  the  Holy  Community  most  re- 
quires the  aid  of  its  sons.  Three  hundred  Saracens  hath  this  Brian 
de  Bois-Guilbert  slain  with  his  own  hand." 

"  The  blood  of  these  accursed  dogs,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  shall 
be  a  sweet  and  acceptable  offering  to  the  saints  and  angels  whom 
they  despise  and  blaspheme ;  and  with  their  aid  will  we  counteract 
the  spells  and  charms  with  which  our  brother  is  entwined  as  in  a  net. 
He  shall  burst  the  bands  of  this  Delilah,  as  Sampson  burst  the  two 
new  cords  with  which  the  Philistines  had  bound  him,  and  shall 
slaughter  the  infidels,  even  heaps  upon  heaps.  But  concerning  this 
foul  witch,  who  hath  flung  her  enchantments  over  a  brother  of  the 
Holy  Temple,  assuredly  she  shall  die  the  death." 

"  But  the  laws  of  England," — said  the  Preceptor,  who  though  de- 
lighted that  the  Grand  Master's  resentment,  thus  fortunately  averted 
from  himself  and  Bois-Guilbert,  had  taken  another  direction,  began 
now  to  fear  he  was  carrying  it  too  far. 

"  The  laws  of  England,"  interrupted  Beaumanoir,  "  permit  and 
enjoin  each  judge  to  excute  justice  within  his  own  jurisdiction.  The 
most  petty  baron  may  arrest,  try,  and  condemn  a  witch  found  within 
his  own  domain.  And  shall  that  power  be  denied  to  the  Grand 
Master  of  the  Temple  within  a  preceptory  of  his  Order?— No — we 
will  judge  and  condemn.  The  witch  shall  be  taken  out  of  the  land, 
and  the  wickedness  thereof  shall  be  forgiven.  Prepare  the  Castle- 
hall  for  the  trial  of  the  sorceress." 

Albert  Malvoisin  bowed  and  retired, — not  to  give  directions  for 
preparing  the  hall,  but  to  seek  out  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  and  com- 
municate to  him  how  matters  were  likely  to  terminate.  It  was  not 
long  ere  he  found  him,  foaming  with  indignation  at  a  repulse  he 
had  anew  sustained  from  the  fair  Jewess.  "  The  unthinking,"  he 
said,  "  the  ungrateful,  to  scorn  him  who,  amidst  blood  and  flames, 
would  have  saved  her  lite  at  the  risk  of  his  own !  By  Heaven,  Mal- 
voisin !  I  abode  until  roof  and  rafters  crackled  and  crashed  around 
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me.  I  was  the  butt  of  a  hundred  arrows ;  they  rattled  on  mine 
armour  like  hailstones  against  a  latticed  casement,  and  the  only  use 
I  made  of  my  shield  was  for  her  protection.  This  did  I  endure  for 
her ;  and  now  the  self-willed  girl  upbraids  me  that  I  did  not  leave 
her  to  perish,,  and  refuses  me  not  only  the  slightest  proof  of  gratitude, 
but  even  the  most  distant  hope  that  ever  she  will  be  brought  to  grant 
any.  The  devil,  that  possessed  her  race  with  obstinacy,  has  con- 
centrated its  full  force  in  her  single  person ! " 

"  The  devil,"  said  the  Preceptor,  "  I  think,  possessed  you  both. 
How  oft  have  I  preached  to  you  caution,  if  not  continence  ?  Did  I 
not  tell  you  that  there  were  enough  willing  Christian  damsels  to  be 
met  with,  who  would  think  it  sin  to  refuse  so  brave  a  knight  le  don 
d'amoureux  merci,  and  you  must  needs  anchor  your  affection  on  a 
wilful,  obstinate  Jewess?  By  the  mass,  I  think  old  Lucas  Beau- 
manoir  guesses  right,  when  he  maintains  she  hath  cast  a  spell  over 
you." 

"  .Lucas  Beaumanoir !  "—said  Bois-Guilbert,  reproachfully — "  Are 
these  your  precautions,  Malvoisin  ?  Hast  thou  suffered  the  dotard  to 
learn  that  Rebecca  is  in  the  Preceptory?" 

"  How  could  I  help  it  ?  "  said  the  Preceptor.  #  "  I  neglected  no- 
thing that  could  keep  secret  your  mystery ;  but  it  is  betrayed,  and 
whether  by  the  devil  or  no,  the  devil  only  can  tell.  But  I  have 
turned  the  matter  as  I  could ;  you  are  safe  if  you  renounce  Rebecca. 
You  are  pitied — the  victim  of  magical  delusion.  She  is  a  sorceress, 
and  must  suffer  as  such." 

"  She  shall  not,  by  Heaven !"  said  Bois-Guilbert. 

"  By  Heaven,  she  must  and  will !  "  said  Malvoisin.  "  Neither  you 
nor  any  one  else  can  save  her.  Lucas  Beaumanoir  hath  settled  that 
the  death  of  a  Jewess  will  be  a  sin-offering  sufficient  to  atone  for  all 
the  amorous  indulgences  of  the  Knights-Templars ;  and  thou  knowest 
he  hath  both  the  power  and  will  to  execute  so  reasonable  and  pious 
a  purpose." 

%i  Will  future  ages  believe  that  such  stupid  bigotry  ever  existed  ?  " 
said  Bois-Guilbert,  striding  up  and  down  the  apartment.^ 

"What  they  may  believe,  I  know  not,"  said  Malvoisin  calmly; 
"  but  I  know  well,  that  in  this  our  day,  clergy  and  laymen,  take 
ninety-nine  to  the  hundred,  will  cry  amen  to  the  Grand  Master's 
sentence." 

"  I  have  it,"  said  Bois-Guilbert.  ';  Albert,  thou  art  my  friend. 
Thou  must  connive  at  her  escape,  Malvoisin,  and  I  will  transport 
her  to  some  place  of  greater  security  and  secrecy." 

"  I  cannot,  if  I  would,"  replied  the  Preceptor ;  "  the  mansion  is 
filled  with  the  attendants  of  the  Grand  Master,  and  others  who  are 
devoted  to  him.  And  to  be  frank  with  you,  brother,  I  would  not 
embark  with  you  in  this  matter,  even  if  I  could  hope  to  bring  my 
bark  to  haven.  I  have  risked  enough  already  for  your  sake.  I  have 
no  mind  to  encounter  a  sentence  of  degradation,  or  even  to  lose  my 
Preceptory,  for  the  sake  of  a  painted  piece  of  Jewish  flesh  and  blood. 
And  you,  if  you  will  be  guided  by  my  counsel,  will  give  up  this  wild- 
goose  chase,  and  fly  your  hawk  at  some  other  game.  Think,  Bois- 
Guilbert, — thy  present  rank,  thy  future  honours,  all  depend  on  thy 
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place  in  the  Order.  Shouldst  thou  adhere  perversely  to  thy  passion 
for  this  Rebecca,  thou  wilt  give  Beaumanoir  the  power  of  expelling* 
thee,  and  he  will  not  neglect  it.  He  is  jealous  of  the  truncheon 
which  he  holds  in  his  trembling  gripe,  and  he  knows  thou  stretchest 
thy  bold  hand  towards  it.  Doubt  not  he  will  ruin  thee,  if  thou 
afifordest  him  a  pretext  so  fair  as  thy  protection  of  a  Jewish  sor- 
ceress. Give  him  his  scope  in  this  matter,  for  thou  canst  not  control 
him.  When  the  staff  is  in  thine  own  firm  grasp,  thou  may  est  caress 
the  daughters  of  Judah,  or  burn  them,  as  may  best  suit  thine  own 
humour." 

"  Malvoisin,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  thou  art  a  cold-blooded " 

"Friend,"  said  the  Preceptor,  hastening  to  fill  up  the  blank,  in 
which  Bois-Guilbert  would  probably  have  placed  a  worse  word, — "  a 
cold-blooded  friend  I  am,  and  therefore  more  fit  to  give  thee  advice. 
I  tell  thee  once  more,  that  thou  canst  not  save  Rebecca.  I  tell  thee 
once  more,  thou  canst  but  perish  with  her.  Go  hie  thee  to  the 
Grand  Master — throw  thyself  at  his  feet  and  tell  him " 

"Not  at  his  feet,  by  Heaven!  but  to  the  dotard's  very  beard  will 
I  say " 

"  Say  to  him,  then,  to  his  beard,"  continued  Malvoisin,  coolly,  "  that 
you  love  this  captive  Jewess  to  distraction ;  and  the  more  thou  dost 
enlarge  on  thy  passion,  the  greater  will  be  his  haste  to  end  it  by  the 
death  of  the  fair  enchantress  ;  while  thou,  taken  in  flagrant  delict  by 
the  avowal  of  a  crime  contrary  to  thine  oath,  canst  hope  no  aid  of 
thy  brethren,  and  must  exchange  all  thy  brilliant  visions  of  ambition 
and  power,  to  lift  perhaps  a  mercenary  spear  in  some  of  the  petty 
quarrels  between  Flanders  and  Burgundy." 

"  Thou  speakest  the  truth,  Malvoisin,"  said  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert, 
after  a  moment's  reflection.  "  I  will  give  the  hoary  bigot  no  ad- 
vantage over  me  ;  and  for  Rebecca,  she  hath  not  merited  at  my  hand 
that  I  should  expose  rank  and  honour  for  her  sake.  I  will  cast  her 
off— yes,  I  will  leave  her  to  her  fate,  unless " 

"  Qualify  not  thy  wise  and  necessary  resolution,"  said  Malvoisin 
"  women  are  but  the  toys  which  amuse  our  lighter  hours — ambition 
is  the  serious  business  of  life.  Perish  a  thousand  such  frail  baubles 
as  this  Jewess,  before  thy  manly  step  pause  in  the  brilliant  career 
that  lies  stretched  before  thee!  For  the  present  we  part,  nor  must  we 
be  seen  to  hold  close  conversation— I  must  order  the  hall  for  his 
judgment-seat. " 

"What !  "  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  so  soon  ? " 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  Preceptor,  "  trial  moves  rapidly  on  when  the 
judge  has  determined  the  sentence  beforehand." 

"  Rebecca,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  when  he  was  left  alone,  "  thou  art 
like  to  cost  me  dear — Why  cannot  I  abandon  thee  to  thy  fate,  as 
this  calm  hypocrite  recommends  ? — One  effort  will  I  make  to  save 
thee — but  beware  of  ingratitude  !  for  if  I  am  again  repulsed,  my  ven- 
geance shall  equal  my  love.  The  life  and  honour  of  Bois-Guilbert 
must  not  be  hazarded,  where  contempt  and  reproaches  are  his  only 
reward." 

The  Preceptor  had  hardly  given  the  necessary  orders,  when  he 
was  joined  by  Conrade  Mont-Fitchet,  who  acquainted  him  with  the 
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Grand  Master's  resolution  to  bring  the  Jewess  to  instant  trial  for 
sorcery. 

"  It  is  surely  a  dream,"  said  the  Preceptor ;  we  have  many  Jewish 
physicians,  and  we  call  them  not  wizards  though  they  work  wonder- 
ful cures." 

"  The  Grand  Master  thinks  otherwise,"  said  Mont-Fitchet ;  "  and, 
Albert,  I  will  be  upright  with  thee — wizard  or  not,  it  were  better 
that  this  miserable  damsel  die,  than  that  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert 
should  be  lost  to  the  Order,  or  the  Order  divided  by  internal  dissen- 
sion. Thou  knowest  his  high  rank,  his  fame  in  arms — thou  knowest 
the  zeal  with  which  many  of  our  brethren  regard  him — but  all  this 
will  not  avail  him  with  our  Grand  Master,  should  he  consider  Brian 
as  the  accomplice,  not  the  victim,  of  this  Jewess.  Were  the  souls 
of  the  twelve  tribes  in  her  single  body,  it  were  better  she  suffered 
alone,  than  that  Bois-Guilbert  were  partner  in  her  destruction." 

"  I  have  been  working  him  even  now  to  abandon  her,"  said  Mal- 
voisin;  "but  still,  are  there  grounds  enough  to  condemn  this  Re- 
becca for  sorcery? — Will  not  the  Grand  Master  change  his  mind 
when  he  sees  that  the  proofs  are  so  weak  ? " 

"  They  must  be  strengthened,  Albert,"  replied  Mont-Fitchet, 
"  they  must  be  strengthened.     Dost  thou  understand  me  ?  " 

"  I  do,"  said  the  Preceptor,  "  nor  do  I  scruple  to  do  aught  for  ad- 
vancement of  the  Order — but  there  is  little  time  to  find  engines  fitting." 

"  Malvoisin,  they  must  be  found,"  said  Conrade  ;  "  well  will  it  ad- 
vantage both  the  Order  and  thee.  This  Templestowe  is  a  poor 
Preceptory — that  of  Maison-Dieu  is  worth  double  its  value — thou 
knowest  my  interest  with  our  old  Chief — find  those  who  can  carry 
this  matter  through,  and  thou  art  Preceptor  of  Maison-Dieu  in  the 
fertile  Kent — How  sayst  thou  ? " 

"  There  is,"  replied  Malvoisin,  "  among  those  who  came  hither 
with  Bois-Guilbert,  two  fellows  whom  I  well  know;  servants  they  were 
to  my  brother  Philip  de  Malvoisin,  and  passed  from  his  service  to 
that  of  Front-de-Boeuf—  It  may  be  they  know  something  of  the 
witcheries  of  this  woman." 

"Away,  seek  them  out  instantly — and  hark  thee,  if  a  byzant  or 
two  will  sharpen  their  memory,  let  them  not  be  wanting." 

"  They  would  swear  the  mother  that  bore  them  a  sorceress  for 
a  zecchin,"  said  the  Preceptor. 

"  Away,  then,"  said  Mont-Fitchet ;  "  at  noon  the  affair  will  pro- 
ceed. I  have  not  seen  our  senior  in  such  earnest  preparation  since 
he  condemned  to  the  stake  Hamet  Alfagi,  a  convert  who  relapsed  to 
the  Moslem  faith." 

The  ponderous  castle-bell  had  tolled  the  point  of  noon,  when  Re- 
becca heard  a  trampling  of  feet  upon  the  private  stair  which  led  to 
her  place  of  confinement.  The  noise  announced  the  arrival  of  seve- 
ral persons,  and  the  circumstance  rather  gave  her  joy ;  for  she  was 
more  afraid  of  the  solitary  visits  of  the  fierce  and  passionate  Bois- 
Guilbert  than  of  any  evil  that  could  befall  her  besides.  The  door 
of  the  chamber  was  unlocked,  and  Conrade  and  the  Preceptor  Mal- 
voisin entered,  attended  by  four  warders  clothed  in  black,  and  bear- 
ing halberds. 
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"  Daughter  of  an  accursed  race  !  "  said  the  Preceptor,  "  arise  and 
follow  US." 

"  Whither,"  said  Rebecca,  "  and  for  what  purpose  ?  " 

"  Damsel,"  answered  Conrade, "  it  is  not  for  thee  to  question,  but 
to  obey.  Nevertheless,  be  it  known  to  thee,  that  thou  art  to  be 
brought  before  the  tribunal  of  the  Grand  Master  of  our  holy  Order, 
there  to  answer  for  thine  offences." 

"  May  the  God  of  Abraham  be  praised  ! "  said  Rebecca,  folding 
her  hands  devoutly ;  K  the  name  of  a  judge,  though  an  enemy  to  my 
people,  is  to  me  as  the  name  of  a  protector.  Most  willingly  do  I 
follow  thee— permit  me  only  to  wrap  my  veil  around  my  head." 

They  descended  the  stair  with  slow  and  solemn  step,  traversed  a 
long  gallery,  and,  by  a  pair  of  folding  doors  placed  at  the  end, 
entered  the  great  hall  in  which  the  Grand  Master  had  for  the  time 
established  his  court  of  justice. 

The  lower  part  of  this  ample  apartment  was  filled  with  squires 
and  yeomen,  who  made  way  not  without  some  difficulty  for  Rebecca, 
attended  by  the  Preceptor  and  Mont-Fitchet,  and  followed  by  the 
guard  of  halberdiers,  to  move  forward  to  the  seat  appointed  for  her. 
As  she  passed  through  the  crowd,  her  arms  folded  and  her  head  de- 
pressed, a  scrap  of  paper  was  thrust  into  her  hand,  which  she  received 
almost  unconsciously,  and  continued  to  hold  without  examining 
its  contents.  The  assurance  that  she  possessed  some  friend  in  this 
awful  assembly  gave  her  courage  to  look  around,  and  to  mark  into 
whose  presence  she  had  been  conducted.  She  gazed,  accordingly, 
upon  the  scene,  which  we  shall  endeavour  to  describe  in  the  next 
chapter. 


CHAPTER    XXXVIII. 

Stern  was  the  law  which  bade  its  vot'ries  leave 

At  human  woes  with  human  hearts  to  grieve  ; 

Stern  was  the  law,  which  at  the  winning  wile 

Of  frank  and  harmless  mirth  forbade  to  smile  ; 

But  sterner  still,  when  high  the  iron-rod 

Of  tyrant  power  she  shook,  and  call'd  that  power  of  God. 

The  Middle  J>je*. 

The  tribunal,  erected  for  the  trial  of  the  innocent  and  unhappy 
Rebecca,  occupied  the  dais  or  elevated  part  of  the  upper  end  of  the 
great  hall— a  platform,  which  we  have  already  described  as  the  place 
of  honour,  destined  to  be  occupied  by  the  most  distinguished  inha- 
bitants or  guests  of  an  ancient  mansion. 

On  an  elevated  seat,  directly  before  the  accused,  sat  the  Grand 
Master  of  the  Temple,  in  full  and  ample  robes  of  flowing  white, 
holding  in  his  hand  the  mystic  staff,  which  bore  the  symbol  of  the 
Order.  At  his  feet  was  placed  a  table,  occupied  by  two  scribes, 
chaplains  of  the  Order,  whose  duty  it  was  to  reduce  to  formal  record 
the  proceedings  of  the  day.  The  black  dresses,  bare  scalps,  and 
demure  looks  of  these  churchmen,  formed  a  strong  contrast  to  the 
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warlike  appearance  of  the  knights  who  attended,  either  as  residing" 
in  the  Preceptory,  or  as  come  thither  to  attend  upon  their  Grand 
Master.  The  Preceptors,  of  whom  there  were  four  present,  occupied 
seats  lower  in  height,  and  somewhat  drawn  back  behind,  that  of  their 
superior ;  and  the  knights,  who  enjoyed  no  such  rank  in  the  Order, 
were  placed  on  benches  still  lower,  and  preserving  the  same  distance 
from  the  Preceptors  as  these  from  the  Grand  Master.  Behind  them, 
but  still  upon  the  dais  or  elevated  portion  of  the  hall,  stood  the 
esquires  of  the  Order,  in  white  dresses  of  an  inferior  quality. 

The  whole  assembly  wore  an  aspect  of  the  most  profound  gravity; 
and  in  the  faces  of  the  knights  might  be  perceived  traces  of  military 
daring,  united  with  the  solemn  carriage  becoming  men  of  a  religious 
profession,  and  which,  in  the  presence  of  their  Grand  Master,  failed 
not  to  sit  upon  every  brow. 

The  remaining  and  lower  part  of  the  hall  was  filled  with  guards, 
holding  partisans,  and  with  other  attendants  whom  curiosity  had 
drawn  thither,  to  see  at  once  a  Grand  Master  and  a  Jewish  sorceress. 
By  far  the  greater  part  of  those  inferior  persons  were,  in  one  rank 
or  other,  connected  with  the  Order,  and  were  accordingly  distin- 
guished by  their  black  dresses.  But  peasants  from  the  neighbouring 
country  were  not  refused  admittance ;  for  it  was  the  pride  of 
Beaumanoir  to  render  the  edifying  spectacle  of  the  justice  which  he 
administered  as  public  as  possible.  His  large  blue  eyes  seemed  to 
expand  as  he  gazed  around  the  assembly,  and  his  countenance  ap- 
peared elated  by  the  conscious  dignity,  and  imaginary  merit,  of  the 
part  which  he  was  about  to  perform.  A  psalm,  which  he  himself 
accompanied  with  a  deep  mellow  voice,  which  age  had  not  deprived 
of  its  powers,  commenced  the  proceedings  of  the  day;  and  the 
solemn  sounds,  Venite  exultemus  Domino,  so  often  sung  by  the 
Templars  before  engaging  with  earthly  adversaries,  was  judged  by 
Lucas  most  appropriate  to  introduce  the  approaching  triumph,  for 
such  he  deemed  it,  over  the  powers  of  darkness.  The  deep  pro- 
longed notes,  raised  by  a  hundred  masculine  voices  accustomed  to 
combine  in  the  choral  chant,  arose  to  the  vaulted  roof  of  the  hall,  and 
rolled  on  amongst  its  arches  with  the  pleasing  yet  solemn  sound  of 
the  rushing  of  mighty  waters. 

When  the  sounds  ceased,  the  Grand  Master  glanced  his  eye  slowly 
around  the  circle,  and  observed  that  the  seat  of  one  of  the  Preceptors 
was  vacant.  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  by  whom  it  had  been  occupied, 
had  left  his  place,  and  was  now  standing  near  the  extreme  corner  of 
one  of  the  benches  occupied  by  the  Knights  Companions  of  the 
Temple,  one  hand  extending  his  long  mantle,  so  as  in  some  degree 
to  hide  his  face ;  while  the  other  held  his  cross-handled  sword,  with 
the  point  of  which,  sheathed  as  it  was,  he  was  slowly  drawing  lines 
upon  the  oaken  floor. 

"  Unhappy  man ! "  said  the  Grand  Master,  after  favouring  him 
with  a  glance  of  compassion.  "  Thou  seest,  Conrade,  how  this  holy 
work  distresses  him.  To  this  can  the  light  look  of  woman,  aided  by 
the  Prince  of  the  Powers  of  this  world,  bring  a  valiant  and  worthy 
knight !— Seest  thou  he  cannot  look  upon  us ;  he  cannot  look  upon 
her ;  and  who  knows  by  what  impulse  from  his  tormentor  his  hand 
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forms  these  cabalistic  lines  upon  the  floor  ?— It  may  be  our  life  and 
safety  are  thus  aimed  at ;  but  we  spit  at  and  defy  the  foul  enemy. 
Semper  Leo  percutiatur  !" 

This  was  communicated  apart  to  his  confidential  follower,  Conrade 
Mont-Fitchet.  The  Grand  Master  then  raised  his  voice,  and  ad- 
dressed the  assembly. 

"Reverend  and  valiant  men,  Knights,  Preceptors,  and  Com- 
panions of  this  Holy  Order,  my  brethren  and  my  children  !— you  also, 
well-born  and  pious  Esquires,  who  aspire  to  wear  this  holy  Cross  !— - 
and  you  also,  Christian  brethren,  of  every  degree  !— Be  it  known  to 
you,  that  it  is  not  defect  of  power  in  us  which  hath  occasioned  the 
assembling1  of  this  congregation;  for,  however  unworthy  in  our 
person,  yet  to  us  is  committed,  with  this  batoon,  full  power  to  judge 
and  to  try  all  that  regards  the  weal  of  this  our  Holy  Order.  Holy 
Saint  Bernard,  in  the  rule  of  our  knightly  and  religious  profession, 
hath  said,  in  the  fifty-ninth  capital,1  that  he  would  not  that  brethren 
be  called  together  in  council,  save  at  the  will  and  command  of  the 
Master ;  leaving  it  free  to  us,  as  to  those  more  worthy  fathers  who 
have  preceded  us  in  this  our  office,  to  judge,  as  well  of  the  occasion 
as  of  the  time  and  place  in  which  a  chapter  of  the  whole  Order,  or 
of  any  part  thereof,  may  be  convoked.  Also,  in  all  such  chapters, 
it  is  our  duty  to  hear  the  advice  of  our  brethren,  and  to  proceed 
according  to  our  own  pleasure.  But  when  the  raging  wolf  hath 
made  an  inroad  upon  the  flock,  and  carried  off  one  member  thereof, 
it  is  the  duty  of  the  kind  shepherd  to  call  his  comrades  together,  that 
with  bows  and  slings  they  may  quell  the  invader,  according  to  our 
well-known  rule,  that  the  lion  is  ever  to  be  beaten  down.  We  have 
therefore  summoned  to  our  presence  a  Jewish  woman,  by  name  Re- 
becca, daughter  of  Isaac  of  York— a  woman  infamous  for  sortileges 
and  for  witcheries  ;  whereby  she  hath  maddened  the  blood,  and  be- 
sotted the  brain,  not  of  a  churl,  but  of  a  Knight— not  of  a  secular 
Knight,  but  of  one  devoted  to  the  service  of  the  Holy  Temple— not 
of  a  Knight  Companion,  but  of  a  Preceptor  of  our  Order,  first  in 
honour  as  in  place.  Our  brother,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  is  well 
known  to  ourselves,  and  to  all  degrees  who  now  hear  me,  as  a  true 
and  zealous  champion  of  the  Cross,  by  whose  arm  many  deeds  of 
valour  have  been  wrought  in  the  Holy  Land,  and  the  holy  places 
purified  from  pollution  by  the  blood  of  those  infidels  who  defiled 
them.  Neither  have  our  brother's  sagacity  and  prudence^  been  less 
in  repute  among  his  brethren  than  his  valour  and  discipline ;  in  so 
much,  that  knights,  both  in  eastern  and  western  lands,  have  named 
De  Bois-Guilbert  as  one  who  may  well  be  put  in  nomination  as  suc- 
cessor to  this  batoon,  when  it  shall  please  Heaven  to  release  us  from 
the  toil  of  bearing  it.  If  we  were  told  that  such  a  man,  so  honoured, 
and  so  honourable,  suddenly  casting  away  regard  for  his  character,  his 
vows,  his  brethren,  and  his  prospects,  had  associated  to  himself  a 
Jewish  damsel,  wandered  in  this  lewd  company  through  solitary 
places,  defended  her  person  in  preference  to  his  own,  and,  finally, 
was  so  utterly  blinded  and  besotted  by  his  folly,  as  to  bring  her  even 

1  The  reader  is  again  referred  to  the  Rules  of  the  Poor  Military  Brotherhood  of  the 
Temple,  which  occur  in  the  works  of  St  Bernard.  — -L.  T. 
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to  one  of  our  own  Preceptories,  what  should  we  say  but  that  the  noble 
knight  was  possessed  by  some  evil  demon,  or  influenced  by  some 
wicked  spell? — If  we  could  suppose  it  otherwise,  think  not  rank, 
valour,  high  repute,  or  any  earthly  consideration,  should  prevent  us 
from  visiting*  him  with  punishment,  that  the  evil  thing  might  be  re- 
moved, even  according  to  the  text,  Auferte  malum  ex  vobis.  For 
various  and  heinous  are  the  acts  of  transgression  against  the  rule  of 
our  blessed  Order  in  this  lamentable  history. — 1st,  He  hath  walked 
according  to  his  proper  will,  contrary  to  capital  33,  Quod  nullus  juxta 
propriam  voluntatem  incedat.  —  2d,  He  hath  held  communication 
with  an  excommunicated  person,  capital  57,  Ut  fratres  non  partici- 
pent  cum  excommunicatis,  and  therefore  hath  a  portion  in  Anathema 
Maranatha.—Sd,  He  hath  conversed  with  strange  women,  contrary 
to  the  capital,  Ut  fratres  non  conversantur  cum  extraneis  mulieri- 

bus 4th,  He  hath  not  avoided,  nay,  he  hath,  it  is  to  be  feared, 

solicited  the  kiss  of  woman  ;  by  which,  saith  the  last  rule  of  our  re- 
nowned Order,  Ut  fugiantur  oscula,  the  soldiers  of  the  Cross  are 
brought  into  a  snare.  For  which  heinous  and  multiplied  guilt,  Brian 
de  Bois-Guilbert  should  be  cut  off  and  cast  out  from  our  congregation, 
were  he  the  right  hand  and  right  eye  thereof." 

He  paused.  A  low  murmur  went  through  the  assembly.  Some 
of  the  younger  part,  who  had  been  inclined  to  smile  at  the  statute  De 
osculis  fugiendis,  became  now  grave  enough,  and  anxiously  waited 
what  the  Grand  Master  was  next  to  propose." 

"  Such,"  he  said,  "  and  so  great  should  indeed  be  the  punishment 
of  a  Knight-Templar,  who  wilfully  offended  against  the  rules  of  his 
Order  in  such  weighty  points.  But  if,  by  means  of  charms  and  of 
spells,  Satan  had  obtained  dominion  over  the  Knight,  perchance 
because  he  cast  his  eyes  too  lightly  upon  a  damsel's  beauty,  we  are 
then  rather  to  lament  than  chastise  his  backsliding ;  and,  imposing 
on  him  only  such  penance  as  may  purify  him  from  his  iniquity,  we 
are  to  turn  the  full  edge  of  our  indignation  upon  the  accursed  instru- 
ment, which  had  so  wellnigh  occasioned  his  utter  falling  away. — 
Stand  forth,  therefore,  and  bear  witness,  ye  who  have  witnessed 
these  unhappy  dpings,  that  we  may  judge  of  the  sum  and  bearing 
thereof;  and  judge  whether  our  justice  may  be  satisfied  with  the 
punishment  of  this  infidel  woman,  or  if  we  must  go  on,  with  a  bleed- 
ing heart,  to  the  farther  proceeding  against  our  brother." 

Several  witnesses  were  called  upon  to  prove  the  risks  to  wThich 
Bois-Guilbert  exposed  himself  in  endeavouring  to  save  Rebecca  from 
the  blazing'  castle,  and  his  neglect  of  his  personal  defence  in  attend- 
ing to  her  safety.  The  men  gave  these  details  with  the  exaggera- 
tions common  to  vulgar  minds  which  have  been  strongly  excited  by 
any  remarkable  event,  and  their  natural  disposition  to  the  marvellous 
was  greatly  increased  by  the  satisfaction  which  their  evidence  seemed 
to  afford  to  the  eminent  person  for  whose  information  it  had  been 
delivered.  Thus  the  dangers  which  Bois-Guilbert  surmounted,  in 
themselves  sufficiently  great,  became  portentous  in  their  narrative. 
The  devotion  of  the  Knight  to  Rebecca's  defence  was  exaggerated 
beyond  the  bounds,  not  only  of  discretion,  but  even  of  the  most  frantic 
excess  of  chivalrous  zeal ;  and  his  deference  to  what  she  said,  even 
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although  her  language  was  often  severe  and  upbraiding,  was  painted 
as  carried  to  an  excess,  which,  in  a  man  of  his  haughty  temper, 
seemed  almost  preternatural. 

The  Preceptor  of  Templestowe  was  then  called  on  to  describe  the 
mantfer  in  which  Bois-Guilbert  and  the  Jewess  arrived  at  the  Pre- 
ceptory.  The  evidence  of  Malvoisin  was  skilfully  guarded.  But 
while  he  apparently  studied  to  spare  the  feelings  of  Bois-Guilbert,  he 
threw  in,  from  time  to  time,  such  hints,  as  seemed  to  infer  that  he 
laboured  under  some  temporary  alienation  of  mind,  so  deeply  did  he 
appear  to  be  enamoured  of  the  damsel  whom  he  brought  along  with 
him.  With  sighs  of  penitence,  the  Preceptor  avowed  his  own  con- 
trition for  having  admitted  Rebecca  and  her  lover  within  the  walls  of 
the  Preceptory — "  But  my  defence,"  lie  concluded,  "  has  been  made 
in  my  confession  to  our  most  reverend  father  the  Grand  Master ;  he 
knows  my  motives  were  not  evil,  though  my  conduct  may  have  been 
irregular.   Joyfully  will  I  submit  to  any  penance  he  shall  assign  me." 

"  Thou  hast  spoken  well,  Brother  Albert,"  said  Beaumanoir ;  "thy 
motives  were  good,  since  thou  didst  judge  it  right  to  arrest  thine 
erring  brother  in  his  career  of  precipitate  folly.  But  thy  conduct 
was  wrong ;  as  he  that  would  stop  a  runaway  steed,  and  seizing  by 
the  stirrup  instead  of  the  bridle,  receiveth  injury  himself,  instead  of 
accomplishing  his  purpose.  Thirteen  paternosters  are  assigned  by 
our  pious  founder  for  matins,  and  nine  for  vespers  ;  be  those  services 
doubled  by  thee.  Thrice  a-week  are  Templars  permitted  the  use  of 
ilesh ;  but  do  thou  keep  fast  for  all  the  seven  days.  This  do  for  six 
weeks  to  come,  and  thy  penance  is  accomplished." 

With  a  hypocritical  look  of  the  deepest  submission,  the  Preceptor 
of  Templestowe  bowed  to  the  ground  before  his  Superior,  and  resumed 
his  seat. 

"  Were  it  not  well,  brethren,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  that  we 
examine  something  into  the  former  life  and  conversation  of  this 
woman,  specially  that  we  may  discover  whether  she  be  one  likely  to 
use  magical  charms  and  spells,  since  the  truths  which  we  have  heard 
may  well  incline  us  to  suppose,  that  in  this  unhappy  course  our 
erring  brother  has  been  acted  upon  by  some  infernal  enticement  and 
delusion  ?  " 

Herman  of  Goodalricke  was  the  Fourth  Preceptor  present ;  the 
other  three  were  Conrade,  Malvoisin,  and  Bois-Guilbert  himself. 
Herman  was  an  ancient  warrior,  whose  face  was  marked  with  scars 
inflicted  by  the  sabre  of  the  Moslem  ah,  and  had  great  rank  and  con- 
sideration among  his  brethren.  He  arose  and  bowed  to  the  Grand 
Master,  who  instantly  granted  him  licence  of  speech.  "I  would 
crave  to  know,  most  Reverend  Father,  of  our  valiant  brother,  Brian 
de  Bois-Guilbert,  what  he  says  to  these  wondrous  accusations,  and 
with  what  eye  he  himself  now  regards  his  unhappy  intercourse  with 
this  Jewish  maiden  ?  " 

"  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  thou  nearest 
the  question  which  our  Brother  of  Goodalricke  desirest  thou  shouldst 
answer.    I  command  thee  to  reply  to  him." 

Bois  Guilbert  turned  his  head  towards  the  Grand  Master  when  thus 
addressed,  and  remained  silent. 
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"  He  is  possessed  by  a  dumb  devil,"  said  the  Grand  Master.  "  Avoid 
thee,  Sathanas !— Speak,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  I  conjure  thee,  by 
this  symbol  of  our  Holy  Order." 

Bois-Guilbert  made  an  effort  to  suppress  his  rising*  scorn  and  in- 
dignation, the  expression  of  which,  he  was  well  aware,  would  have 
little  availed  him.  "  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,"  he  answered,  "  replies 
not,  most  Reverend  Father,  to  such  wild  and  vague  charges.  If  his 
honour  be  impeached  he  will  defend  it  with  his  body,  and  with  that 
sword  which  has  often  fought  for  Christendom." 

"  We  forgive  thee,  Brother  Brian,"  said  the  Grand  Master ;  "though 
that  thou  hast  boasted  thy  warlike  achievements  before  us,  is  a 
gloryfying  of  thine  own  "deeds,  and  cometh  of  the  Enemy,  who 
tempteth  us  to  exalt  our  own  worship.  But  thou  hast  our  pardon, 
judging  thou  speakest  less  of  thine  own  suggestion  than  from  the 
impulse  of  him  whom,  by  Heaven's  leave,  we  will  quell  and  drive  forth 
from  our  assembly."  A  glance  of  disdain  flashed  from  the  dark 
fierce  eyes  of  Bois-Guilbert,  but  he  made  no  reply. — "  And  now," 
pursued  the  Grand  Master,  "since  our  Brother  of  Goodalricke's 
question  has  been  thus  imperfectly  answered,  pursue  we  our  quest, 
brethren,  and  with  our  patron's  assistance,  we  will  search  to  the  bottom 
this  mystery  of  iniquity. — Let  those  who  have  aught  to  witness  of 
the  life"  and  conversation  of  this  Jewish  woman,  stand  forth  before  us." 
There  was  a  bustle  in  the  lower  part  of  the  hall,  and  when  the  Grand 
Master  inquired  the  reason,  it  was  replied,  there  was  in  the  crowd  a 
bedridden  man,  whom  the  prisoner  had  restored  to  the  perfect  use  of 
his  limbs,  by  a  miraculous  balsam. 

The  poor  peasant,  a  Saxon  by  birth,  was  dragged  forward  to  the 
bar,  terrified  at  the  penal  consequences  which  he  might  have  incurred 
by  the  guilt  of  having  been  cured  of  the  palsy  by  a  Jewish  damsel. 
Perfectly  cured  he  certainly  was  not,  for  he  supported  himself  for- 
ward on  crutches  to  give  evidence.  Most  unwilling  was  his  testimony, 
and  given  with  many  tears ;  but  he  admitted  that  two  years  since, 
when  residing  at  York,  he  was  suddenly  afflicted  with  a  sore  disease, 
while  labouring  for  Isaac  the  rich  Jew,  in  his  vocation  of  a  joiner ; 
that  he  had  been  unable  to  stir  from  his  bed  until  the  remedies  applied 
by  Rebecca's  directions,  and  especially  a  warming  and  spicy-smelling 
balsam,  had  in  some  degree  restored  him  to  the  use  of  his  limbs. 
Moreover,  he  said,  she  had  given  him  a  pot  of  that  precious  ointment, 
and  furnished  him  with  a  piece  of  money  withal,  to  return  to  the  house 
of  his  father,  near  to  Templestowe.  "  And  may  it  please  your  gra- 
cious Reverence,"  said  the  man,  "  I  cannot  think  the  damsel  meant 
harm  by  me,  though  she  hath  the  ill  hap  to  be  a  Jewess ;  for  even 
when  I  used  her  remedy,  I  said  the  Pater  and  the  Creed,  and  it 
never  operated  a  whit  less  kindly." 

"  Peace,  slave,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  and  begone  !  It  well 
suits  brutes  like  thee  to  be  tampering  and  trinketing  with  hellish 
cures,  and  to  be  giving  your  labour  to  the  sons  of  mischief.  I  tell 
thee,  the  fiend  can  impose  diseases  for  the  very  purpose  of  removing 
them,  in  order  to  bring  into  credit  some  diabolical  fashion  of  cure. 
Hast  thou  that  unguent  of  which  thou  speakest  ?  " 

The  peasant,  fumbling  in  his  bosom  with  a  trembling  hand,  pro- 
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duced  a  small  box,  bearing  some  Hebrew  characters  on  the  lid, 
which  was,  with  most  of  the  audience,  a  sure  proof  that  the  devil 
had  stood  apothecary.  Beaumanoir,  after  crossing1  himself,  took  the 
box  into  his  hand,  and,  learned  in  most  of  the  Eastern  tongues,  read 
with  ease  the  motto  on  the  lid,— The  Lion  of  the  Tribe  of  Judah 
hath  conquered.  "  Strange  powers  of  Sathanas,"  said  he,  "  which 
can  convert  Scripture  into  blasphemy,  mingling  poison  with  our 
necessary  food  !  —  Is  there  no  leech  here  who  can  tell  us  the  ingre- 
dients of  this  mystic  unguent  ?  " 

Two  mediciners,  as  they  called  themselves,  the  one  a  monk,  the 
other  a  barber,  appeared,  and  avouched  they  knew  nothing  of  the 
materials,  excepting  that  they  savoured  of  myrrh  and  camphire, 
which  they  took  to  be  Oriental  herbs.  But  with  the  true  profes- 
sional hatred  to  a  successful  practitioner  of  their  art,  they  insinuated 
that,  since  the  medicine  was  beyond  their  own  knowledge,  it  must 
necessarily  have  been  compounded  from  an  unlawful  and  magical 
pharmacopeia ;  since  they  themselves,  though  no  conjurors,  fully 
understood  every  branch  of  their  art,  so  far  as  it  might  be  exercised 
with  the  good  faith  of  a  Christian.  When  this  medical  research  was 
ended,  the  Saxon  peasant  desired  humbly  to  have  back  the  medicine 
which  he  had  found  so  salutary;  but  the  Grand  Master  frowned 
severely  at  the  request.  "  What  is  thy  name,  fellow  ? "  said  he  to 
the  cripple. 

"  Higg,  the  son  of  Snell,"  answered  the  peasant. 

"  Then  Higg,  son  of  Snell,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  I  tell  thee  it 
is  better  to  be  bedridden,  than  to  accept  the  benefit  of  unbelievers' 
medicine  that  thou  mayest  arise  and  walk ;  better  to  despoil  infidels 
of  their  treasure  by  the  strong  hand,  than  to  accept  of  them  benevo- 
lent gifts,  or  do  them  service  for  wages.  Go  thou,  and  do  as  I  have 
said." 

"  Alack,"  said  the  peasant,  "  an  it  shall  not  displease  your  Rever- 
ence, the  lesson  comes  too  late  for  me,  for  I  am  but  a  maimed  man ; 
but  I  will  tell  my  two  brethren,  who  serve  the  rich  Rabbi  Nathan 
Ben  Samuel,  that  your  mastership  says  it  is  more  lawful  to  rob  him 
than  to  render  him  faithful  service  " 

"  Out  with  the  prating  villain !  "  said  Beaumanoir,  who  was  not 
prepared  to  refute  this  practical  application  of  his  general  maxim. 

Higg,  the  son  of  Snell,  withdrew  into  the  crowd,  but,  interested  in 
the  fate  of  his  benefactress,  lingered  until  he  should  learn  her  doom, 
even  at  the  risk  of  again  encountering  the  frown  of  that  severe  judge, 
the  terror  of  which  withered  his  very  heart  within  him. 

At  this  period  of  the  trial,  the  Grand  Master  commanded  Rebecca 
to  unveil  herself.  Opening  her  lips  for  the  first  time,  she  replied 
patiently,  but  with  dignity,  —  "  That  it  was  not  the  wont  of  the 
daughters  of  her  people  to  uncover  their  faces  wben  alone  in  an 
assembly  of  strangers."  The  sweet  tones  of  her  voice,  and  the  soft- 
ness of  her  reply,  impressed  on  the  audience  a  sentiment  of  pity  and 
sympathy.  But  Beaumanoir,  in  whose  mind  the  suppression  of  ea 
feeling  of  humanity  which  could  interfere  with  his  imagined  du^ 
was  a  virtue  of  itself,  repeated  his  commands  that  his  victim  should 
be  unveiled.   The  guards  were  about  to  remove  her  veil  accordingly, 
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when  she  stood  up  before  the  Grand  Master  and  said,  "  Nay,  but  for 
the  love  of  your  own  daughters—Alas,"  she  said,  recollecting  herself, 
tk  ye  have  no  daughters ! — yet  for  the  remembrance  of  your  mothers 
— for  the  love  of  your  sisters,  and  of  female  decency,  let  me  not  be 
thus  handled  in  your  presence ;  it  suits  not  a  maiden  to  be  disrobed 
by  such  rude  grooms.  I  will  obey  you,"  she  added,  with  an  expres- 
sion of  patient  sorrow  in  her  voice,  which  had  almost  melted  the 
heart  of  Beaumanoir  himself;  "  ye  are  elders  among  your  people,  and 
at  your  command  I  will  show  the  features  of  an  ill-fated  maiden."  ^ 

She  withdrew  her  veil,  and  looked  on  them  with  a  countenance  in 
which  bashfulness  contended  with  dignity.  Her  exceeding  beauty 
excited  a  murmur  of  surprise,  and  the  younger  knights  told  each 
other  with  their  eyes,  in  silent  correspondence,  that  Brian's  best 
apology  was  in  the  power  of  her  real  charms,  rather  than  of  her 
imaginary  witchcraft.  But  Higg,  the  son  of  Snell,  felt  most  deeply 
the  effect  produced  by  the  sight  of  the  countenance  of  his  benefac- 
tress. "  Let  me  go  forth,"  he  said  to  the  warders  at  the  door  of  the 
hall. — "  let  me  go  forth ! — To  look  at  her  again  will  kill  me,  for  I  have 
had  a  share  in  murdering  her." 

t  "  Peace,  poor  man,"  said  Rebecca,  when  she  heard  his  exclama- 
tion ;  "  thou  hast  done  me  no  harm  by  speaking  the  truth — thou 
canst  not  aid  me  by  thy  complaints  or  lamentations.  Peace,  I  pray 
thee— go  home  and  save  thyself." 

Higg  was  about  to  be  thrust  ^out  by  the  compassion  of  the  warders, 
who  were  apprehensive  lest  his  clamorous  grief  should  draw  upon 
them  reprehension,  and  upon  himself  punishment.  But  he  promised 
to  be  silent,  and  was  permitted  to  remain.  The  two  men-at-arms, 
with  whom  Albert  Malvoisin  had  not  failed  to  communicate  upon  the 
import  of  their  testimony,  were  now  called  forward.  Though  both 
were  hardened  and  inflexible  villains,  the  sight  of  the  captive  maiden, 
as  well  as  her  excelling  beauty,  at  first  appeared  to  stagger  them ;  but 
an  expressive  glance  from  the  Preceptor  of  Templestowe  restored 
them  to  their  dogged  composure;  and  they  delivered,  witha  pre- 
cision which  would  have  seemed  suspicious  to  more  impartial  judges, 
circumstances  either  altogether  fictitious  or  trivial,  and  natural  in 
themselves,  but  rendered  pregnant  with  suspicion  by  the  exaggerated 
manner  in  which  they  were  told,  and  the  sinister  commentary  which 
the  witnesses  added  to  the  facts.  The  circumstances  of  their  evi- 
dence would  have  been,  in  modern  days,  divided  into  two  classes — 
those  which  were  immaterial,  and  those  which  were  actually  and 
physically  impossible.  But  both  were,  in  those  ignorant  and  super- 
stitious times,  easily  credited  as  proofs  of  guilt. — The  first  class  set 
forth,  that  Rebecca  was  heard  to  mutter  to  herself  in  an  unknown 
tongue — that  the  songs  she  sung  by  fits  were  of  a  strangely  sweet 
sound,  which  made  the  ears  of  the  hearer  tingle,  and  his  heart  throb 
— that  she  spoke  at  times  to  herself,  and  seemed  to  look  upward  for 
a  reply— that  her  garments  were  of  a  strange  and  mystic  form,  unlike 
se  of  women  of  good  repute — that  she  had  rings  impressed  with 
Ci  Mistical  devices,  and  that  strange  characters  were  broidered  on 
her  veil. 

All  these  circumstances,  so  natural  and  so  trivial,  were  gravely 
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listened  to  as  proofs,  or,  at  least,  as  affording  strong  suspicions  that 
Rebecca  had  unlawful  correspondence  with  mystical  powers. 

But  there  was  less  equivocal  testimony,  which  the  credulity  of  the 
assembly,  or  of  the  greater  part,  greedily  swallowed,  however  incred- 
ible. One  of  the  soldiers  had  seen  her  work  a  cure  upon  a  wounded 
man,  brought  with  them  to  the  castle  of  Torquilstone.  She  did,  he 
said,  make  certain  signs  upon  the  wound,  and  repeated  certain  mys- 
terious words,  which  he  blessed  God  he  understood^  not,  when  the 
iron  head  of  a  square  crossbow  bolt  disengaged  itself  from  the 
wound,  the  bleeding  was  stanched,  the  wound  was  closed,  and  the 
dying  man  was,  within  the  quarter  of  an  hour,  walking  upon  the 
ramparts,  and  assisting  the  witness  in  managing  a  mangonel,  or 
machine  for  hurling  stones.  This  legend  was  probably  founded 
upon  the  fact,  that  Rebecca  had  attended  on  the  wounded  Ivanhoe 
when  in  the  castle  of  Torquilstone.  But  it  was  the  more  difficult  to 
dispute  the  accuracy  of  the  witness,  as,  in  order  to  produce  real 
evidence  in  support  of  his  verbal  testimony,  he  drew  from  his  pouch 
the  very  bolthead,  which,  according  to  his  story,  had  been  miracu- 
lously extracted  from  the  wound;  and  as  the  iron  weighed  a  full 
ounce  it  completely  confirmed  the  tale,  however  miraculous. 

His  comrade  had  been  a  witness  from  a  neighbouring  battlement 
of  the  scene  betwixt  Rebecca  and  Bois-Guilbert,  when  she  was  upon 
the  point  of  precipitating  herself  from  the  top  of  the  tower.  Not  to 
be  behind  his  companion,  this  fellow  stated  that  he  had  seen  Rebecca 
perch  herself  upon  the  parapet  of  the  turret,  and  there  take  the  form 
of  a  milk-white  swan,  under  which  appearance  she  flitted  three  times 
round  the  castle  of  Torquilstone ;  then  again  settle  on  the  turret, 
and  once  more  assume  the  female  form. 

Less  than  one  half  of  this  weighty  evidence  would  have  been  suffi- 
cient to  convict  any  old  woman,  poor  and  ugly,  even  though  she  had 
not  been  a  Jewess.  United  with  that  fatal  circumstance,  the  body  of 
proof  was  too  weighty  for  Rebecca's  youth,  though  combined  with 
the  most  exquisite  beauty. 

The  Grand  Master  had  collected  the  suffrages,  and  now  in  a  solemn 
tone  demanded  of  Rebecca  what  she  had  to  say  against  the  sentence 
of  condemnation  which  he  was  about  to  pronounce. 

"  To  invoke  your  pity,"  said  the  lovely  Jewess,  with  a  voice  tremu- 
lous with  emotion,  "  would,  I  am  aware,  be  as  useless  as  I  should 
hold  it  mean.  To  state  that  to  relieve  the  sick  and  wounded  of 
another  religion  cannot  be  displeasing  to  the  acknowledged  Founder 
of  both  our  faiths,  were  also  unavailing;  to  plead  that  many  things 
which  these  men  (whom  may  Heaven  pardon !)  have  spoken  against 
me  are  impossible,  would  avail  me  but  little,  since  you  believe  in  their 
possibility;  and  still  less  would  it  advantage  me  to  explain,  that  the 
peculiarities  of  my  dress,  language,  and  manners,  are  those  of  my 
people — I  had  wellnigh  said  of  my  country,  but  alas !  we  have  no 
country.  Nor  will  I  even  vindicate  myself  at  the  expense  of  my  op- 
pressor, who  stands  there  listening  to  the  fictions  and  surmises  whicl 
seem  to  convert  the  tyrant  into  the  victim.— God  be  judge  betweei 
him  and  me  !  but  rather  would  I  submit  to  ten  such  deaths  as  youi 
pleasure  may  denounce  against  me,  than  listen  to  the  suit  whicli 
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that  man  of  Belial  has  urged  upon  me— friendless,  defenceless,  and 
his  prisoner.  But  he  is  of  your  own  faith,  and  his  lightest  affir- 
mance would  weigh  down  the  most  solemn  protestations  of  the  dis- 
tressed Jewess.  I  will  not  therefore  return  to  himself  the  charge 
brought  against  me — but  to  himself— Yes,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert, 
to  thyself  I  appeal,  whether  these  accusations  are  not  false  ?  as  mon- 
strous and  calumnious  as  they  are  deadly?" 

There  was  a  pause ;  all  eyes  turned  to'Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert.  He 
was  silent. 

"  Speak,"  she  said,  "if  thou  art  a  man — if  thou  art  a  Christian, 
speak!— I  conjure  thee,  by  the  habit  which  thou  dost  wear,  by  the 
name  thou  dost  inherit — by  the  knighthood  thou  dost  vaunt — by  the 
honour  of  thy  mother — by  the  tomb  and  the  bones  of  thy  father — I 
conjure  thee  to  say,  are  these  things  true  ? " 

"  Answer  her,  brother,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  if  the  Enemy 
with  whom  thou  dost  wrestle  will  give  thee  power." 

In  fact,  Bois-Guilbert  seemed  agitated  by  contending  passions, 
which  almost  convulsed  his  features,  and  it  was  with  a  constrained 
voice  that  at  last  he  replied,  looking  to  Rebecca, — "  The  scroll  !— 
the  scroll ! " 

"  Ay,"  said  Beaumanoir,  "  this  is  indeed  testimony !  The  victim  of 
her  witcheries  can  only  name  the  fatal  scroll,  the  spell  inscribed  on 
which  is,  doubtless,  the  cause  of  his  silence." 

But  Rebecca  put  another  interpretation  on  the  words  extorted  as 
it  were  from  Bois-Guilbert,  and  glancing  her  eye  upon  the  slip  of 
parchment  which  she  continued  to  hold  in  her  hand,  she  read  written 
thereupon  in  the  Arabian  character,  Demand  a  Champion!  The 
murmuring  commentary  which  ran  through  the  assembly  at  the 
strange  reply  of  Bois-Guilbert,  gave  Rebecca  leisure  to  examine 
and  instantly  to  destroy  the  scroll  unobserved.  When  the  whisper 
had  ceased,  the  Grand  Master  spoke. 

"  Rebecca,  thou  canst  derive  no  benefit  from  the  evidence  of  this 
unhappy  knight,  for  whom,  as  we  well  perceive,  the  Enemy  is  yet  too 
powerful.    Hast  thou  aught  else  to  say  ?  " 

"  There  is  yet  one  chance  of  life  left  to  me  "  said  Rebecca,  "  even 
by  your  own  fierce  laws.  Life  has  been  miserable — miserable,  at 
least,  of  late — but  I  will  not  cast  away  the  gift  of  God,  while  he 
affords  me  the  means  of  defending  it.  I  deny  this  charge — I  main- 
tain my  innocence,  and  I  declare  the  falsehood  of  this  accusation — 
I  challenge  the  privilege  of  trial  by  combat,  and  will  appear  by  my 
champion." 

<;  And  who,  Rebecca,"  replied  the  Grand  Master,  "  will  lay  lance 
in  rest  for  a  sorceress  ?  who  will  be  the  champion  of  a  Jewess  ?  " 

"  God  will  raise  me  up  a  champion,"  said  Rebecca — "  it  cannot  be 
that  in  merry  England — the  hospitable,  the  generous,  the  free,  where 
so  many  are  ready  to  peril  their  lives  for  honour,  there  will  not  be 
found  one  to  fight  for  justice.  But  it  is  enough  that  I  challenge  the 
trial  by  combat — there  lies  my  gage." 

She  took  her  embroidered  glove  from  her  hand,  and  flung  it  down 
before  the  Grand  Master  with  an  air  of  mingled  simplicity  and  dignity, 
'.which  excited  universal  surprise  and  admiration. 
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There  I  throw  my  gage, 

To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremest  point 
Of  martial  daring.  _' 

Richard  II. 

Even  Lucas  Beaumanoir  himself  was  affected  by  the  mien  and 
appearance  of  Rebecca.  He  was  not  originally  a  cruel,  or  even  a 
severe  man;  but  with  passions  by  nature  cold,  and  with  a  high 
though  mistaken,  sense  of  duty,  his  heart  had  been  gradually  hard- 
enedV  the  ascetic  life  which  he  pursued,  the  supreme  power  which 
he  enjoyed,  and  the  supposed  necessity  of  subduing  infidelity  and 
eradicating  heresy,  which  he  conceived  peculiarly  incumbent  on  him. 
His  features  relaxed  in  their  usual  severity  as  he  gazed  upon  the 
beautiful  creature  before  him,  alone,  unfriended,  and  defending  her- 
self with  so  much  spirit  and  courage.  He  crossed  himself  twice,  as 
doubting  whence  arose  the  unwonted  softening  of  a  heart,  which  on 
such  occasions  used  to  resemble  in  hardness  the  steel  of  his  sword. 
At  length  he  spoke.  _  . 

"  Damsel,"  he  said,  "  if  the  pity  I  feel  for  thee  arise  from  any  prac 
tice  thine  evil  arts  have  made  on  me,  great  is  thy  guilt.  But  I  rather 
judge  it  the  kinder  feelings  of  nature,  which  grieves  that  so  goodly 
a  form  should  be  a  vessel  of  perdition.  Repent,  my  daughter— con- 
fess thy  witchcrafts— turn  thee  from  thine  evil  faith— embrace  this 
holy  emblem,  and  all  shall  yet  be  well  with  thee  here  and  hereafter. 
In  some  sisterhood  of  the  strictest  order  shalt  thou  have  time  for 
prayer  and  fitting  penance,  and  that  repentance  not  to  be  repented 
of.  This  do  and  live— what  has  the  law  of  Moses  done  for  thee,  that 
thou  shouldst  die  for  it?  "  . 

"  It  was  the  law  of  my  fathers,"  said  Rebecca;  "it  was  delivered  in 
thunders  and  in  storms  upon  the  mountain  of  Sinai,  in  cloud  and  in 
fire.  This,  if  ye  are  Christians,  ye  believe— it  is,  you  say,  recalled; 
but  so  my  teachers  have  not  taught  me." 

"  Let  our  chaplain,"  said  Beaumanoir,  "  stand  forth,  anp:  tell  this 
obstinate  infidel " 

"Forgive  the  interruption,"  said  Rebecca,  meekly;  1  am#a 
maiden,  unskilled  to  dispute  for  my  religion,  but  I  can  die  for  it 
if  it  be  God's  will— Let  me  pray  your  answer  to  my  demand  of 
champion. "  .    .  ,, 

"  Give  me  her  glove,"  said  Beaumanoir.  "  This  is  indeed,  n< 
continued,  as  he  looked  at  the  flimsy  texture  and  slender  fingers,  "  i 
slight  and  frail  gage  for  a  purpose  so  deadly :— Seest  thou,  Rebecca 
as  this  thin  and  light  glove  of  thine  is  to  one  of  our  heavy  steel  gaunt 
lets,  so  is  thy  cause  to  that  of  the  Temple,  for  it  is  our  Order  whic. 
thou  hast  defied." 

"  Cast  my  innocence  into  the  scale,"  answered  Rebecca,  "  and  th 
glove  of  silk  shall  outweigh  the  glove  of  iron."  , 

"  Then  thou  dost  persist  in  thy  refusal  to  confess  thy  guilt,  and  1 
that  bold  challenge  which  thou  hast  made  ? " 
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"  I  do  persist,  noble  sir,"  answered  Rebecca. 

u  So  be  it  then,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,''  said  the  Grand  Master ; 
*  and  may  God  show  the  right !  " 

"  Amen,"  replied  the  Preceptors  around  him,  and  the  word  was 
deeply  echoed  by  the  whole  assembly. 

u  Brethren,"  said  Beaumanoir,  "  you  are  aware  that  we  might  well 
have  refused  to  this  woman  the  benefit  of  the  trial  by  combat — but 
though  a  Jewess  and  an  unbeliever,  she  is  also  a  stranger  and 
defenceless,  and  God  forbid  that  she  should  ask  the  benefit  of  our 
mild  laws,  and  that  it  should  be  refused  to  her.  Moreover,  we  are 
knights  and  soldiers  as  well  as  men  of  religion,  and  shame  it  were  to 
us,  upon  any  pretence,  to  refuse  proffered  combat.  Thus,  therefore, 
stands  the  case.  Rebecca,  the  daughter  of  Isaac  of  York,  is,  by  many 
frequent  and  suspicious  circumstances,  defamed  of  sorcery  practised 
on  the  person  of  a  noble  knight  of  our  holy  Order,  and  hath  chal- 
lenged the  combat  in  proof  of  her  innocence.  To  whom,  reverend 
brethren,  is  it  your  opinion  that  we  should  deliver  the  gage  of  battle, 
naming  him,  at  the  same  time,  to  be  our  champion  on  the  field  ?  " 

"  To  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  whom  it  chiefly  concerns,"  said  the 
Preceptor  of  Goodalricke,  "  and  who,  moreover,  best  knows  how  the 
truth  stands  in  this  matter." 

w  But  if,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  our  brother  Brian  be  under  the 
influence  of  a  charm  or  a  spell — we  speak  but  for  the  sake  of  pre- 
caution, for  to  the  arm  of  none  of  our  holy  Order  would  we  more 
willingly  confide  this  or  a  more  weighty  cause." 

"  Reverend  father,"  answered  the  Preceptor  of  Goodalricke,  "  no 
spell  can  affect  the  champion  who  comes  forward  to  fight  for  the 
judgment  of  God." 

"  Thou  sayest  right,  brother,"  said  the  Grand  Master.  "  Albert 
Malvoisin,  give  this  gage  of  battle  to  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert. — It  is 
our  charge  to  thee,  brother,"  he  continued,  addressing  himself  to 
Bois-Guilbert,  "  that  thou  do  thy  battle  manfully,  nothing  doubting 
that  the  good, cause  shall  triumph. — And  do  thou,  Rebecca,  attend, 
that  we  assign  thee  the  third  day  from  the  present  to  find  a 
champion." 

"  That  is  but  brief  space,"  answered  Rebecca,  for  a  stranger,  who 
is  also  of  another  faith,  to  find  one  who  will  do  battle,  wagering  life 
and  honour  for  her  cause,  against  a  knight  who  is  called  an  approved 
soldier." 

"  We  may  not  extend  it,"  answered  the  Grand  Master ;  "  the  field 
must  be  foughten  in  our  own  presence,  and  divers  weighty  causes 
call  us  on  the  fourth  day  from  hence." 

"  God's  will  be  done !  "  said  Rebecca ;  "  I  put  my  trust  in  Him,  to 
whom  an  instant  is  as  effectual  to  save  as  a  whole  age." 

"  Thou  hast  spoken  well,  damsel,"  said  the  Grand  Master ;  "  but 
weU  know  we  who  can  array  himself  like  an  angel  of  light.  It  re- 
mains but  to  name  a  fitting  place  of  combat,  and,  if  it  so  hap,  also  of 
execution. — Where  is  the  Preceptor  of  this  house?" 

Albert  Malvoisin,  still  holding  Rebecca's  glove  in  his  hand,  was 
speaking  to  Bois-Guilbert  very  earnestly,  but  in  a  low  voice. 

"  How ! "  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  will  he  not  receive  the  gage  ? " 
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"  He  will — he  doth,  most  Reverend  Father,1'  said  Malvoisin,  slip- 
ping the  glove  under  his  own  mantle.  "  And  for  the  place  of  combat, 
I  hold  the  fittest  to  be  the  lists  of  Saint  George  belonging  to  this 
Preceptory,  and  used  by  us  for  military  exercise." 

"It  is  well,"  said  the  Grand  Master. — "Rebecca,  in  those  lists 
shalt  thou  produce  thy  champion  ;  and  if  thou  failest  to  do  so,  or  if 
thy  champion  shall  be  discomfited  by  the  judgment  of  God,  thou 
shalt  then  die  the  death  of  a  sorceress,  according  to  doom. — Let  this 
our  judgment  be  recorded,  and  the  record  read  aloud,  that  no  one 
may  pretend  ignorance." 

One  of  the  chaplains,  who  acted  as  clerks  to  the  chapter,  imme- 
diately engrossed  the  order  in  a  huge  volume,  which  contained  the 
proceedings  of  the  Templar  Knights  when  solemnly  assembled  on 
such  occasions ;  and  when  he  had  finished  writing,  the  other  read 
aloud  the  sentence  of  the  Grand  Master,  which,  when  translated 
from  the  Norman-French  in  which  it  was  couched,  was  expressed  as 
follows  :— 

"  Rebecca,  a  Jewess,  daughter  of  Isaac  of  York,  being  attainted 
of  sorcery,  seduction,  and  other  damnable  practices,  practised  on  a 
Knight  of  the  most  Holy  Order  of  the  Temple  of  Zion,  doth  deny 
the  same ;  and  saith,  that  the  testimony  delivered  against  her  this 
day  is  false,  wicked,  and  disloyal;  and  that  by  lawful  essoine1  of  her 
boay  as  being  unable  to  combat  in  her  own  behalf,  she  doth  offer,  by 
a  champion  instead  thereof,  to  avouch  her  case,  he  performing  his 
loyal  devoir  in  all  knightly  sort,  with  such  arms  as  to  gage  of  battle 
do  fully  appertain,  and  that  at  her  peril  and  cost.  And  therewith  she 
proffered  ner  gage.  And  the  gage  having  being  delivered  to  the 
noble  Lord  and  Knight,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  of  the  Holy  Order 
of  the  Temple  of  Zion,  he  was  appointed  to  do  this  battle,  in  behalf 
of  his  Order  and  himself,  as  injured  and  impaired  by  the  practices  of 
the  appellant.  Wherefore  the  most  reverend  Father  and  puissant 
Lord,  Lucas  Marquis  of  Beaumanoir,  did  allow  of  the  said  challenge, 
and  of  the  said  essoine  of  the  appellant's  body,  and  assigned  the 
third  day  for  the  said  combat,  the  place  being  the  enclosure  called 
the  lists  of  Saint  George,  near  to  the  Preceptory  of  Templestowe. 
And  the  Grand  Master  appoints  the  appellant  to  appear  there  by  her 
champion,  on  pain  of  doom,  as  a  person  convicted  of  sorcery  or  seduc- 
tion ;  and  also  the  defendant  so  to  appear,  under  the  penalty  of  being1! 
held  and  adjudged  recreant  in  case  of  default ;  and  the  noble  Lord 
and  most  reverend  Father  aforesaid  appointed  the  battle  to  be  done 
in  his  own  presence,  and  according  to  all  that  is  commendable  and! 
profitable  in  such  a  case.    And  may  God  aid  the  just  cause  !  " 

"  Amen!  "  said  the  Grand  Master;  and  the  word  was  echoed  by 
all  around.  Rebecca  spoke  not,  but  she  looked  up  to  heaven,  and 
folding  her  hands,  remained  for  a  minute  without  change  of  attitude  J 
She  then  modestly  reminded  the  Grand  Master,  that  she  ought  to  bd 
permitted  some  opportunity  of  free  communication  with  her  friends! 
tor  the  purpose  of  making  her  condition  known  to  them,  and  prof 
curing,  if  possible,  some  champion  to  fight  in  her  behalf. 

1  Essoine  signifies  excuse,  and  here  relates  to  the  appellant's  privilege  of  appear! 
ing  b\r  her  champion,  in  excuse  of  her  own  person  on  account  of  her  sex. 
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"  It  is  just  and  lawful,"  said  the  Grand  Master;  choose  what  mes- 
senger thou  shall  trust,  and  he  shall  have  free  communication  with 
thee  in  thy  prison-chamber." 

"  Is  there,"  said  Rebecca,  "  any  one  here,  who,  either  for  love  of 
a  good  cause,  or  for  ample  hire,  will  do  the  errand  of  a  distressed 
being'  ?  " 

All  were  silent ;  for  none  thought  it  safe,  in  the  presence  of  the 
Grand  Master,  to  avow  any  interest  in  the  calumniated  prisoner, 
lest  he  should  be  suspected  of  leaning  towards  Judaism.  Not  even 
the  prospect  of  reward,  far  less  any  feelings  of  compassion  alone, 
could  surmount  this  apprehension. 

Rebecca  stood  for  a  few  moments  in  indescribable  anxiety,  and 
then  exclaimed,  "  Is  it  really  thus  ?— And,  in  English  land,  am  I  to 
be  deprived  of  the  poor  chance  of  safety  which  remains  to  me,  for 
want  of  an  act  of  charity  which  would  not  be  refused  to  the  worst 
criminal  ? " 

Higg,  the  son  of  Snell,  at  length  replied,  "I  am  but  a  maimed 
man,  but  that  I  can  at  all  stir  or  move  was  owing  to  her  charitable 
assistance — I  will  do  thine  errand,"  he  added,  addressing  Rebecca, 
"as  well  as  a  crippled  object  can,  and  happy  were  my  limbs  fleet 
enough  to  repair  the  mischief  done  by  my  tongue.  Alas !  when  I 
boasted  of  thy  charity,  I  little  thought  I  was  leading  thee  into 
danger  ! " 

"God,"  said  Rebecca,  is  the  disposer  of  all.  He  can  turn  back 
the  captivity  of  Judah,  even  by  the  weakest  instrument.  To  execute 
his  message  the  snail  is  as  sure  a  messenger  as  the  falcon.  Seek  out 
Isaac  of  York— here  is  that  will  pay  for  horse  and  man— let  him 
have  this  scroll.— I  know  not  if  it  be  of  Heaven  the  spirit  which 
inspires  me,  but  most  truly  do  I  judge  that  I  am  not  to  die  this 
death,  and  that  a  champion  will  be  raised  up  for  me.  Farewell  !— 
Life  and  death  are  in  thy  haste." 

The  peasant  took  the  scroll,  which  contained  only  a  few  lines  in 
Hebrew.  Many  of  the  crowd  would  have  dissuaded  him  from  touch- 
ing a  document  so  suspicious ;  but  Higg  was  resolute  in  the  service 
of  his  benefactress.  She  had  saved  his  body,  he  said,  and  he  was 
confident  she  did  not  mean  to  peril  his  soul. 

"!  win  get  me,"  he  said,  "my  neighbour  Buthan's  good  capul,1 
and  I  will  be  at  York  within  as  brief  space  as  man  and  beast  may." 

But  as  it  fortuned,  he  had  no  occasion  to  go  so  far,  for  within  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  gate  of  the  Preceptory  he  met  with  two 
aders,  whom,  by  their  dress  and  their  huge  yellow  caps,  he  knew  to 
be  Jews ;  and,  on  approaching  more  nearly,  discovered  that  one  of 
them  was  his  ancient  employer,  Isaac  of  York.  The  other  was  the 
Rabbi  Ben  Samuel ;  and  both  had  approached  as  near  to  the  Precep- 
tory as  they  dared,  on  hearing  that  the  Grand  Master  had  summoned 
» a  chapter  for  the  trial  of  a  sorceress. 

"  Brother  Ben  Samuel,"  said  Isaac,  "  my  soul  is  disquieted,  and  I 
v wot  not  why.  This  charge  of  necromancy  is  right  often  used  for 
icloakmg  evil  practices  on  our  people." 

1  Caput,  i.  e.  horse  ;  in  a  more  limited  sense,  work-horse. 
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"  Be  of  good  comfort,  brother,"  said  the  physician ;  "  thou  canst 
deal  with  the  Nazarenes  as  one  possessing  the  mammon  of  un- 
righteousness, and  canst  therefore  purchase  immunity  at  their  hands 
—it  rules  the  savage  minds  of  those  ungodly  men,  even  as  the  signet 
of  ihe  mighty  Solomon  was  said  to  command  the  evil  genii. — But 
what  poor  wretch  comes  hither  upon  his  crutches,  desiring,  as  I  think, 
some  speech  of  me? — Friend,"  continued  the  physician,  addressing 
Higg,  the  son  of  Snell,  "  I  refuse  thee  not  the  aid  of  mine  art,  but  I 
relieve  not  with  one  asper  those  who  beg  for  alms  upon  the  highway. 
Out  upon  thee  ! — Hast  thou  the  palsy  in  thy  legs  ?  then  let  thy  hands 
work  for  thy  livelihood  ;  for,  albeit  tnou  be'st  unfit  for  a  speedy  post, 
or  for  a  careful  shepherd,  or  for  the  warfare,  or  for  the  service  of  a 
hasty  master,  yet  there  be  occupations— How  now,  brother  ?  "  said 
he,  interrupting  his  harangue  to  look  towards  Isaac,  who  had  but 
glanced  at  the  scroll  which  Higg  offered,  when,  uttering  a  deep 
groan,  he  fell  from  his  mule  like  a  dying  man,  and  lay  for  a  minute 
insensible. 

The  Rabbi  now  dismounted  in  great  alarm,  and  hastily  applied  the 
remedies  which  his  art  suggested  for  the  recovery  of  his  companion. 
He  had  even  taken  from  his  pocket  a  cupping  apparatus,  and  was 
about  to  proceed  to  phlebotomy,  when  the  object  of  his  anxious 
solicitude  suddenly  revived ;  but  it  was  to  dash  his  cap  from  his  head, 
and  to  throw  dust  on  his  grey  hairs.  The  physician  was  at  first 
inclined^  to  ascribe  this  sudden  and  violent  emotion  to  the  effects 
of  insanity  ;  and,  adhering  to  his  original  purpose,  began  once  again 
to  handle  his  implements.  But  Isaac  soon  convinced  him  of  his 
error. 

"  Child  of  my  sorrow,"  he  said,  "  well  shouldst  thou  be  called 
Benoni,  instead  of  Rebecca !  Why  should  thy  death  bring  down 
my  grey  hairs  to  the  grave,  till,  in  the  bitterness  of  my  heart,  I 
curse  God  and  die  ! " 

"  Brother,"  said  the  Rabbi,  in  great  surprise,  "  art  thou  a  father 
in  Israel,  and  dost  thou  utter  words  like  unto  these?— I  trust  that 
the  child  of  thy  house  yet  liveth? " 

"  She  liveth,"  answered  Isaac ;  "  but  it  is  as  Daniel,  who  was  called 
Belteshazzar,  even  when  within  the  den  of  the  lions.  She  is  captive 
unto  those  men  of  Belial,  and  they  will  wreak  their  cruelty  upon  her,  I 
sparing  neither  for  her  youth  nor  her  comely  favour.  On !  she  was  ] 
as  a  crown  of  green  palms  to  my  grey  locks ;  and  she  must  wither  } 
in  a  night,  like  the  gourd  of  Jonah ! — Child  of  my  love !— child  of  •! 
my  old  age ! — oh,  Rebecca,  daughter  of  Rachael !  the  darkness  of  the  f 
shadow  of  death  hath  encompassed  thee." 

"  Yet  read  the  scroll,"  said  the  Rabbi ;  "  peradventure  it  may  be 
that  we  may  yet  find  out  a  way  of  deliverance." 

"  Do  thou  read,  brother/'  answered  Isaac,  "  for  mine  eyes  are  as  a 
fountain  of  water." 

The  physician  read,  but  in  their  native  language,  the  following 
words; — 

"  To  Isaac,  the  son  of  Adonikam,  whom  the  Gentiles  call  Isaac  of 
York,  peace  and  the  blessing  of  the  promise  be  multiplied  unto  thee ! 
— My  father,  I  am  as  one  doomed  to  die  for  that  which  my  sou] 
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knoweth  not— even  for  the  crime  of  witchcraft.  My  father,  if  a 
strong*  man  can  be  found  to  do  battle  for  my  cause  with  sword  and 
spear,  according*  to  the  custom  of  the  Nazarenes,  and  that  within 
the  lists  of  Templestowe,  on  the  third  day  from  this  time,  peradven- 
ture  our  fathers'  God  will  give  him  strength  to  defend  the  innocent, 
and  her  who  hath  none  to  help  her.  But  if  this  may  not  be,  let  the 
virgins  of  our  people  mourn  for  me  as  for  one  cast  off,  and  for  the 
hart  that  is  stricken  by  the  hunter,  and  for  the  flower  which  is  cut 
down  by  the  scythe  of  the  mower.  Wherefore,  look  now  what  thou 
doest,  and  whether  there  be  any  rescue.  One  Nazarene  warrior 
might  indeed  bear  arms  in  my  behalf,  even  Wilfred,  son  of  Cedric, 
whom  the  Gentiles  call  Ivanhoe.  But  he  may  not  yet  endure  the 
weight  of  his  armour.  Nevertheless,  send  the  tidings  unto  him,  my 
father ;  for  he  hath  favour  among  the  strong  men  of  his  people,  and 
as  he  was  our  companion  in  the  house  of  bondage,  he  may  find  some 
one  to  do  battle  for  my  sake.  And  say  unto  him,  even  unto  him, 
even  unto  Wilfred,  the  son  of  Cedric,  that  if  Rebecca  live,  or  if  Re- 
becca die,  she  liveth  or  dieth  wholly  free  of  the  guilt  she  is  charged 
withal.  And  if  it  be  the  will  of  God  that  thou  shalt  be  deprived  of 
thy  daughter,  do  not  thou  tarry,  old  man,  in  this  land  of  bloodshed 
and  cruelty ;  but  betake  thyself  to  Cordova,  where  thy  brother  liveth 
in  safety,  under  the  shadow  of  the  throne,  even  of  the  throne  of 
Boabdil  the  Saracen ;  for  less  cruel  are  the  cruelties  of  the  Moors 
unto  the  race  of  Jacob,  than  the  cruelties  of  the  Nazarenes  of  Eng- 
land." 

Isaac  listened  with  tolerable  composure  while  Ben  Samuel  read 
the  letter,  and  then  again  resumed  the  gestures  and  exclamations  of 
Oriental  sorrow,  tearing  his  garments,  besprinkling  his  head  with 
dust,  and  ejaculating,  "  My  daughter !  my  daughter !  flesh  of  my 
flesh,  and  bone  of  my  bone !  " 

"  Yet,"  said  the  Rabbi,  "  take  courage,  for  this  grief  availeth  no- 
thing". Gird  up  thy  loins,  and  seek  out  this  Wilfred,  the  son  of 
Cedric.  It  may  be  he  will  help  thee  with  counsel  or  with  strength  ; 
for  the  youth  hath  favour  in  the  eyes  of  Richard,  called  of  the 
Nazarenes  Coeur-de-Lion,  and  the  tidings  that  he  hath  returned  are 
constant  in  the  land.  It  may  be  that  he  may  obtain  his  letter,  and 
his  signet,  commanding  these  men  of  blood,  who  take  their  name 
from  the  Temple  to  the  dishonour  thereof,  that  they  proceed  not  in 
their  purposed  wickedness." 

"  I  will  seek  him  out,"  said  Isaac,  "  for  he  is  a  good  youth,  and 
hath  compassion  for  the  exile  of  Jacob.  But  he  cannot  bear  his 
armour,  and  what  other  Christian  shall  do  battle  for  the  oppressed 
ofZion?" 

"Nay,  but,"  said  the  Rabbi,  "thou  speakest  as  one  that  knoweth 
not  the  Gentiles.  With  gold  shalt  thou  buy  their  valour,  even  as 
with  gold  thou  buyest  thine  own  safety.  Be  of  good  courage,  and 
do  thou  set  forward  to  find  out  this  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe.  I  will  also 
up  and  be  doing,  for  great  sin  it  were  to  leave  thee  in  thy  calamity. 
I  will  hie  me  to  the  city  of  York,  where  many  warriors  and  strong" 
men  are  assembled,  and  doubt  not  I  will  find  among  them  some  one 
who  will  do  battle  for  thy  daughter ;  for  gold  is  their  god,  and  for 
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riches  will  they  pawn  their  lives  as  well  as  their  lands.— Thou  wilt 
fulfil,  my  brother,  such  promise  as  I  may  make  unto  them  in  thy 
name?" 

**  Assuredly,  brother,"  said  Isaac,  "  and  Heaven  be  praised  that 
raised  me  up  a  comforter  in  my  miser}'.  Howbeit,  grant  them  not 
their  full  demand  at  once,  for  thou  shalt  find  it  the  quality  of  this 
accursed  people  that  they  will  ask  pounds,  and  peradventure  accept 
of  ounces — Nevertheless,  be  it  as  thou  wiliest,  for  I  am  distracted  in 
this  thing",  and  what  would  my  gold  avail  me  if  the  child  of  my  love 
should  perish?" 

"  Farewell,"  said  the  physician,  "  and  may  it  be  to  thee  as  thy 
heart  desire th." 

They  embraced  accordingly,  and  departed  on  their  several  roads. 
The  crippled  peasant  remained  for  some  time  looking"  after  them. 

"  These  dog"- Jews  !  "  said  he  ;  "  to  take  no  more  notice  of  a  free 
g"uild-brother,  than  if  I  were  a  bond  slave  or  a  Turk,  or  a  circum- 
cised Hebrew  like  themselves !  They  might  have  flung"  me  a  mancus 
or  two,  however.  I  was  not  obliged  to  bring  their  unhallowed 
scrawls,  and  run  the  risk  of  being  bewitched,  as  more  folks  than  one 
told  me.  And  what  care  I  for  the  bit  of  gold  that  the  wench  gave 
me,  if  I  am  to  come  to  harm  from  the  priest  next  Easter  at  confes- 
sion, and  be  obliged  to  give  him  twice  as  much  to  make  it  up  with 
him,  and  be  called  the  Jew's  flying  post  all  my  life,  as  it  may  hap, 
into  the  bargain  ?  I  think  I  was  bewitched  in  earnest  when  I  was 
beside  the  girl ! — But  it  was  always  so  with  Jew  or  Gentile,  whoso- 
ever came  near  her — none  could  stay  when  she  had  an  errand  to  go 
—  and  still,  whenever  I  think  of  her,  I  would  give  shop  and  tools  to 
save  her  life." 


CHAPTER  XL. 

O  maid,  unrelenting  and  cold  as  thou  art, 
My  bosom  is  proud  as  thine  own. 

Seward. 

It  was  in  the  twilight  of  the  day  when  her  trial,  if  it  could  be  called 
such,  had  taken  place,  that  a  low  knock  was  heard  at  the  door  of 
Rebecca's  prison-chamber.  It  disturbed  not  the  inmate,  who  was 
then  engaged  in  the  evening  prayer  recommended  by  her  religion, 
and  which  concluded  with  a  hymn  we  have  ventured  thus  to  translate 
into  English. 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved, 

Out  of  the  land  of  bondage  came, 
Her  father's  God  before  her  moved. 

An  awful  guide,  in  smoke  and  flame. 
By  day,  along  the  astonish 'd  lands 

The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow ; 
By  night.  Arabia's  crimson'd  sands 

Return'd  the  fiery  column's  glow. 
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There  rose  the  choral  hymn  of  praise, 

And  trump  and  timbrel  answer'd  keen, 
And  Zion's  daughters  pour'd  their  lays. 

With  priest's  and  warrior's  voice  between. 
No  portents  now  our  foes  amaze, 

Forsaken  Israel  wanders  lone  ; 
Our  fathers  would  not  know  Thy  ways, 

And  Thou  hast  left  them  to  their  own. 

But,  present  still,  though  now  unseen  ; 

When  brightly  shines  the  prosperous  day, 
Be  thoughts  of  Thee  a  cloudy  screen 

To  temper  the  deceitful  ray. 
And  oh,  when  stoops  on  Judah's  path 

In  shade  and  storm  the  frequent  night, 
Be  Thou,  long-suffering,  slow  to  wrath, 

A  burning,  and  a  shining  light ! 

Our  harps  we  left  by  Babel's  streams, 

The  tyrant's  jest,  the  Gentile's  scorn; 
No  censer  round  our  altar  beams, 

And  mute  our  timbrel,  trump,  and  horn. 
But  Thou  hast  said,  the  blood  of  goat, 

The  flesh  of  rams,  I  will  not  prize  ; 
A  contrite  heart,  an  humble  thought, 

Are  mine  accepted  sacrifice. 

When  the  sounds  of  Rebecca's  devotional  hymn  had  died  away  in 
silence,  the  low  knock  at  the  door  was  again  renewed.  "  Enter/'  she 
said,  "  if  thou  art  a  friend ;  and  if  a  foe,  I  have  not  the  means  of  re- 
fusing thy  entrance." 

"I  am,"  said  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  entering  the  apartment, 
"  friend  or  foe,  Rebecca,  as  the  event  of  this  interview  shall  make 
me." 

Alarmed  at  the  sight  of  this  man,  whose  licentious  passion  she 
considered  as  the  root  of  her  misfortunes,  Rebecca  drew  backward 
with  a  cautious  and  alarmed,  yet  not  a  timorous  demeanour,  into  the 
farthest  corner  of  the  apartment,  as  if  determined  to  retreat  as  far  as 
she  could,  but  to  stand  her  ground  when  retreat  became  no  longer 
possible.  She  drew  herself  into  an  attitude  not  of  defiance,  but  of 
resolution,  as  one  that  would  avoid  provoking  assault,  yet  was  reso- 
lute to  repel  it,  being  offered,  to  the  utmost  of  her  power. 

"You  have  no  reason  to  fear  me,  Rebecca,"  said  the  Templar; 
"  or  if  I  must  so  qualify  my  speech,  you  have  at  least  now  no  reason 
to  fear  me." 

"  I  fear  you  not,  Sir  Knight,"  replied  Rebecca,  although  her  short- 
drawn  breath  seemed  to  belie  the  heroism  of  her  accents  ;  "  my  trust 
is  strong,  and  I  fear  thee  not." 

"You  have  no  cause,"  answered  Bois-Guilbert  gravely;  "my 
former  frantic  attempts  you  have  not  now  to  dread.  Within  your 
call  are  guards,  over  whom  I  have  no  authority.  They  are  designed 
to  conduct  you  to  death,  Rebecca,  yet  would  not  suffer  you  to  be 
insulted  by  any  one,  even  by  me,  were  my  frenzy— for  frenzy  it  is — 
to  urge  me  so  far." 

"  May  Heaven  be  praised ! "  said  the  Jewess ;  "  death  is  the  least 
of  my  apprehensions  in  this  den  of  evil." 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  Templar,  "  the  idea  of  death  is  easily  received 
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"by  the  courageous  mind,  when  the  road  to  it  is  sudden  and  open.  A 
thurst  with  a  lance,  a  stroke  with  a  sword,  were  to  me  little — To  you, 
a  spring  from  a  dizzy  battlement,  a  stroke  with  a  sharp  poniard,  has 
no  terrors,  compared  with  what  either  thinks  disgrace.  Mark  me — 
I  say  this — perhaps  mine  own  sentiments  of  honour  are  not  less 
fantastic,  Rebecca,  than  thine  are ;  but  we  know  alike  how  to  die 
for  them." 

"  Unhappy  man,"  said  the  Jewess ;  "  and  art  thou  condemned  to 
expose  thy  life  for  principles,  of  which  thy  sober  judgment  does 
not  acknowledge  the  solidity?  Surely  this  is  a  parting  with  your 
treasure  for  that  which  is  not  bread — but  deem  not  so  of  me.  Thy 
resolution  may  fluctuate  on  the  wild  and  changeful  billows  of  human 
opinion,  but  mine  is  anchored  on  the  Rock  of  Ages." 

"  Silence,  maiden,"  answered  the  Templar ;  "  such  discourse  now 
avails  but  little.  Thou  art  condemned  to  die  not  a  sudden  and  easy 
death,  such  as  misery  chooses,  and  despair  welcomes,  but  a  slow, 
wretched,  protracted  course  of  torture,  suited  to  what  the  diabolical 
bigotry  of  these  men  calls  thy  crime." 

"  And  to  whom— if  such  my  fate— to  whom  do  I  owe  this  ?  "  said 
Rebecca ;  "  surely  only  to  him,  who,  for  a  most  selfish  and  brutal 
cause,  dragged  me  hither,  and  who  now,  for  some  unknown  purpose 
of  his  own,  strives  to  exaggerate  the  wretched  fate  to  which  he 
exposed  me." 

"  Think  not,"  said  the  Templar,  "  that  I  have  so  exposed  thee ;  I 
would  have  bucklered  thee  against  such  danger  with  my  own  bosom, 
as  freely  as  ever  I  exposed  it  to  the  shafts  which  had  otherwise 
reached  thy  life." 

"  Had  thy  purpose  been  the  honourable  protection  of  the  inno- 
cent," said  Rebecca,  "I  had  thanked  thee  for  thy  care— as  it  is, 
thou  hast  claimed  merit  for  it  so  often,  that  I  tell  thee  life  is  worth 
nothing  to  me,  preserved  at  the  price  which  thou  wouldst  exact 
for  it." 

"  Truce  with  thine  upbraidings,  Rebecca,"  said  the  Templar ;  "  I 
have  my  own  cause  of  grief,  and  brook  not  that  thy  reproaches 
should  add  to  it." 

"  What  is  thy  purpose,  then,  Sir  Knight  ? "  said  the  Jewess ; 
"  speak  it  briefly.— If  thou  hast  aught  to  do,  save  to  witness  the 
misery  thou  hast  caused,  let  me  know  it ;  and  then,  if  so  it  please 
you,  leave  me  to  myself— the  step  between  time  and  eternity  is  short 
but  terrible,  and  I  have  few  moments  to  prepare  for  it." 
>  "  I  perceive,  Rebecca,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  that  thou  dost  con- 
tinue to  burden  me  with  the  charge  of  distresses,  which  most  fain 
would  I  have  prevented." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  Rebecca,  "  I  would  avoid  reproaches — But 
what  is  more  certain  than  that  I  owe  my  death  to  thine  unbridled 
passion  ?  " 

"  You  err — you  err,"  said  the  Templar,  hastily, — "  if  you  impute 
what  I  could  neither  foresee  nor  prevent  to  my  purpose  or  agency. 
— Could  I  guess  the  unexpected  arrival  of  yon  dotard,  whom  some 
flashes  of  frantic  valour,  and  the  praises  "yielded  by  fools  to  the 
stupid  self-torments  of  an  ascetic,  have  raised  for  the  present  above 
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his  own  merits,  above  common  sense,  above  me,  and  above  the  hundreds 
of  our  Order,  who  think  and  feel  as  men  free  from  such  silly  and 
fantastic  prejudices  as  are  the  grounds  of  his  opinions  and  actions  ?  " 

"Yet,"  said  Rebecca,  "you  sate  a  judge  upon  me,  innocent — most 
innocent— as  you  knew  me  to  be — you  concurred  in  my  condemna- 
tion, and,  if  I  aright  understood,  are  yourself  to  appear  in  arms  to 
assert  my  guilt,  and  assure  my  punishment." 

"  Thy  patience,  maiden,"  replied  the  Templar. — "  No  race  knows 
so  well  as  thine  own  tribes  how  to  submit  to  the  time,  and  so  to  trim 
their  bark  as  to  make  advantage  even  of  an  adverse  wind." 

"  Lamented  be  the  hour,"  said  Rebecca,  "  that  has  taught  such  art 
to  the  house  of  Israel !  but  adversity  bends  the  heart  as  fire  bends 
the  stubborn  steel,  and  those  who  are  no  longer  their  own  governors, 
and  the  denizens  of  their  own  free  independent  state,  must  crouch 
before  strangers.  It  is  our  curse,  Sir  Knight,  deserved,  doubtless, 
by  our  own  misdeeds  and  those  of  our  fathers ;  but  you — you  who 
boast  your  freedom  as  your  birthright,  how  much  deeper  is  your  dis- 
grace when  you  stoop  to  soothe  the  prejudices  of  others,  and  that 
against  your  own  conviction  ?  " 

"  Your  words  are  bitter,  Rebecca,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  pacing  the 
apartment  with  impatience,  "  but  I  came  not  hither  to  bandy  re- 
proaches with  you. — Know  that  Bois-Guilbert  yields  not  to  created 
man,  although  circumstances  may  for  a  time  induce  him  to  alter  his 
plan.  His  will  is  the  mountain  stream,  which  may  indeed  be 
turned  for  a  little  space  aside  by  the  rock,  but  fails  not  to  find  its 
course  to  the  ocean.  That  scroll  which  warned  thee  to  demand^  a 
champion,  from  whom  couldst  thou  think  it  came,  if  not  from  Bois- 
Guilbert  ?  in  whom  else  couldst  thou  have  excited  such  interest  ?  "  _ 
'  "  A  brief  respite  from  instant  death,"  said  Rebecca,  "  which  will 
little  avail  me — was  this  all  thou  couldst  do  for  one,  on  whose  head 
thou  hast  heaped  sorrow,  and  whom  thou  hast  brought  near  even  to 
the  verge  of  the  tomb  ?  " 

"No  maiden,"  said  Bois-Guilbert  "this  was  not  all  that  I  purposed. 
Had  it  not  been  for  the  accursed  interference  of  yon  fanatical  dotard, 
and  the  fool  of  Goodalricke,  who,  being  a  Templar,  affects  to  think 
and  judge  according  to  the  ordinary  rules  of  humanity,  the  office  of 
the  Champion  Defender  had  devolved,  not  on  a  Preceptor,  but  on  a 
Companion  of  the  Order.  Then  I  myself— such  was  my  purpose — 
had,  on  the  sounding  of  the  trumpet,  appeared  in  the  lists  as  thy 
champion,  disguised  indeed  in  the  fashion  of  a  roving  knight,  who 
seeks  adventures  to  prove  his  shield  and  spear ;  and  then,  let  Beau- 
manoir  have  chosen  not  one,  but  two  or  three  of  the  brethren  here 
assembled,  I  had  not  doubted  to  cast  them  out  of  the  saddle  with  my 
single  lance.  Thus,  Rebecca,  should  thine  innocence  have  been 
avouched,  and  to  thine  own  gratitude  would  I  have  trusted  for  the 
reward  of  my  victory." 

"  This,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Rebecca,  "  is  but  idle  boasting — a  brag 
of  what  you  would  have  done  had  you  not  found  it  convenient  to  do 
otherwise.  You  received  my  glove,  and  my  champion,  if  a  creature 
so  desolate  can  find  one,  must  encounter  your  lance  in  the  lists — yet 
you  would  assume  the  air  of  my  friend  ana  protector  ? " 
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"  Thy  friend  and  protector,"  said  the  Templar  gravely,  "  I  will 
yet  be — but  mark  at  what  risk,  or  rather  at  what  certainty,  of  dis- 
honour ;  and  then  blame  me  not  if  I  make  my  stipulations,  before 
I  offer  up  all  that  I  have  hitherto  held  dear,  to  save  the  life  of  a  Jew- 
ish maiden." 

"  Speak,"  said  Rebecca;  "  I  understand  thee  not." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  I  will  speak  as  freely  as  ever 
did  doting*  penitent  to  his  ghostly  father,  when  placed  in  the  tricky 
confessional — Rebecca,  if  I  appear  not  in  these  lists  I  lose  fame  and 
rank — lose  that  which  is  the  breath  of  my  nostrils,  the  esteem,  I 
mean,  in  which  I  am  held  by  my  brethren,  and  the  hopes  I  have  of 
succeeding  to  that  mighty  authority,  which  is  now  wielded  by  the 
bigoted  dotard  Lucas  de  Beaumanoir,  but  of  which  I  should  make  a 
far  different  use.  Such  is  my  certain  doom,  except  I  appear  in  arms 
against  thy  cause.  Accursed  be  he  of  Goodalricke,  who  baited  this 
trap  for  me !  and  doubly  accursed  Albert  de  Malvoisin,  who  with- 
held me  from  the  resolution  I  had  formed,  of  hurling  back  the  glove 
at  the  face  of  the  superstitious  and  superannuated  fool,  who  listened 
to  a  charge  so  absurd  and  against  a  creature  so  high  in  mind,  and  so 
lovely  in  form  as  thou  art ! 

"And  what  now  avails  rant  or  flattery?"  answered  Rebecca. 
"  Thou  hast  made  thy  choice  between  causing  to  be  shed  the  blood 
of  an  innocent  woman,  or  of  endangering  thine  own  earthly  state  and 
earthly  hopes — What  avails  it  to  reckon  together  ? — thy  choice  is 
made." 

li  No,  Rebecca,"  said  the  knight,  in  a  softer  tone,  and  drawing 
nearer  towards  her  ;  "  my  choice  is  not  made— nay,  mark,  it  is  thine 
to  make  the  election.  If  I  appear  in  the  lists,  I  must  maintain  my 
name  in  arms ;  and  if  I  do  so,  championed  or  unchampioned,  thou 
diest  by  the  stake  and  faggot,  for  there  lives  not  the  knight  who  hath 
coped  with  me  in  arms  on  equal  issue,  or  on  terms  of  vantage,  save 
Richard  Cceur-de-Lion,  and  his  minion  of  Ivanhoe.  Ivanhoe,  as 
thou  well  knowest,  is  unable  to  bear  his  corslet,  and  Richard  is  in  a 
foreign  prison.  If  I  appear,  then  thou  diest,  even  although  thy 
charms  should  instigate  some  hot-headed  youth  to  enter  the  lists  in 
thy  defence." 

"  And  what  avails  repeating  this  so  often  ?  "  said  Rebecca. 

"  Much,"  replied  the  Templar ;  u  for  thou  must  learn  to  look  at 
thy  fate  on  every  side." 

"  Well,  then,  turn  the  tapestry,"  said  the  Jewess,  "  and  let  me  see 
the  other  side." 

"  If  I  appear,"  said  Bois-Guilbert,  "  in  the  fatal  lists,  thou  diest  by 
a  slow  and  cruel  death,  in  pain  such  as  they  say  is  destined  to  the 
guilty  hereafter.  But  if  I  appear  not,  then  am  I  a  degraded  and 
dishonoured  knight,  accused  of  witchcraft  and  of  communion  with 
infidels — the  illustrious  name,  which  has  grown  yet  more  so  under 
my  wearing,  becomes  a  hissing  and  a  reproach.  I  lose  fame,  I  lose 
honour,  I  lose  the  prospect  of  such  greatness  as  scarce  emperors 
attain  to — I  sacrifice  mighty  ambition,  I  destroy  schemes  built  as 
high  as  the  mountains  with  which  heathens  say  their  heaven  was  once 
nearly  scaled— and  yet,  Rebecca,"  he  added,  throwing  himself  at  her 
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feet,  "  this  greatness  will  I  sacrifice,  this  fame  will  I  renounce,  this 
power  will  I  forego,  even  now  when  it  is  half  within  my  grasp,  if 
thou  wilt  say,  Bois-Guilbert,  I  receive  thee  for  my  lover." 

"  Think  not  of  such  foolishness,  Sir  Knight,"  answered  Rebecca, 
"  but  hasten  to  the  Regent,  the  Queen  Mother,  and  to  Prince  John — 
they  cannot,  in  honour  to  the  English  crown,  allow  of  the  proceed- 
ings of  your  Grand  Master.  So  shall  you  give  me  protection  with- 
out sacrifice  on  your  part,  or  the  pretext  of  requiring  any  requital 
from  me." 

"  With  these  I  deal  not,"  he  continued,  holding  the  train  of  her 
robe — "  it  is  thee  only  I  address ;  and  what  can  counterbalance  thy 
choice  ?  Bethink  thee,  were  I  a  fiend,  yet  death  is  a  worse,  and  it  is 
death  who  is  my  rival." 

"  I  weigh  not  these  evils  "  said  Rebecca,  afraid  to  provoke  the  wild 
knight,  yet  equally  determined  neither  to  endure  his  passion,  nor 
even  feign  to  endure  it.  "  Be  a  man,  be  a  Christian !  If,  indeed,  thy 
faith  recommends  that  mercy  which  rather  your  tongues  than  your 
actions  pretend,  save  me  from  this  dreadful  death,  without  seeking  a 
requital  which  would  change  thy  magnanimity  into  base  barter." 

"  No,  damsel !  "  said  the  proud  Templar,  springing  up,  "  thou  shalt 
not  thus  impose  on  me — if  I  renounce  present  fame,  and  future  ambi- 
tion, I  renounce  it  for  thy  sake,  and  we  will  escape  in  company. 
Listen  to  me,  Rebecca,"  he  said,  again  softening  his  tone ;  "  England, 
—Europe— is  not  the  world.  There  are  spheres  in  which  we  may 
act,  ample  enough  even  for  my  ambition.  We  will  go  to  Palestine, 
where  Conrade,  Marquis  of  Montserrat,  is  my  friend— a  friend  free 
as  myself  from  the  doting  scruples  which  fetter  our  free-born 
reason— rather  with  Saladin  will  we  league  ourselves,  than  endure 
the  scorn  of  the  bigots  whom  we  contemn. — I  will  form  new  paths  to 
greatness,"  he  continued,  again  traversing  the  room  with  hasty 
strides—"  Europe  shall  hear  the  loud  step  of  him  she  has  driven  from 
her  sons ! — Not  the  millions  whom  her  crusaders  send  to  slaughter, 
can  do  so  much  to  defend  Palestine— not  the  sabres  of  the  thousands 
and  ten  thousands  of  Saracens  can  hew  their  way  so  deep  into  that 
land  for  which  nations  are  striving,  as  the  strength  and  policy  of  me 
and  those  brethren,  who,  in  despite  of  yonder  old  bigot,  will  adhere 
to  me  in  good  and  evil.  Thou  shalt  be  a  queen,  Rebecca— on  Mount 
Carmel  shall  we  pitch  the  throne  which  my  valour  will  gain  for  you, 
and  I  will  exchange  my  long-desired  batoon  for  sceptre !  " 

"  A  dream,"  said  Rebecca ;  "  an  empty  vision  of  the  night,  which, 
were  it  a  waking  reality,  affects  me  not.  Enough  that  the  power 
which  thou  mightest  acquire,  I  will  never  share  ;  nor  hold  I  so  light 
of  country  or  religious  faith,  as  to  esteem  him  who  is  willing  to 
barter  these  ties,  and  cast  away  the  bonds  of  the  Order  of  which 
he  is  a  sworn  member,  in  order  to  gratify  an  unruly  passion  for  the 
daughter  of  another  people.— Put  not  a  price  on  my  deliverance,  Sir 
Knight—  sell  not  a  deed  of  generosity — protect  the  oppressed  for  the 
sake  of  chanty,  and  not  for  a  selfish  advantage— Go  to  the  throne  of 
England  ;  Richard  will  listen  to  my  appeal  from  these  cruel  men." 

"  Never,  Rebecca,"  said  the  Templar,  fiercely.  "  If  I  renounce  my 
Order,  for  thee  alone  will  I  renounce  it— Ambition  shall  remain 
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mine,  if  thou  refuse  my  love;  I  will  not  be  fooled  on  all  hands. — 
Stoop  my  crest  to  Richard  ? — ask  a  boon  of  that  heart  of  pride  ? — 
Never,  Rebecca,  will  I  place  the  Order  of  the  Temple  at  his  feet 
in  my  person.  I  may  forsake  the  Order,  I  never  will  degrade  or 
betray  it." 

"  Now  God  be  gracious  to  me,"  said  Rebecca,  "  for  the  succour  of 
man  is  wellnigh  hopeless ! " 

"  It  is  indeed,"  said  the  Templar ;  "  for,  proud  as  thou  art,  thou 
hast  in  me  found  thy  match.  If  J  enter  the  lists  with  my  spear  in 
rest,  think  not  any  human  consideration  shall  prevent  my  putting 
forth  my  strength ;  and  think  then  upon  thine  own  fate — to  die  the 
dreadful  death  of  the  worst  of  criminals— to  ^  be  consumed  upon  a 
blazing  pile — dispersed  to  the  elements  of  which  our  strange  forms 
are  so  mystically  composed — not  a  relic  left  of  that  graceful  frame, 
from  which  we  could  say  this  lived  and  moved ! — Rebecca,  it  is  not 
in  woman  to  sustain  this  prospect — thou  wilt  yield  to  my  suit." 

"  Bois-Guilbert,"  answered  the  Jewess,  "  thou  knowest  not  the 
heart  of  woman,  or  hast  only  conversed  with  those  who  are  lost  to 
their  best  feelings.  I  tell  thee,  proud  Templar,  that  not  in  thy  fiercest 
battles  hast  thou  displayed  more  of  thy  vaunted  courage,  than  has 
been  shown  by  a  woman  when  called  upon  to  suffer  by  affection  or 
duty.  I  am  myself  a  woman,  tenderly  nurtured,  naturally  fearful 
of  clanger,  and  impatient  of  pain— vet,  when  we  enter  those  fatal 
lists,  thou  to  fight  and  I  to  suffer,  I  feel  the  strong  assurance  within 
me,  that  my  courage  shall  mount  higher  than  thine.  Farewell — I 
waste  no  more  words  on  thee ;  the  time  that  remains  on  earth  to  the 
daughter  of  Jacob  must  be  otherwise  spent — she  must  seek  the  Com- 
forter, who  may  hide  his  face  from  his  people,  but  who  ever  opens 
his  ear  to  the  cry  of  those  who  seek  him  in  sincerity  and  in  truth." 

"  We  part  then  thus  ? "  said  the  Templar,  after  a  short  pause ; 
"  would  to  Heaven  we  had  never  met,  or  that  thou  hadst  been  noble 
in  birth  and  Christian  in  faith! — Nay,  by  Heaven!  when  I  gaze 
on  thee,  and  think  when  and  how  we  are  next  to  meet,  I  could  even 
wish  myself  one  of  thine  own  degraded  nation;  my  hand  conversant 
with  ingots  and  shekels,  instead  of  spear  and  shield;  my  head  bent 
down  before  each  petty  noble,  and  my  look  only  terrible  to  the 
shivering  and  bankrupt  debtor — this  could  I  wish,  Rebecca,  to  be 
near  to  thee  in  life,  and  to  escape  the  fearful  share  I  must  have  in 
thy  death." 

"  Thou  hast  spoken  the  Jew,"  said  Rebecca,  "  as  the  persecution 
of  such  as  thou  art  has  made  him.  Heaven  in  ire  has  driven  him 
from  his  country,  but  industry  has  opened  to  him  the  only  road  to 
power  and  to  influence,  which  oppression  has  left  unbarred.  Read 
the  ancient  history  of  the  people  of  God,  and  tell  me  if  those,  by 
whom  Jehovah  wrought  such  marvels  among  the  nations,  were  then 
a  people  of  misers  and  usurers  ! — And  know,  proud  knight,  we 
number  names  amongst  us  to  which  your  boasted  northern  nobility 
is  as  the  gourd  compared  with  the  cedar — names  that  ascend  far 
back  to  those  high  times  when  the  Divine  Presence  shook  the  mercy- 
seat  between  the  cherubim,  and  which  derive  their  splendour  from 
no  earthly  prince,  but  from  the  awful  Voice,  which  bade  their  fathers 
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be  nearest  of  the  congregation  to  the  Vision — Such  were  the  princes 
of  the  House  of  Jacob." 

Rebecca's  colour  rose  as  she  boasted  the  ancient  glories  of  her 
race,  but  faded  as  she  added,  with  a  sigh,  "  Such  were  the  princes 
of  Judah,  now  such  no  more  ! — They  are  trampled  down  like  the 
shorn  grass,  and  mixed  with  the  mire  of  the  ways.  Yet  there  are 
those  among*  them  who  shame  not  such  high  descent,  and  of  such 
shall  be  the  daughter  of  Isaac,  the  son  of  Adonikam  !  Farewell !  I 
envy  not  thy  blood-won  honours — I  envy  not  thy  barbarous  descent 
from  northern  heathens— I  envy  thee  not  thy  faith,  which  is  ever  in 
thy  mouth,  but  never  in  thy  heart  nor  in  thy  practice." 

"  There  is  a  spell  on  me,  by  Heaven  !  "  said  Bois-Guilbert.  "  I 
almost  think  yon  besotted  skeleton  spoke  truth,  and  that  the  reluc- 
tance with  which  I  part  from  thee  has  something1  in  it  more  than  is 
natural. — Fair  creature!"  he  said,  approaching"  near  her,  but  with 
great  respect, — "so  young,  so^  beautiful,  so  fearless  of  death  !  and 
yet  doomed  to  die,  and  with  infamy  and  agony.  Who  would  not 
weep  for  thee  ? — The  tear,  that  has  been  a  stranger  to  these  eyelids 
for  twenty  years,  moistens  them  as  I  gaze  on  thee.  But  it  must  be 
— nothing  may  now  save  thy  life.  Thou  and  I  are  but  the  blind 
instruments  of  some  irresistible  fatality,  that  hurries  us  along,  like 
goodly  vessels  driving  before  the  storm,  which  are  dashed  against 
each  other,  and  so  perish.  Forgive  me,  then,  and  let  us  part,  at 
least  as  friends  part.  I  have  assailed  thy  resolution  in  vain,  and 
mine  own  is  fixed  as  the  adamantine  decrees  of  fate." 

"  Thus,"  said  Rebecca,  "  do  men  throw  on  fate  the  issue  of  their 
own  wild  passions.  But  I  do  forgive  thee,  Bois-Guilbert,  though 
the  author  of  my  early  death.  There  are  noble  things  which  cross 
over  thy  powerful  mind ;  but  it  is  the  garden  of  the  sluggard,  and 
the  weeds  have  rushed  up,  and  conspired  to  choke  the  fair  and 
wholesome  blossom." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Templar,  "  I  am,  Rebecca,  as  thou  hast  spoken 
me,  untaught,  untamed—  and  proud,  that,  amidst  a  shoal  of  empty 
fools  and  crafty  bigots,  I  have  attained  the  pre-eminent  fortitude 
that  places  me  above  them.  I  have  been  a  child  of  battle  from  my 
youth  upward,  high  in  my  views,  steady  and  inflexible  in  pursuing 
them.  Such  must  I  remain— proud,  inflexible,  and  unchanging; 
and  of  this  the  world  shall  have  proof. — But  thou  forgivest  me,  Re- 
becca ?" 

"  As  freely  as  ever  victim  forgave  her  executioner." 

"  Farewell,  then,"  said  the  Templar,  and  left  the  apartment. 

The  Preceptor  Albert  waited  impatiently  in  an  adjacent  chamber 
the  return  of  Bois-Guilbert. 

"  Thou  hast  tarried  long,"  he  said ;  "  I  have  been  as  if  stretched  on 
red-hot  iron  with  very  impatience.  What  if  the  Grand  Master,  or 
his  spy  Conrade,  had  come  hither  ?  I  had  paid  dear  for  my  com- 
plaisance—  But  what  ails  thee,  brother  ?— Thy  step  totters,  thy 
brow  is  as  black  as  night.     Art  thou  well,  Bois-Guilbert? " 

"Ay,"  answered  the  Templar,  "as  well  as  the  wretch  who  is 
doomed  to  die  within  an  hour.— Nay,  by  the  rood,  not  half  so  well 
—for  there  be  those  in  such  state,  who  can  lay  down  life  like  a  cast- 

T 


290  IVANHOE. 

off  garment.  By  Heaven,  Malvoisin,  yonder  girl  hath  wellnigh  un- 
manned me.  I  am  half  resolved  to  go  to  the  Grand  Master,  abjure 
the  Order  to  his  very  teeth,  and  refuse  to  act  the  brutality  which  his 
tyranny  has  imposed  on  me." 

"  Thou  art  mad,"  answered  Malvoisin  ;  "  thou  mayest  thus  indeed 
utterly  ruin  thyself,  but  canst  not  even  find  a  chance  thereby  to  save 
the  life  of  this  Jewess,  which  seems  so  precious  in  thine  eyes.  Beau- 
manoir  will  name  another  of  the  Order  to  defend  his  judgment  in 
thy  place,  and  the  accused  will  as  assuredly  perish  as  if  thou  hadst 
taken  the  duty  imposed  on  thee." 

"  Tis  false — I  will  myself  take  arms  in  her  behalf,"  answered  the 
Templar,  haughtily ;  "  and  should  I  do  so,  I  think,  Malvoisin,  that 
thou  knowest  not  one  of  the  Order  who  will  keep  his  saddle  before 
the  point  of  my  lance." 

"  Ay,  but  thou  forgettest,"  said  the  wily  adviser,  "  thou  wilt  have 
neither  leisure  nor  opportunity  to  execute  this  mad  project.  Go  to 
Lucas  Beaumanoir,  and  say  thou  hast  renounced  thy  vow  of  obe- 
dience, and  see  how  long  the  despotic  old  man  will  leave  thee  in  per- 
sonal freedom.  The  words  shall  scarce  have  left  thy  lips  ere  thou 
wilt  either  be  an  hundred  feet  under  ground,  in  the  dungeon  of  the 
Preceptory,  to  abide  trial  as  a  recreant  knight ;  or,  if  his  opinion 
holds  concerning  thy  possession,  thou  wilt  be  enjoying  straw,  dark- 
ness, and  chains,  in  some  distant  convent-cell,  stunned  with  exor- 
cisms, and  drenched  with  holy  water,  to  expel  the  foul  fiend  which 
hath  obtained  dominion  over  thee.  Thou  must  to  the  lists,  Brian,  or 
thou  art  a  lost  and  dishonoured  man." 

"  I  will  break  forth  and  fly,"  said  Bois-Guilbert — "  fly  to  some  dis- 
tant land,  to  which  folly  and  fanaticism  have  not  yet  found  their  way. 
No  drop  of  the  blood  of  this  most  excellent  creature  shall  be  spilled 
by  my  sanction." 

"  Thou  canst  not  fly,"  said  the  Preceptor  ;  "  thy  ravings  have  ex- 
cited suspicion,  and  thou  wilt  not  be  permitted  to  leave  the  Precep- 
tory.  Go  and  make  the  essay — present  thyself  before  the  gate,  and 
command  the  bridge  to  be  lowered,  and  mark  what  answer  thou  shalt 
receive. — Thou  art  surprised  and  offended  ;  but  is  it  not  the  better 
for  thee  ?  Wert  thou  to  fly,  what  would  ensue  but  the  reversal  of 
thy  arms,  the  dishonour  of  thine  ancestry,  the  degradation  of  thy 
rank? — Think  on  it.  Where  shall  thine  old  companions  in  arms 
hide  their  heads  when  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  the  best  lance  $f  the 
Templars,  is  proclaimed  recreant,  amid  the  hisses  of  the  assembled 
people  ?  What  grief  will  be  at  the  Court  of  France !  With  what 
joy  will  the  haughty  Richard  hear  the  news,  that  the  knight  that  set 
Slim  hard  in  Palestine,  and  wellnigh  darkened  his  renown,  has  lost 
fame  and  honour  for  a  Jewish  girl,  whom  he  could  not  even  save  by 
so  costly  a  sacrifice  !  " 

"  Malvoisin,"  said  the  Knight,  "  I  thank  thee — thou  hast  touched 
the  string  at  which  ray  heart  most  readily  thrills  ! — Come  of  it  what 
may,  recreant  shall  never  be  added  to  the  name  of  Bois-Guilbert. 
Would  to  God,  Richard,  or  any  of  his  vaunting  minions  of  England, 
would  appear  in  these  lists !  But  they  will  be  empty — no  one  will 
risk  to  break  a  lance  for  the  innocent,  the  forlorn." 
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"  The  better  for  thee,  if  it  prove  so,"  said  the  Preceptor ;  "  if  no 
champion  appears,  it  is  not  by  thy  means  that  this  unlucky  damsel 
shall  die,  but  by  the  doom  of  the  Grand  Master,  with  whom  rests  all 
the  blame,  and  who  will  count  that  blame  for  praise  and  commenda- 
tion." 

"  True,"  said  Bois-Guilbert ;  "  if  no  champion  appears,  I  am  but  a 
part  of  the  pageant,  sitting  indeed  on  horseback  in  the  lists,  but  hav- 
ing no  part  in  what  is  to  follow." 

"  None  whatever,"  said  Malvoisin :  "  no  more  than  the  armed  image 
of  Saint  George  when  it  makes  part  of  a  procession." 

"  Well,  I  will  resume  my  resolution,"  replied  the  haughty  Templar. 
"  She  has  despised  me — repulsed  me— reviled  me — And  wherefore 
should  I  offer  up  for  her  whatever  of  estimation  I  have  in  the  opinion 
of  others? — Malvoisin,  I  will  appear  in  the  lists." 

He  left  the  apartment  hastily  as  he  uttered  these  words,  and  the 
Preceptor  followed,  to  watch  and  confirm  him  in  his  resolution ;  for  in 
Bois-Guilbert's  fame  he  had  himself  a  strong  interest,  expecting 
much  advantage  from  his  being  one  day  at  the  head  of  the  Order, 
not  to  mention  the  preferment  of  which  Mont-Fitchet  had  given  him 
hopes,  on  condition  he  would  forward  the  condemnation  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Rebecca.  Yet  although,  in  combating  his  friend's  better 
feelings,  he  possessed  all  the  advantage  which  a  wily,  composed,  self- 
ish disposition  has  over  a  man  agitated  by  strong  and  contending 
passions,  it  required  all  Malvoisin's  art  to  keep  Bois-Guilbert  steady 
to  the  purpose  he  had  prevailed  on  him  to  adopt.  He  was  obliged  to 
watch  him  closely  to  prevent  his  resuming  his  purpose  of  flight,  to 
intercept  his  communication  with  the  Grand  Master,  lest  he  should 
come  to  an  open  rupture  with  his  Superior,  and  to  renew,  from  time 
to  time,  the  various  arguments  by  which  he  endeavoured  to  show, 
that,  in  appearing  as  champion  on  this  occasion,  Bois-Guilbert,  with- 
out either  accelerating  or  ensuring  the  fate  of  Rebecca,  would  follow 
the  only  course  by  which  he  could  save  himself  from  degradation  and 
disgrace. 


CHAPTER  XLL 

Shadows  avaunt ! — Richard's  himself  again. 

Richard  III. 

When  the  Black  Knight — for  it  becomes  necessary  to  resume  the 
train  of  his  adventures— left  the  Trysting-tree  of  the  generous  Out- 
law, he  held  his  way  straight  to  a  neighbouring  religious  house,  of 
small  extent  and  revenue,  called  the  Priory  of  Saint  Botolph,  to 
which  the  wounded  Ivanhoe  had  been  removed  when  the  castle  was 
taken,  under  the  guidance  of  the  faithful  Gurth,  and  the  magnani- 
mous Wamba.  It  is  unnecessary  at  present  to  mention  what  took 
place  in  the  interim  betwixt  Wilfred  and  his  deliverer ;  suffice  it  to 
say,  that  after  long*  and  grave  communication,  messengers  were  de- 
spatched by  the  Prior  in  several  directions,  and  that  on  the  succeed- 
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ing  morning'  the  Black  Knight  was  about  to  set  forth  on  his  journey, 
accompanied  by  the  jester  Wamba,  who  attended  as  his  guide. 

"We  will  meet,"  he  said  to  Ivanhoe,  "at  Coningsburgh,  the  castle 
of  the  deceased  Athelstane,  since  there  thy  father  Cedric  holds  the 
funeral  feast  for  his  noble  relation.  I  would  see  your  Saxon  kindred 
together,  Sir  Wilfred,  and  become  better  acquainted  with  them  than 
heretofore.  Thou  also  wilt  meet  me ;  and  it  shall  be  my  task  to 
reconcile  thee  to  thy  father." 

So  saying",  he  took  an  affectionate  farewell  of  Ivanhoe,  who  ex- 
pressed an  anxious  desire  to  atteud  upon  his  deliverer.  But  the 
JBlack  Knight  would  not  listen  to  the  proposal. 

"  Rest  this  day ;  thou  wilt  have  scarce  strength  enough  to  travel 
on  the  next.  I  will  have  no  guide  with  me  but  honest  Wamba,  who 
can  play  priest  or  fool  as  I  shall  be  most  in  the  humour." 

"And  I,"  said  Wamba,  "will  attend  you  with  all  my  heart.  I 
would  fain  see  the  feasting  at  the  funeral  of  Athelstane ;  for,  if  it  be 
not  full  and  frequent,  he  will  rise  from  the  dead  to  rebuke  cook, 
sewer,  and  cupbearer ;  and  that  were  a  sight  worth  seeing.  Always, 
Sir  Knight,  I  will  trust  your  valour  with  making  my  excuse  to  my 
master  Cedric,  in  case  mine  own  wit  should  fail." 

"  And  how  should  my  poor  valour  succeed,  Sir  Jester,  when  thy 
light  wit  halts? — resolve  me  that." 

"  Wit,  Sir  Knight,"  replied  the  Jester,  "  may  do  much.  He  is  a 
quick,  apprehensive  knave,  who  sees  his  neighbour's  blind  side,  and 
knows  how  to  keep  the  lee-gage  when  his  passions  are  blowing  high. 
But  valour  is  a  sturdy  fellow,  that  makes  all  split.  He  rows  against 
both  wind  and  tide,  and  makes  way  notwithstanding ;  and,  therefore, 
good  Sir  Knight,  while  I  take  advantage  of  the  fair  weather  in  our 
noble  master's  temper,  I  will  expect  you  to  bestir  yourself  when  it 
grows  rough." 

"  Sir  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock,  since  it  is  your  pleasure  so  to  be 
distinguished,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "I  fear  me  you  have  chosen  a  talkative 
and  a  troublesome  fool  to  be  your  guide.  But  he  knows  every  path 
and  alley  in  the  woods  as  well  as  e'er  a  hunter  who  frequents  them ; 
and  the  poor  knave,  as  thou  hast  partly  seen,  is  as  faithful  as  steel." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Knight,  "  an  he  have  the  gift  of  showing  my  road, 
I  shall  not  grumble  with  him  that  he  desires  to  make  it  pleasant. — 
Fare-thee-well,  kind  Wilfred — I  charge  thee  not  to  attempt  to  travel 
till  to-morrow  at  earliest." 

So  saying,  he  extended  his  hand  to  Ivanhoe,  who  pressed  it  to  his 
lips,  took  leave  of  the  Prior,  mounted  his  horse,  and  departed,  with 
Wamba  for  his  companion.  Ivanhoe  followed  them  with  his  eyes, 
until  they  were  lost  in  the  shades  of  the  surrounding  forest,  and  then 
returned  into  the  convent. 

But  shortly  after  matin-song,  he  requested  to  see  the  Prior.  The 
old  man  came  in  haste,  and  inquired  anxiously  after  the  state  of  his 
health. 

"  It  is  better,"  he  said,  "  than  my  fondest  hope  could  have  antici- 
pated ;  either  my  wound  has  been  slighter  than  the  effusion  of  blood 
led  me  to  suppose,  or  this  balsam  hath  wrought  a  wonderful  cure 
upon  it.    I  feel  already  as  if  1  could  bear  my  corslet;  and  so  much 
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the  better,  for  thoughts  pass  in  my  mind  which  render  me  unwilling' 
to  remain  here  longer  in  inactivity." 

"Now,  the  saints  forbid,"  said  the  Prior,  "that  the  son  of  the 
Saxon  Cedric  should  leave  our  convent  ere  his  wounds  were  healed ! 
It  were  shame  to  our  profession  were  we  to  suffer  it." 

"Nor  would  I  desire  to  leave  your  hospitable  roof,  venerable 
father,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "  did  I  not  feel  myself  able  to  endure  the  jour- 
ney, and  compelled  to  undertake  it." 

"And  what  can  have  urged  you  to  so  sudden  a  departure?"  said 
the  Prior. 

"  Have  you  never,  holy  father,"  answered  the  Knight,  "  felt  an  ap- 
prehension of  approaching  evil,  for  which  you  in  vain  attempted  to 
assign  a  cause  ? — Have  you  never  found  your  mind  darkened,  like 
the  sunny  landscape,  by  the  sudden  cloud,  which  augurs  a  coming 
tempest?—- And  thinkest  thou  not  that  such  impulses  are  deserving 
of  attention,  as  being  the  hints  of  our  guardian  spirits,  that  danger 
is  impending?" 

"I  may  not  deny,"  said  the  Prior,  crossing  himself,  "that  such 
things  have  been,  and  have  been  of  Heaven ;  but  then,  such  com- 
munications have  had  a  visibly  useful  scope  and  tendency.  But 
thou,  wounded  as  thou  art,  what  avails  it  thou  shouldst  follow  the 
steps  of  him  whom  thou  couldst  not  aid,  were  he  to  be  assaulted?" 

"Prior,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "thou  dost  mistake — I  am  stout  enough 
to  exchange  buffets  with  any  who  will  challenge  me  to  such  a 
traffic. — But  were  it  otherwise,  may  I  not  aid  him  were  he  in  danger, 
by  other  means  than  by  force  of  arms  ?  It  is  but  too  well  known  that 
the  Saxons  love  not  the  Norman  race,  and  who  knows  what  may  be 
the  issue,  if  he  break  in  upon  them  when  their  hearts  are  irritated  by 
the  death  of  Athelstane,  and  their  heads  heated  by  the  carousal  in 
which  they  will  indulge  themselves?  I  hold  his  entrance  among 
them  at  such  a  moment  most  perilous,  and  I  am  resolved  to  share  or 
avert  the  danger ;  which,  that  I  may  the  better  do,  I  would  crave  of 
thee  the  use  of  some  palfrey  whose  pace  may  be  softer  than  that  of 
my  destrier" l 

"  Surely,"  said  the  worthy  churchman  ;  "  you  shall  have  mine  own 
ambling  jennet,  and  I  would  it  ambled  as  easy  for  your  sake  as  that 
of  the  Abbot  of  Saint  Albans.  Yet  this  will  I  say  for  Malkin,  for  so 
I  call  her,  that  unless  you  were  to  borrow  a  ride  on  the  juggler's  steed 
that  paces  a  hornpipe  amongst  the  eggs,  you  could  not  go  a  journey 
on  a^ creature  so  gentle  and  smooth-paced.  I  have  composed  many  a 
homily  on  her  back,  to  the  edification  of  my  brethren  of  the  convent, 
and  many  poor  Christian  souls." 

"I  pray  you,  reverend  father,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "  let  Malkin  be  got 
ready  instantly,  and  bid  Gurth  attend  me  with  mine  arms." 

"  Nay,  but  fair  sir,"  said  the  Prior,  "  I  pray  you  to  remember  that 
Malkin  hath  as  little  skill  in  arms  as  her  master,  and  that  I  warrant 
not  her  enduring  the  sight  or  weight  of  your  full  panoply.  Oh, 
Malkin,  I  promise  you,  is  a  beast  of  judgment,  and  will  contend 
against  any  undue  weight — I  did  but  borrow  the  Fructus  Temporum 

1  Destrier — war-horse. 


294  IVANHOE. 

from  the  priest  of  Saint  Bees,  and  I  promise  you  she  would  not  stir 
from  the  gate  until  I  had  exchanged  the  huge  volume  for  my  little 
breviary." 

"  Trust  me,  holy  father,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "  I  will  not  distress  her 
with  too  much  weight ;  and  if  she  calls  a  combat  with  me,  it  is  odds 
but  she  has  the  worst." 

This  reply  was  made  while  Gurth  was  buckling  on  the  Knight's 
heels  a  pair  of  large  gilded  spurs,  capable  of  convincing  any  restive 
horse  that  his  best  safety  lay  in  being  conformable  to  the  will  of  his 
rider. 

The  deep  and  sharp  rowels  with  which  Ivanhoe' s  heels  were  now 
armed,  began  to  make  the  worthy  Prior  repent  of  his  courtesy,  and 
ejaculate, — "  Nay  but,  fair  sir,  now  I  bethink  me,  my  Malkin  abideth 
not  the  spur— Better  it  were  that  you  tarry  for  the  mare  of  our  man- 
ciple down  at  the  Grange,  which  may  be  had  in  little  more  than  an 
hour,  and  cannot  but  be  tractable,  in  respect  that  she  draweth  much 
of  our  winter  firewood,  and  eateth  no  corn." 

"  I  thank  you,  reverend  father,  but  will  abide  by  your  first  offer, 
as  I  see  Malkin  is  already  led  forth  to  the  gate.  Gurth  shall  carry 
mine  armour ;  and,  for  the  rest,  rely  on  it,  that  as  I  will  not  overload 
Malkin's  back,  she  shall  not  overcome  my  patience.  And  now, 
farewell!" 

Ivanhoe  now  descended  the  stairs  more  hastily  and  easily  than  his 
wound  promised,  and  threw  himself  upon  the  jennet,  eager  to  escape 
the  importunity  of  the  Prior,  who  stuck  as  closely  to  his  side  as  his 
age  and  fatness  would  permit,  now  singing  the  praises  of  Malkin, 
now  recommending  caution  to  the  Knight  in  managing  her. 

"  She  is  at  the  most  dangerous  period  for  maidens  as  well  as 
mares,"  said  the  old  man,  laughing  at  his  own  jest,  "  being  barely  in 
her  fifteenth  year." 

Ivanhoe,  who  had  other  web  to  weave  than  to  stand  canvassing  a 
palfrey's  paces  with  its  owner,  lent  but  a  deaf  ear  to  the  Prior's  grave 
advices  and  facetious  jests,  and  having  leapt  on  his  mare,  and  com- 
manded his  squire  (for  such  Gurth  now  called  himself)  to  keep  close 
by  his  side,  he  followed  the  track  of  the  Black  Knight  into  the  forest, 
while  the  Prior  stood  at  the  gate  of  the  convent  looking  after  him, 
and  ejaculating, — "  Saint  Mary !  how  prompt  and  fiery  be  these  men 
of  war  !  I  would  I  had  not  trusted  Malkin  to  his  keeping,  for  crip- 
pled as  I  am  with  the  cold  rheum,  I  am  undone  if  aught  but  good 
befalls  her.  And  yet,"  said  he,  recollecting  himself,  "  as  I  would  not 
spare  my  own  old  and  disabled  limbs  in  the  good  cause  of  Old  Eng- 
land, so  Malkin  must  e'en  run  her  hazard  on  the  same  venture ;  and 
it  may  be  they  will  think  our  poor  house  worthy  of  some  munificent 
guerdon— or,  it  may  be,  they  will  send  the  old  Prior  a  pacing  nag. 
And  if  they  do  none  of  these,  as  great  men  will  forget  little  men's 
service,  truly  1  shall  hold  me  well  repaid  in  having  done  that  which 
is  right.  And  it  is  now  wellnigh  the  fitting  time  to  summon  the 
brethren  to  breakfast  in  the  refectory— Ah !  I  doubt  they  obey  that 
call  more  cheerily  than  the  bells  for  primes  and  matins." 

So  the  Prior  of  Saint  Botolph's  hobbled  back  again  into  the  refec- 
tory, to  preside  over  the  stock-fish  and  ale,  which  was  just  serving 
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out  for  the  friars1  breakfast.  Pursy  and  important,  he  sat  him  down 
at  the  table,  and  many  a  dark  word  he  threw  out,  of  benefits  to  be 
expected  to  the  convent,  and  high  deeds  of  service  done  by  himself, 
which,  at  another  season,  would  have  attracted  observation.  But  as 
the  stock-fish  was  highly  salted,  and  the  ale  reasonably  powerful,  the 
jaws  of  the  brethren  were  too  anxiously  employed  to  admit  of  their 
making  much  use  of  their  ears ;  nor  do  we  read  of  any  of  the  frater- 
nity who  was  tempted  to  speculate  upon  the  mysterious  hints  of  their 
Superior,  except  Father  Diggory,  who  was  severely  afflicted  by  the 
toothache,  so  that  he  could  only  eat  on  one  side  of  his  jaws. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  Black  Champion  and  his  guide  were  pacing 
at  their  leisure  through  the  recesses  of  the  forest ;  the  good  Knight 
whiles  humming  to  himself  the  lay  of  some  enamoured  troubadour, 
sometimes  encouraging  by  questions  the  prating  disposition  of  his 
attendant,  so  that  their  dialogue  formed  a  whimsical  mixture  of  song 
and  jest,  of  which  we  would  fain  give  our  readers  some  idea.  You 
are  then  to  imagine  this  Knight,  such  as  we  have  already  described 
him,  strong  of  person,  tall,  broad-shouldered,  and  large  of  bone, 
mounted  on  his  mighty  black  charger,  which  seemed  made  on  pur- 
pose to  bear  his  weight,  so  easily  he  paced  forward  under  it,  having 
the  visor  of  his  helmet  raised,  in  order  to  admit  freedom  of  breath, 
yet  keeping  the  beaver,  or  under  part,  closed,  so  that  his  features 
could  be  but  imperfectly  distinguished.  But  his  ruddy  embrowned 
cheek-bones  could  be  plainly  seen,  and  the  large  and  bright  blue 
eyes,  that  flashed  from  under  the  dark  shade  of  the  raised  visor ; 
and  the  whole  gesture  and  look  of  the  champion  expressed  careless 
gaiety  and  fearless  confidence — a  mind  which  was  unapt  to  appre- 
hend danger,  and  prompt  to  defy  it  when  most  imminent— yet  with 
whom  danger  was  a  familiar  thought,  as  with  one  whose  trade  was 
war  and  adventure. 

The  Jester  wore  his  usual  fantastic  habit,  but  late  accidents  had 
led  him  to  adopt  a  good  cutting  falchion,  instead  of  his  wooden 
sword,  with  a  targe  to  match  it ;  of  both  which  weapons  he  had.,  not- 
withstanding his  profession,  shown  himself  a  skilful  master  during 
the  storming  of  Torquilstone.  Indeed,  the  infirmity  of  Wamba's 
brain  consisted  chiefly  in  a  kind  of  impatient  irritability,  which 
suffered  him  not  long  to  remain  quiet  in  any  posture,  or  adhere  to 
any  certain  train  of  ideas,  although  he  was  for  a  fewT  minutes  alert 
enough  in  performing  any  immediate  task,  or  in  apprehending  any 
immediate  topic.  On  horseback,  therefore,  he  was  perpetually 
swinging  himself  backwards  and  forwards,  now  on  the  horse's  ears, 
then  anon  on  the  very  rump  of  the  animal, — now  hanging  both  his  legs 
on  one  side,  and  now  sitting  with  his  face  to  the  tail,  moping,  mowing, 
and  making  a  thousand  apish  gestures,  until  his  palfrey  took  his 
freaks  so  much  to  heart,  as  fairly  to  lay  him  at  his  length  on  the 
green  grass  —  an  incident  which  greatly  amused  the  Knight,  but 
compelled  his  companion  to  ride  more  steadily  thereafter. 

At  the  point  of  their  journey  at  which  we  take  them  up,  this  joyous 
pair  were  engaged  in  singing  a  virelai,  as  it  was  called,  in  which  the 
clown  bore  a  mellow  burden,  to  the  better  instructed  Knight  of  the 
Fetterlock.     And  thus  run  the  ditty : — 


296  IVANHOE. 

Anna-Marie,  love,  up  is  the  sun, 

Anna-Marie,  love,  morn  is  begun, 

Mists  are  dispersing,  love,  birds  singing  free, 

Up  in  the  morning,  love,  Anna-Marie. 

Anne-Marie,  love,  up  in  the  morn, 

The  hunter  is  winding  blithe  sounds  on  his  horn, 

The  echo  rings  meriy  from  rock  and  from  tree, 

'Tis  time  to  arouse  thee,  love,  Anna-Marie. 

Wamba. 

O  Tybalt,  love  Tybalt,  awake  me  not  yet, 
Around  my  soft  pillow  while  softer  dreams  flit, 
For  what  are  the  joys  that  in  waking  we  prove, 
Compared  with  these  visions,  O  Tybalt,  my  love? 
Let  the  birds  to  the  rise  of  the  mist  carol  shrill, 
Let  the  hunter  blow  out  his  loud  horn  on  the  hill, 
Softer  sounds,  softer  pleasures,  in  slumber  I  prove, — 
But  think  not  I  dreamt  of  thee,  Tybalt,  my  love. 

"  A  dainty  song,"  said  Wamba,  when  tliey  had  finished  their  carol, 
"  and  1  swear  by  my  bauble,  a  pretty  moral ! — I  used  to  sing  it  with 
Gurth,  once  my  playfellow,  and  now,  by  the  grace  of  God  and  his 
master,  no  less  than  a  freeman  ;  and  we  once  came  by  the  cudgel  for 
being  so  entranced  by  the  melody,  that  we  lay  in  bed  two  hours  after 
sunrise,  singing  the  ditty  betwixt  sleeping  and  waking — my  bones 
ache  at  thinking  of  the  tune  ever  since.  Nevertheless,  I  have  played 
the  part  of  Anna-Marie,  to  please  you,  fair  sir." 

The  Jester  next  struck  into  another  carol,  a  sort  of  comic  ditty,  to 
which  the  Knight,  catching  up  the  tune,  replied  in  the  like  manner. 

Knight  and  Wamba. 

There  came  three  merry  men  from  south,  west,  and  north, 

Ever  more  sing  the  roundelay ; 
To  win  the  Widow  of  Wycombe  forth, 

And  where  was  the  widow  might  say  them  nay? 

The  first  was  a  knight,  and  from  Tynedale  he  came, 

Ever  more  sing  the  roundelay  ; 
And  his  fathers,  God  save  us,  were  men  of  great  fame, 

And  where  was  the  widow  might  say  him  nay  ? 

Of  his  father  the  laird,  of  his  uncle  the  squire, 

He  boasted  in  rhyme  and  in  roundelay  ; 
She  bade  him  go  bask  by  his  sea-coal  fire, 

For  she  was  the  widow  would  say  him  nay. 

Waimba. 

The  next  that  came  forth,  swore  by  blood  and  by  nails, 

Merrily  sing  the  roundelay  ; 
Hur's  a  gentleman,  God  wot,  and  hur's  lineage  was  of  Wales, 

And  where  was  the  widow  might  say  him  nay  ? 

Sir  David  ap  Morgan  ap  Griffith  ap  Hugh 

Ap  Tudor  ap  Rhice,  quoth  his  roundelay  ; 
She  said  that  one  widow  for  so  many  was  too  few, 

And  she  bade  the  Welshman  wend  his  way. 

But  then  next  came  a  yeoman,  a  yeoman  of  Kent, 

Jollily  singing  his  roundelay  ; 
He  spoke  to  the  widow  of  living  and  rent, 

And  where  was  the  widow  could  say  him  nay? 
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So  the  knight  and  the  squire  were  both  left  in  the  mire, 

There  for  to  sing1  their  roundelay  ; 
For  a  yeoniau  of  Kent,  with  his  yearly  rent, 

There  never  was  a  widow  could  say  him  nay. 

"I  would,  Wamba,"  said  the  Knight,  "that  our  host  of  the 
Try  sting- tree,  or  the  jolly  Friar,  his  chaplain,  heard  this  thy  ditty  in 
praise  of  our  bluff  yeoman." 

"  So  would  not  I,"  said  Wamba — "  but  for  the  horn  that  hangs  at 
your  baldric." 

"  Ay,"  said  the  Knight, — "  this  is  a  pledge  of  Locksley's  goodwill, 
though.  I  am  not  like  to  need  it.  Three  mots  on  this  bugle  will,  I 
am  assured,  bring  round,  at  our  need,  a  jolly  band  of  yonder  honest 
yeomen." 

"  I  would  say,  Heaven  forefend,"  said  the  Jester,  "  were  it  not  that 
that  fair  gift  is  a  pledge  they  would  let  us  pass  peaceably." 

"Why,  what  meanest  thou?"  said  the  Knight;  "tliinkest  thou 
that  but  for  this  pledge  of  fellowship  they  would  assault  us  ? " 

"Nay,  for  me  I  say  nothing,"  said  Wamba;  "for  green  trees  have 
ears  as  well  as  stone  walls.  But  canst  thou  construe  me  this,  Sir 
Knight — When  is  thy  wine  pitcher  and  thy  purse  better  empty  than 
full?" 

"  Why  never,  I  think,"  replied  the  Knight. 

"Thou  never  deservest  to  have  a  full  one  in  thy  hand,  for  so  simple 
an  answer !  Thou  hadst  best  empty  thy  pitcher  ere  thou  pass  it  to 
a  Saxon,  and  leave  thy  money  at  home  ere  thou  walk  in  the  green- 
wood." 

"  You  hold  our  friends  for  robbers,  then  ?  "  said  the  Knight  of  the 
Fetterlock. 

"  You  hear  me  not  say  so,  fair  sir,"  said  Wamba ;  "  it  may  relieve 
a  poor  man's  steed  to  take  off  his  mail  when  he  hath  a  long  journey 
to  make ;  and,  certes,  it  may  do  good  to  the  rider's  soul  to  ease  him 
of  that  which  is  the  root  of  all  evil ;  therefore  will  I  give  no  hard 
names  to  those  who  do  such  services.  Only  I  would  wish  my  mail  at 
home,  and  my  purse  in  my  chamber,  when  I  meet  with  these  good 
fellows,  because  it  may  save  them  some  trouble." 

"  We  are  bound  to  pray  for  them,  my  friend,  notwithstanding  the 
fair  character  thou  dost  afford  them." 

"Pray  for  them  with  all  my  heart,"  said  Wamba ;  "but  in  the  town, 
not  in  the  greenwood,  like  the  Abbot  of  Saint  Bees,  whom  they  caused 
to  say  mass  with  an  old  hollow  oak  tree  for  his  stall." 

"Say  as  thou  list,  Wamba,"  replied  the  Knight,  "these  yeomen 
did  thy  master  Cedric  yeomanly  service  at  Torquilstone." 

"Ay,  truly,"  answered  Wamba;  "but  that  was  in  the  fashion  of 
their  trade  with  Heaven." 

"Their  trade,  Wamba!  how  mean  you  by  that?"  replied  his  com- 
panion. 

"  Marry,  thus,"  said  the  Jester.  "  They  make  up  a  balanced  account 
with  Heaven,  as  our  old  cellarer  used  to  call  his  ciphering,  as  fair  as 
Isaac  the  Jew  keeps  with  his  debtors,  and,  like  him,  give  out  a  very 
little,  and  take  large  credit  for  doing  so ;  reckoning,  doubtless,  on 
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their  own  behalf,  the  sevenfold  usury  which  the  blessed  text  hath 
promised  to  charitable  loans." 

"  Give  me  an  example  of  your  meaning-,  Wamba, — I  know  nothing 
of  ciphers  or  rates  of  usage,"  answered  the  Knight. 

"  Why,"  said  Wamba,  "  an  your  valour  be  so  dull,  you  will  please 
to  learn  that  those  honest  fellows  balance  a  good  deed  with  one  not 
quite  so  laudable ;  as  a  crown  given  to  a  begging  friar  with  an 
hundred  byzants  taken  from  a  fat  abbot,  or  a  wench  kissed  in  the 
greenwood  with  the  relief  of  a  poor  widow." 

"Which  of  these  was  the  good  deed,  which  was  the  felony?" 
interrupted  the  Knight. 

"  A  good  gibe  !  a  good  gibe ! "  said  Wamba;  "  keeping  witty  com- 
pany sharpeneth  the  apprehension.  You  said  nothing  so  well,  Sir 
Knight,  I  will  be  sworn,  when  you  held  drunken  vespers  with  the 
bluff  Hermit. — But  to  go  on.  The  merrymen  of  the  forest  set  off 
the  building  of  a  cottage  with  the  burning  of  a  castle, — the  thatching 
of  a  choir  against  the  robbing  of  a  church,— the  setting  free  a  pool- 
prisoner  against  the  murder  of  a  proud  sheriff;  or,  to  come  nearer 
to  our  point,  the  deliverance  of  a  Saxon  franklin  against  the  burning 
alive  of  a  Norman  baron.  Gentle  thieves  they  are,  in  short,  and 
courteous  robbers  ;  but  it  is  ever  the  luckiest  to  meet  with  them  when 
they  are  at  the  worst." 

"  How  so,  Wamba  ? "  said  the  Knight. 

"  Why,  then  they  have  some  compunction,  and  are  for  making  up 
matters  with  Heaven.  But  when  they  have  struck  an  even  balance, 
Heaven  help  them  with  whom  they  next  open  the  account!  The 
travellers  who  first  met  them  after  their  good  service  at  Torquilstone 
would  have  a  woful  flaying.  And  yet,"  said  Wamba,  coming  close 
up  to  the  Knight's  side,  "  there  be  companions  who  are  far  more 
dangerous  for  travellers  to  meet  than  yonder  outlaws." 

"  And  who  may  they  be,  for  you  have  neither  bears  nor  wolves,  I 
trow?"  said  the  Knight. 

"Marry,  sir,  but  we  have  Malvoisin's  men-at-arms,"  said  Wamba ; 
"  and  let  me  tell  you,  that,  in  time  of  civil  war,  a  halfscore  of  these  is 
worth  a  band  of  wolves  at  any  time.  They  are  now  expecting  their 
harvest,  and  are  reinforced  with  the  soldiers  that  escaped  from  Tor- 
quilstone. So  that,  should  we  meet  with  a  band  of  them,  we  are  like 
to  pay  for  our  feats  of  arms. — Now,  I  pray  you,  Sir  Knight,  what 
would  you  do  if  we  met  two  of  them  ?  " 

"Pin  the  villains  to  the  earth  with  my  lance,  Wamba,  if  they 
offered  us  any  impediment." 

"  But  what  if  there  were  four  of  them  ?  " 

"  They  should  drink  of  the  same  cup,"  answered  the  Knight. 

"  What  if  six,"  continued  Wamba,  "  and  we  as  we  now  are,  barely 
two — would  you  not  remember  Locksley's  horn  ?" 

"  What !  sound  for  aid,"  exclaimed  the  Knight,  "  against  a  score 
of  such  rascaille  as  these,  whom  one  good  knight  could  drive  before 
him  as  the  wind  drives  the  withered  leaves  ?  " 

"  Nay,  then,"  said  Wamba,  "  I  will  pray  you  for  a  close  sight  of  that 
same  horn  that  hath  so  powerful  a  breath." 
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The  Knight  undid  the  clasp  of  the  baldric,  and  indulged  his  fellow- 
traveller,  who  immediately  hung'  the  bugle  round  his  own  neck. 

"  Tra-lira-la,"  said  lie,  whistling  the  notes ;  "  nay,  I  know  my  gamut 
as  well  as  another." 

"  How  mean  you,  knave  ?  "  said  the  Knight ;  "  restore  me  the 
bugle." 

"  Content  you,  Sir  Knight,  it  is  in  safe  keeping.  When  Valour 
and  Folly  travel,  Folly  should  bear  the  horn,  because  she  can  blow 
the  best." 

"Nay  but,  rogue,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  "this  exceedeth  thy 
licence— Beware  ye  tamper  not  with  my  patience." 

"  Urge  me  not  with  violence,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Jester,  keeping 
at  a  distance  from  the  impatient  champion,  "  or  Folly  will  show  a 
clean  pair  of  heels,  and  leave  Valour  to  find  out  his  way  through 
the  wood  as  best  he  may." 

"Nay,  thou  hast  hit  me  there,"  said  the  Knight;  "and,  sooth  to 
say,  I  have  little  time  to  jangle  with  thee.  Keep  the  horn  an  thou 
wilt,  but  let  us  proceed  on  our  journey." 

"  You  will  not  harm  me,  then  ?  "  said  Wamba. 

"  I  tell  thee  no,  thou  knave  !  " 

"  Ay,  but  pledge  me  your  knightly  word  for  it,"  continued  Wamba, 
as  he  approached  with  great  caution. 

"  My  knightly  word  I  pledge  ;  only  come  on  with  thy  foolish  self." 

"  Nay,  then,  Valour  and  Folly  are  once  more  boon  companions," 
said  the  Jester,  coming  up  frankly  to  the  knight's  side;  "but,  in 
truth,  I  love  not  such  buffets  as  that  you  bestowed  on  the  burly 
Friar,  when  his  holiness  rolled  on  the  green  like  a  king  of  the  nine- 
pins. And  now  that  Folly  wears  the  horn,  let  Valour  rouse  himself, 
and  shake  his  mane ;  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  there  are  company  in 
yonder  brake  that  are  on  the  look  out  for  us." 

"  What  makes  thee  judge  so  ?  "  said  the  Knight. 

"  Because  I  have  twice  or  thrice  noticed  the  glance  of  a  morrion 
from  amongst  the  green  leaves.  Had  they  been  honest  men,  they 
had  kept  the  path.  But  yonder  thicket  is  a  choice  chapel  for  the 
Clerks  of  Saint  Nicholas." 

"  By  my  faith,"  said  the  Knight,  closing  his  visor,  "  I  think  thou 
be'st  in  the  right  on't." 

And  in  good  time  did  he  close  it,  for  three  arrows  flew  at  the  same 
instant  from  the  suspected  spot  against  his  head  and  breast,  one  of 
which  would  have  penetrated  to  the  brain,  had  it  not  been  turned 
aside  by  the  steel  visor.  The  other  two  were  averted  by  the  gorget, 
and  by  the  shield  which  hung  around  his  neck. 

"  Thanks,  trusty  armourer,"  said  the  Knight. — "  Wamba,  let  us 
close  with  them/'— and  he  rode  straight  to  the  thicket.  ,  He  was  met 
by  six  or  seven  men-at-arms,  who  ran  against  him  with  their  lances 
at  full  career.  Three  of  the  weapons  struck  against  him,  and  splin- 
tered with  as  little  effect  as  if  they  had  been  driven  against  a  tower 
of  steel.  The  Black  Knight's  eyes  seemed  to  flash  fire  even  through 
the  aperture  of  his  visor.  He  raised  himself  in  his  stirrups  with  an 
air  of  inexpressible  dignity,  and  exclaimed,  "  What  means  this,  my 
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masters  ?  "—The  men  made  no  other  reply  than  by  drawing*  their 
swords  and  attacking1  him  on  every  side,  crying-,  "  Die,  tyrant  ! " 

"  Ha !  Saint  Edward !  Ha  !  Saint  George ! "  said  the  Black 
Knight,  striking1  down  a  man  at  every  invocation  ;  "have  we  traitors 
here  ? " 

His  opponents,  desperate  as  they  were,  bore  back  from  an  arm 
which  carried  death  in  every  blow,  and"  it  seemed  as  if  the  terror  of 
his  single  strength  was  about  to  gain  the  battle  against  such  odds, 
when  a  knight,  in  blue  armour,  who  had  hitherto  kept  himself 
behind  the  other  assailants,  spurred  forward  with  his  lance,  and 
taking  aim,  not  at  the  rider,  but  at  the  steed,  wounded  the  noble 
animal  mortally. 

"  That  was  a  felon  stroke ! "  exclaimed  the  Black  Knight,  as  the 
steed  fell  to  the  earth,  bearing  his  rider  along  with  him. 

And  at  this  moment,  Wamba  winded  the  bugle,  for  the  whole  had 
passed  so  speedily,  that  he  had  not  time  to  do  so  sooner.  The  sud- 
den sound  made  the  murderers  bear  back  once  more,  and  Wamba, 
though  so  imperfectly  weaponed,  did  not  hesitate  to  rush  in  and 
assist  the  Black  Knight  to  rise. 

"  Shame  on  ye,  false  cowards  !  "  exclaimed  he  in  the  blue  harness, 
who  seemed  to  lead  the  assailants,  "  do  ye  fly  from  the  empty  blast  of 
a  horn  blown  by  a  Jester  ? " 

Animated  by  his  words,  they  attacked  the  Black  Knight  anew, 
whose  best  refuge  was  now  to  place  his  back  against  an  oak,  and 
defend  himself  with  his  sword.  The  felon  knight,  who  had  taken 
another  spear,  watching  the  moment  when  his  formidable  antagonist 
was  most  closely  pressed,  galloped  against  him  in  hopes  to  nail  him 
with  his  lance  against  the  tree,  when  his  purpose  was  again  inter- 
cepted by  Wamba.  The  Jester,  making  up  by  agility  the  want  of 
strength,  and  little  noticed  by  the  men-at-arms,  who  were  busied  in 
their  more  important  object,  hovered  on  the  skirts  of  the  fight,  and 
effectually  checked  the  fatal  career  of  the  Blue  Knight,  by  hamstring- 
ing his  horse  with  a  stroke  of  his  sword.  Horse  land  man  went  to 
the  ground ;  yet  the  situation  of  the  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock  con- 
tinued very  precarious,  as  he  was  pressed  close  by  several  men  com- 
pletely armed,  and  began  to  be  fatigued  by  the  violent  exertions 
necessary  to  defend  himself  on  so  many  points  at  nearly  the  same 
moment,  when  a  grey-goose  shaft  suddenly  stretched  on  the  earth 
one  of  the  most  formidable  of  his  assailants,  and  a  band  of  yeoman 
broke  forth  from  the  glade  headed  by  Locksley  and  the  jovial  Friar, 
who,  taking  ready  and  effectual  part  in  the  fray,  soon  disposed  of  the 
ruffians,  all  of  whom  lay  on  the  spot  dead  or  mortally  wounded.  The 
Black  Knight  thanked  his  deliverers  with  a  dignity  they  had  not 
observed  in  his  former  bearing,  which  hitherto  had  seemed  rather 
that  of  a  blunt  bold  soldier,  than  of  a  person  of  exalted  rank. 

"  It  concerns  me  much,"  he  said,  "  even  before  I  express  my  full 
gratitude  to  my  ready  friends,  to  discover,  if  I  may,  who  have  been 
my  unprovoked  enemies.  —  Open  the  visor  of  that  Blue  Knight, 
Wamba,  who  seems  the  chief  of  these  villains." 

The  Jester  instantly  made  up  to  the  leader  of  the  assassins,  who, 
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bruised  by  his  fall,  and  entangled  under  the  wounded  steed,  lay  inca- 
pable either  of  flight  or  resistance." 

"  Come,  valiant  sir,"  said  Wamba,  "  I  must  be  your  armourer  as 
well  as  your  equerry — I  have  dismounted  vou,  and  now  I  will  unhelm 
you." 

So  saying,  with  no  very  gentle  hand  he  undid  the  helmet  of  the 
Blue  Knight,  which,  rolling  to  a  distance  on  the  grass,  displayed  to 
the  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock  grizzled  locks,  and  a  countenance  he 
did  not  expect  to  have  seen  under  such  circumstances. 

"  Waldemar  Fitzurse !  "  he  said  in  astonishment ;  "  what  could 
urge  one  of  thy  rank  and  seeming  worth  to  so  foul  an  undertaking  ? " 

"Richard,"  said  the  captive  Knight,  looking  up  to  him,  "thou 
knovvest  little  of  mankind,  if  thou  knowest  not  to  what  ambition  and 
revenge  can  lead  every  child  of  Adam." 

"  Revenge  ? "  answered  the  Black  Knight ;  "  I  never  wronged  thee 
— On  me  thou  hast  nought  to  revenge." 

"  My  daughter,  Richard,  whose  alliance  thou  didst  scorn— was  that 
no  injury  to  a  Norman,  whose  blood  is  noble  as  thine  own?  " 

"  "thy  daughter  ?  "  replied  the  Black  Knight ;  "  a  proper  cause  of 
enmity,  and  followed  up  to  a  bloody  issue  ! — Stand  back,  my  masters, 
I  would  speak  to  him  alone. — And  now,  Waldemar  Fitzurse,  say  me 
the  truth — confess  who  set  thee  on  this  traitorous  deed." 

"  Thy  father's  son,"  answered  Waldemar,  "  who,  in  so  doing,  did 
but  avenge  on  thee  thy  disobedienceto  thy  father." 

Richard's  eyes  sparkled  with  indignation,  but  his  better  nature 
overcame  it.  He  pressed  his  hand  against  his  brow,  and  remained 
an  instant  gazing  on  the  face  of  the  humbled  baron,  in  whose  fea- 
tures pride  was  contending  with  shame. 

"  Thou  dost  not  ask  thy  life,  Waldemar,"  said  the  King. 

"  He  that  is  in  the  lion's  clutch,"  answered  Fitzurse,  "  knows  it 
were  needless." 

"  Take  it,  then,  unasked,"  said  Richard ;  "  the  lion  preys  not  on 
prostrate  carcasses. — Take  thy  life,  but  with  this  condition,  that  in 
three  days  thou  shalt  leave  England,  and  go  to  hide  thine  infamy  in 
thy  Norman  castle,  and  that  thou  wilt  never  mention  the  name  of 
John  of  Anjou  as  connected  with  thy  felony.  If  thou  art  found  on 
English  ground  after  the  space  I  have  allotted  thee,  thou  diest — or 
if  thou  breathest  aught  that  can  attaint  the  honour  of  my  house,  by 
Saint  George !  not  the  altar  itself  shall  be  a  sanctuary.  I  will  hang 
thee  out  to  feed  the  ravens,  from  the  very  pinnacle  of  thine  own 
castle.— Let  this  knight  have  a  steed,  Locksley,  for  I  see  your  yeomen 
have  caught  those  which  were  running  loose,  and  let  him  depart  un- 
harmed." 

"  But  that  I  judge  I  listen  to  a  voice  whose  behests  must  not  be 
disputed,"  answered  the  yeoman,  "I  would  send  a  shaft  after  the 
skulking  villain  that  should  spare  him  the  labour  of  a  long  journey." 

"  Thou  bearest  an  English  heart,  Locksley,"  said  the  Black  Knight, 
"  and  well  dost  judge  thou  art  the  more  bound  to  obey  my  behest — I 
am  Richard  of  England !  " 

At  these  words,  pronounced  in  a  tone  of  majesty  suited  to  the  high 
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rank,  and  no  less  distinguished  character  of  Coeur-de-Lion,  the  yeo- 1 
men  at  once  kneeled  down  before  him,  and  at  the  same  time  tendered  | 
their  allegiance,  and  implored  pardon  for  their  offences. 

"  Rise,  my  friends,"  said  Richard,  in  a  gracious  tone,  looking  on 
them  with  a  countenance  in  which  his  habitual  good-humour  had 
already  conquered  the  blaze  of  hasty  resentment,  and  whose  features 
retained  no  mark  of  the  late  desperate  conflict,  excepting  the  flush 
arising  from  exertion,—"  Arise,"  he  said,  "  my  friends  !— Your  mis- 
demeanours, whether  in  forest  or  field,  have  been  atoned  by  the  loyal 
services  you  rendered  my  distressed  subjects  before  the  walls  of  Tor- 
quilstone,  and  the  rescue  you  have  this  day  afforded  to  your  sovereign. 
Arise,  my  liegemen,  and  be  good  subjects  in  future.— And  thou,  brave 
Locksley " 

"  Calf  me  no  longer  Locksley,  my  Liege,  but  know  me  under  the 
name,  which,  I  fear,  fame  hath  blown  too  widely  not  to  have  reached 
even  your  royal  ears — I  am  Robin  Hood  of  Sherwood  Forest."  1 

"  King  of  Outlaws,  and  Prince  of  good  fellows !  "  said  the  King, 
"  who  hath  not  heard  a  name  that  has  been  borne  as  far  as  Palestine  ? 
But  be  assured,  brave  Outlaw,  that  no  deed  done  in  our  absence,  and 
in  the  turbulent  times  to  which  it  hath  given  rise,  shall  be  remem- 
bered to  thy  disadvantage." 

"  True,  says  the  proverb,"  said  Wamba,  interposing  his  word,  but 
with  some  abatement  of  his  usual  petulance, — 

1  When  the  cat  is  away, 
The  mice  will  play. '" 

"  What,  Wamba,  art  thou  there  ?  "  said  Richard ;  "  I  have  been  so 
long  of  hearing  thy  voice,  I  thought  thou  hadst  taken  flight." 

"  I  take  flight  !  "  said  Wamba ;  "  when  do  you  ever  find  Folly 
separated  from  Valour  ?  There  lies  the  trophy  of  my  sword,  that 
good  grey  gelding,  whom  I  heartily  wish  upon  his  legs  again,  condi- 
tioning his  master  lay  there  houghed  in  his  place.  It  is  true,  I  gave 
a  little  ground  at  first,  for  a  motley  jacket  does  not  brook  lance- 
heads,  as  a  steel  doublet  will.  But  if  I  fought  not  at  sword's  point, 
you  will  grant  me  that  I  sounded  the  onset" 

"  And  to  good  purpose,  honest  Wamba,"  replied  the  King.  "  Thy 
good  service  shall  not  be  forgotten." 

"  Confiteor  !  Confiteor  !  " — exclaimed  in  a  submissive  tone,  a  voice 
near  the  King's  side — "  my  Latin  will  carry  me  no  farther — but  Ij 
confess  my  deadly  treason,  and  pray  leave  to  have  absolution  before  I 
I  am  led  to  execution !" 

Richard  looked  around,  and  beheld  the  jovial  Friar  on  his  knees, } 
telling  his  rosary,  while  his  quarter-staff,  which  had  not  been  idle 
during  the  skirmish,  lay  on  the  grass  beside  him.  His  countenance 
was  gathered  so  as  he  thought  might  best  express  the  most  profound 
contrition,  his  eyes  being  turned  up,  and  the  corners  of  his  mouth 
drawn  down,  as  Wamba  expressed  it,  like  the  tassels  at  the  mouth  of 
a  purse.      Yet  this  demure  affectation  of  extreme  penitence  was 

1  From  the  ballads  of  Robin  Hood,  we  learn  that  this  celebrated  outlaw,  when 
in  disguise,  sometimes  assumed  the  name  of  Locksley,  from  a  village  where  he  was 
born,  but  where  situated  we  are  not  distinctly  told." 
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whimsically  belied  by  a  ludicrous  meaning*  which  lurked  in  bis  huge 
features,  and  seemed  to  pronounce  his  fear  and  repentance  alike 
hypocritical. 

"  For  what  art  thou  cast  down,  mad  Priest  ?  "  said  Richard  ;  "  art 
thou  afraid  thy  diocesan  should  learn  bow  truly  thou  dost  serve  Our 
Lady  and  Saint  Dunstan  ?— Tush,  man!  fear  it  not;  Richard  of 
England  betrays  no  secrets  tbat  pass  over  the  flagon." 

"Nay,  most  gracious  Sovereign,"  answered  the  Hermit  (well 
known  to  the  curious  in  penny-histories  of  Robin  Hood,  by  the  name 
of  Friar  Tuck),  "  it  is  not  the  crosier  I  fear,  but  the  sceptre.— Alas ! 
that  my  sacrilegious  fist  should  ever  have  been  applied  to  the  ear  of 
the  Lord's  anointed  ! " 

"Ha!  ha!"  said  Richard,  "sits  the  wind  there?— In  truth  I  bad 
forgotten  the  buffet,  though  mine  ear  sung  after  it  for  a  whole  day. 
But  if  the  cuff  was  fairly  given,  I  will  be  judged  by  the  good  men 
around,  if  it  was  not  as  well  repaid — or,  if  thou  think  est  I  still  owe 
thee  aught,  and  will  stand  forth  for  another  counterbuff " 

"  By  no  means,"  replied  Friar  Tuck,  "  I  had  mine  own  returned, 
and  with  usury— may  your  Majesty  ever  pay  your  debts  as  fully  ! " 

"  If  I  could  do  so  with  cuffs,"  said  the  King,  "  my  creditors  should 
have  little  reason  to  complain  of  an  empty  exchequer." 

"  And  yet,"  said  the  Friar,  resuming  his  demure  hypocritical 
countenance,  "I  know  not  what  penance  I  caight  to  perform  for  that 
most  sacrilegious  blow " 

"  Speak  no  more  of  it,  brother,"  said  the  King ;  "  after  haying 
stood  so  many  cuffs  from  Paynims  and  misbelievers,  I  were  void  of 
reason  to  quarrel  with  the  buffet  of  a  clerk  so  holy  as  he  of  Copman- 
hurst.  Yet,  mine  honest  Friar,  I  think  it  would  be  best  both  for  the 
church  and  thyself,  that  I  should  procure  a  licence  to  unfrock  thee, 
and  retain  thee  as  a  yeoman  of  our  guard,  serving  in  care  of  our 
person,  as  formerly  in  attendance  upon  the  altar  of  Saint  Dunstan." 

"My  Liege,"  said  the  Friar,  "  I  humbly  crave  your  pardon;  and 
you  would  readily  grant  my  excuse,  did  you  but  know  how  the  sin  of 
laziness  has  beset  me.     Saint  Dunstan — may  he  be  gracious  to  us  !— 
stands  quiet  in  his  niche,  though  I  should  forget  my  orisons  in 
killing  a  fat  buck — I  stay  out  of  my  cell  sometimes  a  night,  doing  I 
wot  not  what — Saint  Dunstan  never  complains— a  quiet  master  he  is, 
and  a  peaceful,  as  ever  was  made  of  wood.  — But  to  be  a  yeoman  in 
attendance  on  my  sovereign  the  King — the  honour  is  great,  doubt- 
less— yet,  if  I  were  but  to  step  aside  to  comfort  a  widow  in  one 
corner,  or  to  kill  a  deer  in  another,  it  would  be,  '  Where  is  the  dog 
Priest  ?'  says  one.   *  Who  has  seen  the  accursed  Tuck  V  says  another. 
j  The  unfrocked  villain  destroys  more  venison  than  half  the  country 
!  besides,'  says  one  keeper ;  '  And  is  hunting  after  every  shy  doe  in  the 
country!'  quoth  a  second. — In  fine,  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  you  to 
[  leave  me  as  you  found  me  ;  or,  if  in  aught  you  desire  to  extend  your 
benevolence  to  me,  that  I  may  be  considered  as  the  poor  Clerk  of 
Saint  Dunstan's  cell  in  Copmanhurst,  to  whom  any  small  donation 
will  be  most  thankfully  acceptable." 
"  I  understand  thee,"  said  the  King,  "  and  the  Holy  Clerk  shall 
|  have  a  grant  of  vert  and  venison  in  my  woods  of  Warncliffe.     Mark, 
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however,  I  will  but  assign  thee  three  bucks  every  season ;  but  if  that 
do  not  prove  an  apology  for  thy  slaying"  thirty,  I  am  no  Christian 
knight  nor  true  king." 

"  Your  Grace  may  be  well  assured,"  said  the  Friar,  "  that,  with 
the  grace  of  Saint  Dunstan,  I  shall  find  the  way  of  multiplying  your 
most  bounteous  gift." 

"  1  nothing  doubt  it,  good  brother,"  said  the  King ;  "  and  as 
venison  is  but  dry  food,  our  cellarer  shall  have  orders  to  deliver  to 
thee  a  but  of  sack,  a  runlet  of  Malvoisie,  and  three  hogsheads  of  ale 
of  the  first  strike,  yearly — If  that  will  not  quench  thy  thirst,  thou 
must  come  to  court,  and  become  acquainted  with  my  butler." 

"  But  for  St  Dunstan  ?  "  said  the  Friar— 

"  A  cope,  a  stole,  and  an  altar-cloth  shalt  thou  also  have,"  con- 
tinued the  King,  crossing  himself — "  But  we  may  not  turn  our  game 
into  earnest,  lest  God  punish  us  for  thinking  more  on  our  follies  than 
on  his  honour  and  worship." 

"  I  will  answer  for  my  patron,"  said  the  Priest  joyously. 

"  Answer  for  thyself,  Friar,"  said  King  Richard,  something  sternly ; 
but  immediately  stretching  out  his  hand  to  the  Hermit,  the  latter, 
somewhat  abashed,  bent  his  knee,  and  saluted  it.  "  Thou  dost  less 
honour  to  my  extended  palm  than  to  my  clenched  fist,"  said  the 
Monarch  ;  "  thou  didst  only  kneel  to  the  one,  and  to  the  other  didst 
prostrate  thyself." 

But  the  Friar,  afraid  perhaps  of  again  giving  offence  by  continuing 
the  conversation  in  too  jocose  a  style — a  false  step  to  be  particularly 
guarded  against  by  those  who  converse  with  monarchs — bowed  pro- 
foundly, and  fell  into  the  rear. 

At  the  same  time,  two  additional  personages  appeared  on  the  scene. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

All  hail  to  the  lordlings  of  high  degree, 

Who  live  not  more  happy,  though  greater  than  we  ! 

Our  pastimes  to  see, 

Under  every  green  tree, 
In  all  the  gay  woodland,  right  welcome  ye  be. 

Macdonald. 

The  new  comers  were  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe,  on  the  Prior  of  Bo- 
tolph's  palfrey,  and  Gurth,  who  attended  him,  on  the  Knight's  own 
war-horse.  The  astonishment  of  Ivanhoe  was  beyond  bounds,  when 
he  saw  his  master  besprinkled  with  blood,  and  six  or  seven  dead 
bodies  lying  around  in  the  little  glade  in  which  the  battle  had  taken 
place.  Nor  was  he  less  surprised  to  see  Richard  surrounded  by  so 
many  sylvan  attendants,  the  outlaws,  as  they  seemed  to  be,  of  the 
forest,  and  a  perilous  retinue  therefore  for  a  prince.  He  hesitated 
whether  to  address  the  King  as  the  Black  Knight-errant,  or  in  what 
other  manner  to  demean  himself  towards  him.  Richard  saw  his 
embarrassment. 
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"  Fear  not,  Wilfred,"  he  said,  "  to  address  Richard  Plantagenet  as 
himself,  since  thou  seest  him  in  the  company  of  true  English  hearts, 
although  it  may  he  they  have  heen  urged  a  few  steps  aside  by  warm 
English  blood." 

"  Sir  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe,"  said  the  gallant  Outlaw,  stepping  for- 
ward, "  my  assurances  can  add  nothing  to  those  of  our  sovereign  ; 
yet,  let  me  say  somewhat  proudly,  that  of  men  who  have  suffered 
much,  he  hath  not  truer  subjects  than  those  who  now  stand  around 
him." 

"  I  cannot  doubt  it,  brave  man,"  said  Wilfred,  "  since  thou  art  of 
the  number— But  what  mean  these  marks  of  death  and  danger? 
these  slain  men,  and  the  bloody  armour  of  my  Prince  ?  " 

"Treason  hath  been  with  us,  Ivanhoe,"  said  the  King;  "but, 
thanks  to  these  brave  men,  treason  hath  met  its  meed — But,  now  I 
bethink  me,  thou  too  art  a  traitor,"  said  Richard,  smiling  ;  "  a  most 
disobedient  traitor;  for  were  not  our  orders  positive,  that  thou 
shouldst  repose  thyself  at  Saint  Botolph's  until  thy  wound  was 
healed?" 

"  It  is  healed,"  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  it  is  not  of  more  consequence  than 
the  scratch  of  a  bodkin.  But  why,  oh,  why,  noble  Prince,  will  you 
thus  vex  the  hearts  of  your  faithful  servants,  and  expose  your  life  by 
lonely  journeys  and  rash  adventures,  as  if  it  were  of  no  more  value 
than  that  of  a  mere  knight- errant,  who  has  no  interest  on  earth,  but 
what  lance  and  sword  may  procure  him  ?  " 

"And  Richard  Plantagenet,"  said  the  King,  "desires  nomore 
fame  than  his  good  lance  and  sword  may  acquire  him — and  Richard 
Plantagenet  is  prouder  of  achieving  an  adventure,  with  only  his  good 
sword,  and  his  good  arm  to  speed,  than  if  he  led  to  battle  a  host  of  a 
hundred  thousand  armed  men." 

"  But  your  kingdom,  my  Liege,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "your  kingdom  is 
threatened  with  dissolution  and  civil  war — your  subjects  menaced 
with  every  species  of  evil,  if  deprived  of  their  sovereign  in  some  of 
those  dangers  which  it  is  your  daily  pleasure  to  incur,  and  from 
which  you  have  but  this  moment  narrowly  escaped." 

"  Ho !  ho  !  my  kingdom  and  my  subjects  ?  "  answered  Richard, 
impatiently ;  "  I  tell  thee,  Sir  Wilfred,  the  best  of  them  are  most 
willing  to  repay  my  follies  in  kind — For  example,  rny  very  faithful 
servant,  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe,  will  not  obey  my  positive  commands, 
and  yet  reads  his  king  a  homily,  because  he  does  not  walk  exactly 
by  his  advice.  Which  of  us  has  most  reason  to  upbraid  the  other  ? — 
Yet  forgive  me,  my  faithful  Wilfred.  The  time  I  have  spent,  and 
am  yet  to  spend  in  concealment,  is,  as  I  explained  to  thee  at  Saint 
Botolph's,  necessary  to  give  my  friends  and  faithful  nobles  time  to 
assemble  their  forces,  that  when  Richard's  return  is  announced,  he 
should  be  at  the  head  of  such  a  force  as  enemies  shall  tremble  to 
face,  and  thus  subdue  the  meditated  treason,  without  even  unsheath- 
ing a  sword.  Estoteville  and  Bohun  will  not  be  strong  enough  to 
move  forward  to  York  for  twenty-four  hours.  I  must  have  news  of 
Salisbury  from  the  south ;  and  of  Beauchamp,  in  Warwickshire ; 
and  of  Multon  and  Percy  in  the  north.  The  Chancellor  must  make 
sure  of  London.      Too  sudden  an  appearance  would  subject  me  to 
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dangers,  other  than  my  lance  and  sword,  though  backed  by  the  bow 
of  bold  Robin,  or  the  quarter-staff  of  Friar  Tuck,  and  the  horn  of  the 
sage  Wamba,  may  be  able  to  rescue  me  from/' 

Wilfred  bowed  in  submission,  well  knowing  how  vain  it  was  to 
contend  with  the  wild  spirit  of  chivalry  which  so  often  impelled  his 
master  upon  dangers  which  he  might  easily  have  avoided,  or  rather, 
which  it  was  unpardonable  in  him  to  have  sought  out.  The  young 
knight  sighed,  therefore,  and  held  his  peace ;  while  Richard,  rejoiced 
at  having  silenced  his  counsellor,  though  his  heart  acknowledged 
the  justice  of  the  charge  he  had  brought  against  him,  went  on  in 
conversation  with  Robin  Hood. — "  King  of  Outlaws,"  he  said,  "  have 
you  no  refreshment  to  offer  to  your  brother  sovereign  ?  for  these 
dead  knaves  have  found  me  both  in  exercise  and  appetite." 

"  In  troth,"  replied  the  Outlaw,  "  for  I  scorn  to  lie  to  your  Grace, 
our  larder  is  chiefly  supplied  with "  He  stopped,  and  was  some- 
what embarrassed. 

"  With  venison,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Richard,  gaily  ;  "  better  food  at 
need  there  can  be  none — and  truly,  if  a  king  will  not  remain  at  home 
and  slay  his  own  game,  methinks  he  should  not  brawl  too  loud  if  he 
finds  it  killed  to  his  hand." 

"  If  your  Grace,  then,"  said  Robin,  "  will  again  honour  with  your 
presence  one  of  Robin  Hood's  places  of  rendezvous,  the  venison  shall 
not  be  lacking ;  and  a  stoup  of  ale,  and  it  may  be  a  cup  of  reasonably 
good  wine  to  relish  it  withal." 

The  Outlaw  accordingly  led  the  way,  followed  by  the  buxom  Mon- 
arch, more  happy,  probably,  in  this  chance  meeting  with  Robin  Hood 
and  his  foresters,  than  he  would  have  been  in  again  assuming  his 
royal  state,  and  presiding  over  a  splendid  circle  of  peers  and  nobles. 
Novelty  in  society  and  adventure  were  the  zest  of  life  to  Richard 
Cceur-de-Lion,  and  it  had  its  highest  relish  when  enhanced  by 
dangers  encountered  and  surmounted.  In  the  lion-hearted  King, 
the  brilliant,  but  useless  character,  of  a  knight  of  romance  was  in  a 
great  measure  realised  and  revived ;  and  the  personal  glory  which 
lie  acquired,  by  his  own  deeds  of  arms,  was  far  more  dear  to  his 
excited  imagination  than  that  which  a  course  of  policy  and  wisdom 
would  have  spread  around  his  government.  Accordingly  his  reign 
was  like  the  course  of  a  brilliant  and  rapid  meteor,  which  shoots 
along  the  face  of  heaven,  shedding  around  an  unnecessary  and  por- 
tentous light,  which  is  instantly  swallowed  up  by  universal  darkness ; 
his  feats  of  chivalry  furnishing  themes  for  bards  and  minstrels,  but 
affording  none  of  those  solid  benefits  to  his  country  on  which  history 
loves  to  pause,  and  hold  up  as  an  example  to  posterity.  But  in  his 
present  company  Richard  showed  to  the  greatest  imaginable  advan- 
tage. He  was  gay,  good-humoured,  and  fond  of  manhood  in  every 
rank  of  life. 

Beneath  a  hu2:e  oak-tree  the  sylvan  repast  was  hastily  prepared 
for  the  King  of  England,  surrounded  by  men  outlaws  to  his  govern- 
ment, but  who  now  formed  his  court  and  his  guard.  As  the  flagon 
went  round  the  rough  foresters  soon  lost  their  awe  for  the  presence 
of  Majesty.  The  song  and  the  jest  were  exchanged — the  stories  of 
former  deeds  were  told  with  advantage ;  and  at  length,  and  while 
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boasting  of  their  successful  infraction  of  the  laws,  no  one  recollected 
they  were  speaking*  in  presence  of  their  natural  guardian.  The 
merry  King",  nothing  heeding  his  dignity  any  more  than  his  company, 
laughed,  quaffed,  and  jested  among  the  jolly  band.  The  natural  and 
rough  sense  of  Robin  Hood  led  him  to  be  desirous  that  the  scene 
should  be  closed  ere  anything  should  occur  to  disturb  its  harmony, 
the  more  especially  that  he  observed  lvanhoe's  brow  clouded  with 
anxiety.  "  We  are  honoured,"  he  said  to  Ivanhoe,  apart,  "  by  the 
presence  of  our  gallant  Sovereign ;  yet  I  would  not  that  he  dallied 
with  time,  which  the  circumstances  of  his  kingdom  may  render 
precious." 

"  It  is  well  and  wisely  spoken,  brave  Robin  Hood,"  said  Wilfred 
apart;  "and  know,  moreover,  that  they  who  jest  with  Majesty,  even 
in  its  gayest  mood,  are  but  toying  with  the  lion's  whelp,  which, 
on  slight  provocation,  uses  both  fangs  and  claws." 

"  You  have  touched  the  very  cause  of  my  fear,"  said  the  Outlaw : 
"  my  men  are  rough  by  practice  and  nature ;  the  King  is  hasty  as  well 
as  good-humoured ;  nor  know  I  how  soon  cause  of  offence  may  arise, 
or  how  warmly  it  may  be  received— it  is  time  this  revel  were  broken 
off." 

"It  must  be  by  your  management  then,  gallant  yeoman,"  said 
Ivanhoe ;  "  for  each  hint  I  have  essayed  to  give  him  serves  only  to 
induce  him  to  prolong  it." 

"  Must  I  so  soon  risk  the  pardon  and  favour  of  my  Sovereign  ?  " 
said  Robin  Hood,  pausing  for  an  instant ;  "  but  by  Saint  Christo- 
pher, it  shall  be  so.  I  were  undeserving  his  grace  did  I  not  peril  it 
for  his  good. — Here,  Scathlock,  get  thee  behind  yonder  thicket,  and 
wind  me  a  Norman  blast  on  thy  bugle,  and  without  an  instant's 
delay,  on  peril  of  your  life." 

Scathlock  obeyed  his  captain,  and  in  less  than  five  minutes  the 
revellers  were  startled  by  the  sound  of  his  horn. 

"  It  is  the  bugle  of  Malvoisin,"  said  the  Miller,  starting  to  his  feet, 
and  seizing  his  bow.  The  Friar  dropped  the  flagon,  and  grasped 
his  quarter -staff.  Wamba  stopped  short  in  the  midst  of  a  jest,  and 
betook  himself  to  sword  and  target.  All  the  others  stood  to  their 
weapons. 

Men  of  their  precarious  course  of  life  change  readily  from  the 
banquet  to  the  battle  ;  and,  to  Richard,  the  exchange  seemed  but  a 
succession  of  pleasure.  He  called  for  his  helmet  and  the  most  cum- 
brous parts  of  his  armour,  which  he  had  laid  aside  ;  and  while  Gurth 
was  putting  them  on  he  laid  his  strict  injunctions  on  Wilfred,  under 
pain  of  his  highest  displeasure,  not  to  engage  in  the  skirmish  which 
he  supposed  was  approaching. 

"  Thou  hast  fought  for  me  an  hundred  times,  Wilfred,— and  I  have 
seen  it.  Thou  shalt  this  day  look  on,  and  see  how  Richard  will  fight 
for  his  friend  and  liegeman." 

In  the  mean  time  Robin  Hood  had  sent  off  several  of  his  followers 
in  different  directions,  as  if  to  reconnoitre  the  enemy ;  and  when  he 
saw  the  company  effectually  broken  up,  he  approached  Richard,  who 
was  now  completely  armed,  and,  kneeling  down  on  one  knee,  craved 
pardon  of  his  Sovereign. 
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"  For  what,  good  yeoman  ?  "  said  Richard,  somewhat  impatiently. 
"Have  we  not  already  granted  thee  a  full  pardon  for  all  transgres- 
sions ?  Thinkest  thou  our  word  is  a  feather,  to  be  blown  backward 
and  forward  between  us  ?  Thou  canst  not  have  had  time  to  commit 
any  new  offence  since  that  time  ?  " 

"  Ay,  but  I  have  though,"  answered  the  yeoman,  "  if  it  be  an  offence 
to  deceive  my  prince  for  his  own  advantage.  The  bugle  you  have 
heard  was  none  of  Malvoisin's  but  blown  by  my  direction,  to  break 
off  the  banquet,  lest  it  trenched  upon  hours  of  clearer  import  than  to 
be  thus  dallied  with." 

He  then  rose  from  his  knee,  folded  his  arms  on  his  bosom,  and  in  a 
manner,  rather  respectful  than  submissive,  awaited  the  answer  of  the 
King,— like  one  who  is  conscious  he  may  have  given  offence,  yet  is 
confident  in  the  rectitude  of  his  motive.  The  blood  rushed  in  anger 
to  the  countenance  of  Richard ;  but  it  was  the  first  transient  emotion, 
and  his  sense  of  justice  instantly  subdued  it. 

"  The  King  of  Sherwood,"  he  said,  "  grudges  his  venison  and  his 
wine-flask  to  the  King  of  England.  It  is  well,  bold  Robin ! — but, 
when  you  come  to  see  me  in  merry  London,  I  trust  to  be  a  less  nig- 
gard host.  Thou  art  right,  however,  good  fellow.  Let  us  therefore 
to  horse  and  away — Wilfred  has  been  impatient  this  hour.  Tell  me, 
bold  Robin,  hast  thou  never  a  friend  in  thy  band,  who,  not  content 
with  advising,  will  needs  direct  thy  motions,  and  look  miserable  when 
thou  dost  presume  to  act  for  thyself?  " 

"  Such  a  one,"  said  Robin,  "  is  my  Lieutenant,  Little  John,  who 
is  even  now  absent  on  an  expedition  as  far  as  the  borders  of  Scot- 
land ;  and  I  will  own  to  your  Majesty,  that  I  am  sometimes  displeased 
by  the  freedom  of  his  counsels ;  but,  when  I  think  twice,  I  cannot  be 
long  angry  with  one  who  can  have  no  motive  for  his  anxiety  save 
zeal  for  his  master's  service." 

"  Thou  art  right,  good  yeoman,"  answered  Richard  ;  "  and  if  I  had 
Ivanhoe,  on  the  one  hand,  to  give  grave  advice,  and  recommend  it 
by  the  sad  gravity  of  his  brow,  and  thee,  on  the  other,  to  trick  me 
into  what  thou  thinkest  my  own  good,  I  should  have  as  little  the  free- 
dom of  mine  own  will  as  any  king  in  Christendom  or  Heathenesse. 
— But  come,  sirs,  let  us  merrily  on  to  Coningsburgh,  and  think  no 
more  on't." 

Robin  Hood  assured  them  that  he  had  detached  a  party  in  the 
direction  of  the  road  they  were  to  pass,  who  would  not  fail  to  discover 
and  apprise  them  of  any  secret  ambuscade ;  and  that  he  had  little 
doubt  they  would  find  the  ways  secure,  or,  if  otherwise,  would  re- 
ceive such  timely  notice  of  the  danger  as  would  enable  them  to  fall 
back  on  a  strong  troop  of  archers,  with  which  he  himself  proposed 
to  follow  on  the  same  route. 

The  wise  and  attentive  precautions  adopted  for  his  safety  touched 
Richard's  feelings,  and  removed  any  slight  grudge  which  he  might 
retain  on  account  of  the  deception  the^  Outlaw  Captain  had  practised 
upon  him.  He  once  more  extended  his  hand  to  Robin  Hood,  assured 
him  of  his  full  pardon  and  future  favour,  as  well  as  his  firm  resolution 
to  restrain  the  tyrannical  exercise  of  the  forest  rights  and  other  op- 
pressive laws,  by  which  so  many  English  yeomen  were  driven  into  a 
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state  of  rebellion.  But  Richard's  good  intentions  towards  the  bold 
Outlaw  were  frustrated  by  the  King's  untimely  death;  and  the 
Charter  of  the  Forest  was  extorted  from  the  unwilling"  hands  of  King 
John  when  he  succeeded  to  his  heroic  brother.  As  for  the  rest  of 
Robin  Hood's  career,  as  well  as  the  tale  of  his  treacherous  death, 
they  are  to  be  found  in  those  black-letter  garlands,  once  sold  at  the 
low  and  easy  rate  of  one  halfpenny, 

*'  Now  cheaply  purchased  at  their  weight  in  gold." 

The  Outlaw's  opinion  proved  true ;  and  the  King,  attended  by 
Ivanhoe,  Gurth,  and  Wamba,  arrived,  without  any  interruption, 
within  view  of  the  Castle  of  Coningsburgh,  while  the  sun  was  yet 
in  the  horizon. 

There  are  few  more  beautiful  or  striking  scenes  in  England  than 
are  presented  by  the  vicinity  of  this  ancient  Saxon  fortress.  The 
soft  and  gentle  river  Don  sweeps  through  an  amphitheatre,  in  which 
cultivation  is  richly  blended  with  woodland,  and  on  a  mount,  as- 
cending from  the  river,  well  defended  by  walls  and  ditches,  rises 
this  ancient  edifice,  which,  as  its  Saxon  name  implies,  was,  previous 
to  the  Conquest,  a  royal  residence  of  the  kings  of  England.  The 
outer  walls  have  probably  been  added  by  the  Normans,  but  the  inner 
keep  bears  token  of  very  great  antiquity.  It  is  situated  on  a  mount 
at  one  angle  of  the  inner  court,  and  forms  a  complete  circle  of  per- 
haps twenty-five  feet  in  diameter.  _  The  wall  is  of  immense  thickness, 
and  is  propped  or  defended  by  six  huge  external  buttresses,  which 
project  from  the  circle,  and  rise  up  against  the  sides  of  the  tower  as 
if  to  strengthen  or  to  support  it.  These  massive  buttresses  are  solid 
when  they  arise  from  the  foundation,  and  a  good  way  higher  up ; 
but  are  hollowed  out  towards  the  top,  and  terminate  in  a  sort  of 
turrets  communicating  with  the  interior  of  the  keep  itself.  The 
distant  appearance  of  this  huge  building,  with  these  singular  accom- 
paniments, is  as  interesting  to  the  lovers  of  the  picturesque,  as  the 
interior  of  the  castle  is  to  the  eager  antiquary,  whose  imagination  it 
carries  back  to  the  days  of  the  Heptarchy.  A  barrow,  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  castle,  is  pointed  out  as  the  tomb  of  the  memorable  Hengist ; 
and  various  monuments,  of  great  antiquity  and  curiosity,  are  shown 
in  the  neighbouring  churchyard.1 

When  Coeur-de-Lion  and  his  retinue  approached  this  rude  yet 
stately  building,  it  was  not,  as  at  present,  surrounded  by  external 
fortifications.  The  Saxon  architect  had  exhausted  his  art  in  ren- 
dering the  main  keep  defensible,  and  there  was  no  other  circumval- 
lation  than  a  rude  barrier  of  palisades. 

A  huge  black  banner,  which  floated  from  the  top  of  the  tower, 
announced  that  the  obsequies  of  the  late  owner  were  still  in  the  act 
of  being  solemnised.  It  bore  no  emblem  of  the  deceased's  birth  or 
quality,  for  armorial  bearings  were  then  a  novelty  among  the  Norman 
chivalry  themselves,  and  were  totally  unknown  to  the  Saxons.  But 
above  the  gate  was  another  banner,  on  which  the  figure  of  a  white 
horse,  rudely  painted,  indicated  the  nation  and  rank  of  the  deceased, 
by  the  well-known  symbol  of  Hengist  and  his  Saxon  warriors. 
1  iSce  Xote  L.    Castle  of  Coningsburgh, 
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All  around  the  castle  was  a  scene  of  busy  commotion ;  for  such, 
funeral  banquets  were  times  of  general  and  profuse  hospitality,  which 
not  only  every  one  who  could  claim  the  most  distant  connection  with 
the  deceased,  but  all  passengers  whatsoever,  were  invited  to  partake. 
The  wealth  and  consequence  of  the  deceased  Athelstane,  occasioned 
this  custom  to  be  observed  in  the  fullest  extent. 

Numerous  parties,  therefore,  were  seen  ascending*  and  descending 
the  hill  on  which  the  castle  was  situated ;  and  when  the  King  and 
his  attendants  entered  the  open  and  unguarded  gates  of  the  external 
barrier,  the  space  within  presented  a  scene  not  easily  reconciled 
with  the  cause  of  the  assemblage.  In  one  place  cooks  were  toiling 
to  roast  huge  oxen  and  fat  sheep  ;  in  another,  hogsheads  of  ale  were 
set  abroach,  to  be  drained  at  the  freedom  of  all  comers.  Groups  of 
every  description  were  to  be  seen  devouring  the  food  and  swallowing 
the  liquor  thus  abandoned  to  their  discretion.  The  naked  Saxon 
serf  was  drowning  the  sense  of  his  half-year's  hunger  and  thirst,  in 
one  day  of  gluttony  and  drunkenness — the  more  pampered  burgess 
and  guild-brother  was  eating  his  morsel  with  gust,  or  curiously  criti- 
cising the  quantity  of  the  malt  and  the  skill  of  the  brewer.  Some 
few  of  the  poorer  Norman  gentry  might  also  be  seen,  distinguished 
by  their  shaven  chins  and  short  cloaks,  and  not  less  so  by  their  keep- 
ing together,  and  looking  with  great  scorn  on  the  whole  solemnity, 
even  while  condescending  to  avail  themselves  of  the  good  cheer  which 
was  so  liberally  supplied. 

Mendicants  were  of  course  assembled  by  the  score,  together  with 
strolling  soldiers  returned  from  Palestine  (according  to  their  own 
account  at  least),  pedlars  were  displaying  their  wares,  travelling 
mechanics  were  inquiring  after  employment,  and  wandering  palmers, 
hedge-priests,  Saxon  minstrels,  and  Welsh  bards,  were  muttering 
prayers,  and  extracting  mistimed  dirges  from  their  harps,  crowds, 
and  rotes.1  One  sent  forth  the  praises  of  Athelstane  in  a  doleful 
panegyric ;  another,  in  a  Saxon  genealogical  poem,  rehearsed  the 
uncouth  and  harsh  names  of  his  noble  ancestry.  Jesters  and  jugglers 
were  not  awanting,  nor  was  the  occasion  of  the  assembly  supposed 
to  render  the  exercise  of  their  profession  indecorous  or  improper. 
Indeed  the  ideas  of  the  Saxons  on  these  occasions  were  as  natural 
as  they  were  rude.  If  sorrow  was  thirsty,  there  was  drink — if  hungry, 
there  was  food — if  it  sunk  down  upon  and  saddened  the  heart,  here 
were  the  means  supplied  of  mirth,  or  at  least  of  amusement.  Nor 
did  the  assistants  scorn  to  avail  themselves  of  those  means  of  con- 
solation, although,  every  now  and  then,  as  if  suddenly  recollecting 
the  cause  which  had  brought  them  together,  the  men  groaned  in 
unison,  while  the  females,  of  whom  many  were  present,  raised  up 
their  voices  and  shrieked  for  very  wo. 

Such  was  the  scene  in  the  castleyard  at  Coningsburgh  when  it 
was  entered  by  Richard  and  his  followers.  The  seneschal  or  steward 
deigned  not  to  take  notice  of  the  groups  of  inferior  guests  who  were 
perpetually  entering  and  withdrawing,  unless  so  far  as  was  necessary 

1  The  crowth,  or  crowd,  was  a  species  of  violin.     The  rote  a  sort  of  guitar,  or 
rather  hurdy-gurdy,  the  strings  of  which  were  managed  by  a  wheel,  from  which  ; 
.  the  instrument  took  its  name. 
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to  preserve  order ;  nevertheless  he  was  struck  by  the  good  mien  of 
the  Monarch  and  Ivanhoe,  more  especially  as  he  imagined  the 
features  of  the  latter  were  familiar  to  him.  Besides,  the  approach 
of  two  knights,  for  such  their  dress  bespoke  them,  was  a  rare  event 
at  a  Saxon  solemnity,  and  could  not  but  be  regarded  as  a  sort  of 
honour  to  the  deceased  and  his  family.  And  in  his  sable  dress,  and 
holding  in  his  hand  his  white  wand  of  office,  this  important  person- 
age made  way  through  the  miscellaneous  assemblage  of  guests,  thus 
conducting  Richard  and  Ivanhoe  to  the  entrance  of  the  tower.  Gurth 
and  Wamba  speedily  found  acquaintances  in  the  courtyard,  nor  pre- 
sumed to  intrude  themselves  any  farther  until  their  presence  should 
be  required. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

* 

I  found  them  winding  of  Marcello's  corpse. 
And  there  was  such  a  solemn  melody, 
Twixt  doleful  songs,  tears,  and  sad  elegies, — 
Such  as  old  grandames,  watching  by  the  dead, 
Are  wont  to  outwear  the  night  with. 

Old  Play. 

The  mode  of  entering  the  great  tower  of  Coningsburgh  Castle  is 
very  peculiar,  and  partakes  of  the  rude  simplicity  of  the  early  times 
in  which  it  was  erected.  A  flight  of  steps,  so  deep  and  narrow  as  to 
be  almost  precipitous,  leads  up  to  a  low  portal  in  the  south  side  of 
the  tower,  by  which  the  adventurous  antiquary  may  still,  or  at  least 
could  a  few  years  since,  gain  access  to  a  small  stair  within  the  thick- 
ness of  the  main  wall  of  the  tower,  which  leads  up  to  the  third  story 
of  the  building, — the  two  lower  being  dungeons  or  vaults,  which 
neither  receive  air  nor  light,  save  by  a  square  hole  in  the  third 
story,  with  which  they  seem  to  have  communicated  by  a  ladder. 
The  access  to  the  upper  apartments  in  the  tower,  which  consist  in 
all  of  four  stories,  is  given  by  stairs  which  are  carried  up  through 
the  external  buttresses. 

By  this  difficult  and  complicated  entrance,  the  good  King  Richard, 
followed  by  his  faithful  Ivanhoe,  was  ushered  into  the  round  apart- 
ment which  occupies  the  whole  of  the  third  story  from  the  ground. 
Wilfred,  by  the  difficulties  of  the  ascent,  gained  time  to  muffle  his 
face  in  his  mantle,  as  it  had  been  held  expedient  that  he  should  not 
present  himself  to  his  father  until  the  King  should  give  him  the 
signal. 

There  were  assembled  in  this  apartment,  around  a  large  oaken 
table,  about  a  dozen  of  the  most  distinguished  representatives  of  the 
Saxon  families  in  the  adjacent  counties.  These  were  all  old,  or,  at 
least,  elderly  men ;  for  the  younger  race,  to  the  great  displeasure  of 
the  seniors,  had,  like  Ivanhoe,  broken  down  many  of  the  barriers 
which  separated  for  half  a  century  the  Norman  victors  from  the  van- 
quished Saxons.  The  downcast  and  sorrowful  looks  of  these  vener- 
able men,  their  silence  and  their  mournful  posture,  formed  a  strong 
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contrast  to  the  levity  of  the  revellers  on  the  outside  of  the  castle. 
Their  grey  locks  and  long*  full  beards,  together  with  their  antique 
tunics  and  loose  black  mantles,  suited  well  with  the  singular  and 
rude  apartment  in  which  they  were  seated,  and  gave  the  appearance 
of  a  band  of  ancient  worshippers  of  Woden,  recalled  to  life  to  mourn 
over  the  decay  of  their  national  glory. 

Cedric,  seated  in  equal  rank  among  his  countrymen,  seemed  yet,  by 
common  consent,  to  act  as  chief  of  the  assembly.  Upon  the  entrance 
of  Richard  (only  known  to  him  as  the  valorous  Knight  of  the  Fetter- 
lock) he  arose  gravely,  and  gave  him  welcome  by  the  ordinary  saluta- 
tion, Waes  hael,  raising  at  the  same  time  a  gobiet  to  his  head.  The 
King,  no  stranger  to  the  customs  of  his  English  subjects,  returned  the 
greeting  with  the  appropriate  words,  Drinc  hael,  and  partook  of  a 
cup  which  was  handed  to  him  by  the  sewer.  _  The  same  courtesy  was 
offered  to  Ivanhoe,  who  pledged  his  father  in  silence,  supplying  the 
usual  speech  by  an  inclination  of  his  head,  lest  his  voice  should  have 
been  recognised. 

When  this  introductory  ceremony  was  performed,  Cedric  arose, 
and,  extending  his  hand  to  Richard,  conducted  him  into  a  small  and 
very  rude  chapel,  which  was  excavated,  as  it  were,  out  of  one  of  the 
external  buttresses.  As  there  was  no  opening,  saving  a  very  narrow 
loophole,  the  place  would  have  been  nearly  quite  dark  but  for  two 
flambeaux  or  torches,  which  showed,  by  a  red  and  smoky  light,  the 
arched  roof  and  naked  walls,  the  rude  altar  of  stone,  and  the  crucifix 
of  the  same  material. 

Before  this  altar  was  placed  a  bier,  and  on  each  side  of  this  bier 
kneeled  three  priests,  who  told  their  beads,  and  muttered  their  prayers, 
with  the  greatest  signs  of  external  devotion.  For  this  service  a 
splendid  soul-scat  was  paid  to  the  convent  of  Saint  Edmund's  by  the 
mother  of  the  deceased ;  and,  that  it  might  be  fully  deserved,  the 
whole  brethren,  saving  the  lame  Sacristan,  had  transferred  them- 
selves to  Coningsburgh,  where,  while  six  of  their  number  were  con- 
stantly on  guard  in  the  performance  of  divine  rites  by  the  bier  of 
Athelstane,  the  others  failed  not  to  take  their  share  of  the  refresh- 
ments and  amusements  which  went  on  at  the  castle.  In  maintaining 
this  pious  watch  and  ward,  the  good  monks  were  particularly  careful 
not  to  interrupt  their  hymns  for  an  instant,  lest  Zernebock,  the  ancient 
Saxon  Apollyon,  should  lay  his  clutches  on  the  departed  Athelstane. 
Nor  were  they  less  careful  to  prevent  any  unhallowed  layman  from 
touching  the  pall,  which,  having  been  that  used  at  the  funeral  of  Saint 
Edmund,  was  liable  to  be  desecrated,  if  handled  by  the  profane.  If, 
in  truth,  these  attentions  could  be  of  any  use  to  the  deceased,  he  had 
some  right  to  expect  them  at  the  hands  of  the  brethren  of  Saint 
Edmund's,  since,  besides  a  hundred  mancuses  of  gold  paid  down  as 
the  soul-ransom,  the  mother  of  Athelstane  had  announced  her  inten- 
tion of  endowing  that  foundation  with  the  better  part  of  the  lands  of 
the  deceased,  in  order  to  maintain  perpetual  prayers  for  his  soul,  and 
that  of  her  departed  husband. 

Richard  and  Wilfred  followed  the  Saxon  Cedric  into  the  apartment 
of  death,  where,  as  their  guide  pointed  with  solemn  air  to  the  un- 
timely bier  of  Athelstane,  they  followed  his  example  in  devoutly 
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crossing"  themselves,  and  muttering  a  brief  prayer  for  the  weal  of  the 
departed  soul. 

This  act  of  pious  charity  performed,  Cedric  again  motioned  them 
to  follow  him,  gliding  over  the  stone  floor  with  a  noiseless  tread ;  and, 
after  ascending  a  few  steps,  opened  with  great  caution  the  door  of  a 
small  oratory,  which  adjoined  to  the  chapel.  It  was  about  eight  feet 
square,  hollowed,  like  the  chapel  itself,  out^  of  the  thickness  of  the 
wall ;  and  the  loophole,  which  enlightened  it,  being  to  the  west,  and 
widening  considerably  as  it  sloped  inward,  a  beam  of  the  setting  sun 
found  its  way  into  its  dark  recess,  and  showed  a  female  of  a  dignified 
mien,  and  whose  countenance  retained  the  marked  remains  of  majestic 
beauty.  Her  long  mourning  robes,  and  her  flowing  wimple  of  black 
cypress,  enhanced  the  whiteness  of  her  skin,  and  the  beauty  of  her 
light-coloured  and  flowing  tresses,  which  time  had  neither  thinned 
nor  mingled  with  silver.  Her  countenance  expressed  the  deepest 
sorrow  that  is  consistent  with  resignation.  On  the  stone  table  before 
her  stood  a  crucifix  of  ivory,  beside  which  was  laid  a  missal,  having 
its  pages  richly  illuminated,  and  its  boards  adorned  with  clasps  of 
gold,  and  bosses  of  the  same  precious  metal. 

"Noble  Edith,"  said  Cedric,  after  having  stood  a  moment  silent, 
as  if  to  give  Richard  and  Wilfred  time  to  look  upon  the  lady  of  the 
mansion,  "  these  are  worthy  strangers,  come  to  take  a  part  in  thy 
sorrows.  And  this,  in  especial,  is  the  valiant  Knight  who  fought  so 
bravely  for  the  deliverance  of  him  for  whom  we  this  day  mourn. " 

"  His  bravery  has  my  thanks,"  returned  the  lady ;  "  although  it  be 
the  will  of  Heaven  that  it  should  be  displayed  in  vain.  I  thank,  too, 
his  courtesy,  and  that  of  his  companion,  which  hath  brought  them 
hither  to  behold  the  widow  of  Adeling,  the  mother  of  Athelstane,  in 
her  deep  hour  of  sorrow  and  lamentation.  To  your  care,  kind  kins- 
man, I  intrust  them,  satisfied  that  they  will  want  no  hospitality  which 
these  sad  walls  can  yet  afford." 

The  guests  bowed  deeply  to  the  mourning  parent,  and  withdrew 
with  their  hospitable  guide. 

'  Another  winding  stair  conducted  them  to  an  apartment  of  the  same 
size  with  that  which  they  had  first  entered,  occupying  indeed  the 
story  immediately  above.  From  this  room,  ere  yet  the  door  was 
opened,  proceeded  a  low  and  melancholy  strain  of  vocal  music.  When 
they  entered,  they  found  themselves  in  the  presence  of  about  twenty 
matrons  and  maidens  of  distinguished  Saxon  lineage.  Four  maidens, 
Rowena  leading  the  choir,  raised  a  hymn  for  the  soul  of  the  deceased, 
of  which  we  have  only  been  able  to  decipher  two  or  three  stanzas : — 

Dust  unto  dust, 

To  this  all  must ; 

The  tenant  hath  resign'd 

The  faded  form 

To  waste  and  worm — 

Corruption  claims  her  kind. 

Through  paths  unknown 
Thy  soul  hath  flown, 
To  seek  the  realms  of  wo, 
"Where  fiery  pain 
Shall  purge  the  stain 
Of  actions  done  below. 
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In  that  sad  place, 

By  Mary's  grace, 

Brief  may  thy  dwelling  be  ' 

Till  prayers  and  alms, 

And  holy  psalms, 

Shall  set  the  captive  free. 

While  this  dirge  was  sung,  in  a  low  and  melancholy  tone,  by  the 
female  choristers,  the  others  were  divided  into  two  bands,  of  which 
one  was  engaged  in  bedecking,  with  such  embroidery  as  their  skill 
and  taste  could  compass,  a  large  silken  pall,  destined  to  cover  the 
bier  of  Athelstane,  while  the  others  busied  themselves  in  selecting, 
from  baskets  of  flowers  placed  before  them,  garlands,  which  they 
intended  for  the  same  mournful  purpose.  The  behaviour  of  the 
maidens  was  decorous,  if  not  marked  with  deep  affliction ;  but  now 
and  then  a  whisper  or  a  smile  called  forth  the  rebuke  of  the  severer 
matrons,  and  here  and  there  might  be  seen  a  damsel  more  interested 
in  endeavouring  to  find  out  how  her  mourning-robe  became  her,  than 
in  the  dismal  ceremony  for  which  they  were  preparing.  Neither 
was  this  propensity  (if  we  must  needs  confess  the  truth)  at  all  dimin- 
ished by  the  appearance  of  two  strange  knights,  which  occasioned 
some  looking  up,  peeping,  and  whispering.  Rowena  alone,  too 
proud  to  be  vain,  paid  her  greeting  to  her  deliverer  with  a  graceful 
courtesy.  Her  demeanour  was  serious,  but  not  dejected;  and  it  may 
be  doubted  whether  thoughts  of  Ivanhoe,  and  of  the  uncertainty  of 
his  fate,  did  not  claim  as  great  a  share  in  her  gravity  as  the  death  of 
her  kinsman. 

To  Cedric,  however,  who,  as  we  have  observed,  was  not  remark- 
ably clear-sighted  on  such  occasions,  the  sorrow  of  his  ward  seemed 
so  much  deeper  than  any  of  the  other  maidens,  that  he  deemed  it 
proper  to  whisper  the  explanation — "  She  was  the  affianced  bride  of 
the  noble  Athelstane." — It  may  be  doubted  whether  this  communica- 
tion went  a  far  way  to  increase  Wilfred's  disposition  to  sympathise 
with  the  mourners  of  Coningsburgh. 

Having  thus  formally  introduced  the  guests  to  the  different  cham- 
bers in  which  the  obsequies  of  Athelstane  were  celebrated  under 
different  forms,  Cedric  conducted  them  into  a  small  room,  destined, 
as  he  informed  them,  for  the  exclusive  accommodation  of  honourable 
guests,  whose  more  slight  connection  with  the  deceased  might  render 
them  unwilling  to  join  those  who  were  immediately  affected  by  the 
unhappy  event,  tie  assured  them  of  every  accommodation,  and  was 
about  to  withdraw  when  the  Black  Knight  took  his  hand. 

"I  crave  to  remind  you,  noble  Thane,"  he  said,  "that  when  we 
last  parted,  you  promised,  for  the  service  I  had  the  fortune  to  render 
you,  to  grant  me  a  boon." 

"It  is  granted  ere  named,  noble  Knight,"  said  Cedric;  "yet,  at 
this  sad  moment " 

"  Of  that  also,"  said  the  King,  "  I  have  bethought  me — but  my  time 
is  brief— neither  does  it  seem  to  me  unlit,  that,  when  closing  the 
grave  on  the  noble  Athelstane,  we  should  deposit  therein  certain 
prejudices  and  hasty  opinions." 

"  Sir  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock,"  said  Cedric,  colouring,  and  inter- 
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r  up  ting1  the  King  in  his  turn,  "  I  trust  your  boon  regards  yourself 
and  no  other ;  for  in  that  which  concerns  the  honour  of  my  House,  it 
is  scarce  fitting  that  a  stranger  should  mingle." 

"Nor  do  I  wish  to  mingle,"  said  the  King,  mildly,  "unless  in  so 
far  as  you  will  admit  me  to  have  an  interest.  As  yet  you  have 
known  me  but  as  the  Black  Knight  of  the  Fetterlock — Know  me 
now  as  Richard  Plantagenet." 

"Richard  of  Anion!"  exclaimed  Cedric,  stepping  backward  with 
the  utmost  astonishment. 

"No,  noble  Cedric — Richard  of  England! — whose  deepest  interest 
—whose  deepest  wish,  is  to  see  her  sons  united  with  each  other. — 
And,  how  now,  worthy  Thane !  has  thou  no  knee  for  thy  prince?" 

"To  Norman  blood,"  said  Cedric,  "it  hath  never  bended." 

"Reserve  thine  homage  then,"  said  the  Monarch,  "until  I  shall 
prove  my  right  to  it  by  my  equal  protection  of  Normans  and  Eng- 
lish." 

"Prince,"  answered  Cedric,  "I  have  ever  done  justice  to  thy  bravery 
and  thy  worth — Nor  am  I  ignorant  of  thy  claim  to  the  crown  through 
thy  descent  from  Matilda,  niece  to  Edgar  Atheling,  and  daughter  to 
Malcolm  of  Scotland.  But  Matilda,  though  of  the  royal  Saxon 
blood,  was  not  the  heir  to  the  monarchy." 

"I  will  not  dispute  my  title  with  thee,  noble  Thane,"  said  Richard, 
calmly;  "but  I  will  bid  thee  look  around  thee,  and  see  where  thou 
wilt  find  another  to  be  put  into  the  scale  against  it." 

"And  hast  thou  wandered  hither,  Prince,  to  tell  me  so?"  said 
Cedric — "  To  upbraid  me  with  the  ruin  of  my  race,  ere  the  grave 
has  closed  o'er  the  last  scion  of  Saxon  royalty?". — His  countenance 
darkened  as  he  spoke. — "It  was  boldly — it  was  rashly  done!" 

"Not  so,  by  the  holy  rood!"  replied  the  King;  "it  was  done  in  the 
frank  confidence  which  one  brave  man  may  repose  in  another,  with- 
out a  shadow  of  danger." 

"  Thou  sayest  well,  Sir  King — for  King  I  own  thou  art,  and  will 
be,  despite  of  my  feeble  opposition. — 1  dare  not  take  the  only  mode 
to  prevent  it,  though  thou  hast  placed  the  strong  temptation  within 
my  reach ! " 

"  And  now  to  my  boon,"  said  the  King,  "  which  I  ask  not  with  one 
jot  the  less  confidence,  that  thou  hast  refused  to  acknowledge  my 
lawful  sovereignty.  I  require  of  thee,  as  a  man  of  thy  word,  on  pain 
of  being  held  faithless,  man-sworn,  and  nidering,1  to  forgive  and 
receive  to  thy  paternal  affection  the  good  knight,  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe. 
In  this  reconciliation  thou  wilt  own  I  have  an  interest — the  happi- 
ness of  my  friend,  and  the  quelling  of  dissension  among  my  faithful 
people." 

"  And  this  is  Wilfred !  "  said  Cedric,  pointing  to  his  son. 

"My  father!— my  father!"  said  Ivanhoe,  prostrating  himself  at 
Cedric's  feet,  "  grant  me  thy  forgiveness !  " 

"  Thou  hast  it,  my  son,"  said  Cedric,  raising  him  up.  "  The  son 
of  Hereward  knows  how  to  keep  his  word,  even  when  it  has  been 
passed  to  a  Norman.    But  let  me  see  thee  use  the  dress  and  costume 

i  Infamous. 
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of  thy  English  ancestry — no  short  cloaks,  no  gay  bonnets,  no  fan- 
tastic plumage  in  my  decent  household.  He  that  would  be  the  son 
of  Cedric  must  show  himself  of  English  ancestry. — Thou  art  about 
to  speak,"  he  added,  sternly,  "  and  I  guess  the  topic.  The  Lady 
Rowena  must  complete  two  years'  mourning,  as  for  a  betrothed 
husband — all  our  Saxon  ancestors  would  disown  us  were  we  to  treat 
of  a  new  union  for  her  ere  the  grave  of  him  she  should  have  wedded 
— him,  so  much  the  most  worthy  of  her  hand  by  birth  and  ancestry 
— is  yet  closed.  The  ghost  of  Athelstane  himself  would  burst  his 
bloody  cerements,  and  stand  before  us  to  forbid  such  dishonour  to 
his  memory." 

It  seemed  as  if  Cedric's  words  had  raised  a  spectre ;  for  scarce 
had  he  uttered  them  ere  the  door  flew  open,  and  Athelstane,  arrayed 
in  the  garments  of  the  grave,  stood  before  them,  pale,  haggard,  and 
like  something  arisen  from  the  dead ! 

The  effect  of  this  apparition  on  the  persons  present  was  utterly 
appalling.  Cedric  started  back  as  far  as  the  wall  of  the  apartment 
would  permit,  and,  leaning  against  it  as  one  unable  to  support  him- 
self, gazed  on  the  figure  of  his  friend  with  eyes  that  seemed  fixed, 
and  a  mouth  which  he  appeared  incapable  of  shutting.  Ivanhoe 
crossed  himself,  repeating  prayers  in  Saxon,  Latin,  or  Norman- 
French,  as  they  occurred  to  his  memory,  while  Richard  alternately 
said,  Benedicite,  and  swore,  Mort  de  ma  vie  ! 

In  the  mean  time  a  horrible  noise  was  heard  below  stairs,  some 
crying,  "Secure  the  treacherous  monks!" — others,  "Down  with 
them  into  the  dungeon !  " — others,  "  Pitch  them  from  the  highest 
battlements !  " 

"  In  the  name  of  God!  "  said  Cedric,  addressing  what  seemed  the 
spectre  of  his  departed  friend,  "if  thou  art  mortal,  speak! — if  a 
departed  spirit,  say  for  what  cause  thou  dost  revisit  us,  or  if  I  can 
do  aught  that  can  set  thy  spirit  at  repose. — Living  or  dead,  noble 
Athelstane,  speak  to  Cedric!  " 

"I  will,"  said  the  spectre  very  composedly,  "when  I  have  collected 
breath,  and  when  you  give  me  time — Alive,  saidst  thou  ?— I  am  as 
much  alive  as  he  can  be  who  has  fed  on  bread  and  water  for  three 
days,  which  seem  three  ages — Yes,  bread  and  water,  Father  Cedric ! 
By  Heaven,  and  all  saints  in  it,  better  food  hath  not  passed  my 
weasand  for  three  livelong  days,  and  by  God's  providence  it  is  that 
I  am  now  here  to  tell  it." 

"  Why,  noble  Athelstane,"  said  the  Black  Knight,  "  I  myself  saw 
you  struck  down  by  the  fierce  Templar  towards  the  end  of  the  storm 
at  Torquilstone,  and  as  I  thought,  and  Wamba  reported,  your  skull 
was  cloven  through  the  teeth." 

"  You  thought  amiss,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Athelstane,  "  and  Wamba 
lied.  My  teeth  are  in  good  order,  and  that  my  supper  shall  presently 
find — No  thanks  to  the  Templar  though,  whose  sword  turned  in  his 

1  The  resuscitation  of  Athelstane  has  been  much  criticised,  as  too  violent  a  breach 
of  probability,  even  for  a  work  of  such  fantastic  character.  It  was  a  tour- de- force 
to  which  the  author  was  compelled  to  have  recourse,  by  the  vehement  entreaties  of 
his  friend  and  printer,  who  was  inconsolable  on  the  Saxon  being-  conveyed  to  the 
tomb. 
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hand,  so  that  the  blade  struck  me  flattings,  being"  averted  by  the 
handle  of  the  good  mace  with  which  I  warded  the  blow ;  had  my 
steel-cap  been  on,  I  had  not  valued  it  a  rush,  and  had  dealt  him  such 
a  counter-buff  as  would  have  spoilt  his  retreat.  But  as  it  was,  down 
I  went,  stunned  indeed,  but  unwounded.  Other,  of  both  sides,  were 
beaten  down  and  slaughtered  above  me,  so  that  I  never  recovered 
my  senses  until  I  found  myself  in  a  coffin— (an  open  one,  by  good 
luck) — placed  before  the  altar  of  the  church  of  Saint  Edmund's.  I 
sneezed  repeatedly — groaned — awakened,  and  would  have  arisen, 
when  the  Sacristan  and  Abbot,  full  of  terror,  came  running  at  the 
noise,  surprised  doubtless,  and  no  way  pleased  to  find  the  man  alive, 
whose  heirs  they  had  proposed  themselves  to  be.  I  asked  for  wine 
— they  gave  me  some,  but  it  must  have  been  highly  medicated,  for 
I  slept  yet  more  deeply  than  before,  and  wakened  not  for  many 
hours.  I  found  my  arms  swathed  down — my  feet  tied  so  fast  that 
mine  ankles  ache  at  the  very  remembrance — the  place  was  utterly 
dark — the  oubliette,  as  I  suppose,  of  their  accursed  convent,  and 
from  the  close,  stifled,  damp  smell,  I  conceive  it  is  also  used  for  a 
place  of  sepulture.  I  had  strange  thoughts  of  what  had  befallen  me, 
when  the  door  of  my  dungeon  creaked,  and  two  villain  monks  entered. 
They  would  have  persuaded  me  I  was  in  purgatory,  but  I  knew  too 
well  the  pursy  short-breathed  voice  of  the  Father  Abbot. — Saint 
Jeremy !  how  different  from  that  tone  with  which  he  used  to  ask  me 
for  another  slice  of  the  haunch !— the  dog  has  feasted  with  me  from 
Christmas  to  Twelfth-night." 

"  Have  patience,  noble  Athelstane,"  said  the  King,  "  take  breath — 
tell  your  story  at  leisure— beshrew  me  but  such  a  tale  is  as  well 
worth  listening  to  as  a  romance." 

"  Ay  but,  by  the  rood  of  Bromeholm,  there  was  no  romance  in  the 
matter  ! "  said  Athelstane. — "  A  barley  loaf  and  a  pitcher  of  water — 
that  they  gave  me,  the  niggardly  traitors,  whom  my  father,  and  I 
myself,  had  enriched,  when  their  best  resources  were  the  flitches  of 
bacon  and  measures  of  corn,  out  of  which  they  wheedled  poor  serfs  and 
bondsmen,  in  exchange  for  their  prayers — the  nest  of  foul  ungrateful 
vipers— barley  bread  and  ditch  water  to  such  a  patron  as  1  had  been ! 
I  will  smoke  them  out  of  their  nest  though  I  be  excommunicated  !  " 

"  But,  in  the  name  of  Our  Lady,  noble  Athelstane,"  said  Cedric, 
grasping  the  hand  of  his  friend,  "  how  didst  thou  escape  this  immi- 
nent danger?— did  their  hearts  relent?  " 

"  Did  their  hearts  relent !  "  echoed  Athelstane. — "  Do  rocks  melt 
with  the  sun?  I  should  have  been  there  still,  had  not  some  stir  in 
the  Convent,  which  I  find  was  their  procession  hither  ward  to  eat  my 
funeral  feast,  when  they  well  knew  how  and  where  I  had  been  buried 
alive,  summoned  the  swarm  out  of  their  hive.  I  heard  them  droning 
out  their  death-psalms,  little  judging  they  were  sung  in  respect  for 
my  soul  by  those  who  were  thus  famishing  my  body.  They  went, 
however,  and  I  waited  long  for  food — no  wonder — the  gouty  Sacristan 
was  even  too  busy  with  his  own  provender  to  mind  mine.  At  length, 
down  he  came,  with  an  unstable  step  and  a  strong  flavour  of  wine 
and  spices  about  his  person.  Good  cheer  had  opened  his  heart,  for 
,  he  left  me  a  nook  of  pasty  and  a  flask  of  wine,  instead  of  my  former 
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fare.  I  ate,  drank,  and  was  invigorated ;  when,  to  add  to  my  good 
luck,  the  Sacristan,  too  totty  to  discharge  his  duty  of  turnkey  fitly, 
locked  the  door  beside  the  staple,  so  that  it  fell  ajar.  The  light,  the 
food,  the  wine,  set  my  invention  to  work.  The  staple  to  which  my 
chains  were  fixed,  was  more  rusted  than  I  or  the  villain  Abbot  had 
supposed.  Even  iron  could  not  remain  without  consuming  in  the 
damps  of  that  infernal  dungeon." 

"  Take  breath,  noble  Athelstane,"  said  Richard,  "  and  partake  of 
some  refreshment,  ere  you  proceed  with  a  tale  so  dreadful." 

"  Partake  !  *  quoth  Athelstane  ;  "  I  have  been  partaking  five  times 
to-day — and  yet  a  morsel  of  that  savoury  ham  were  not  altogether 
foreign  to  the  matter ;  and  I  pray  you,  fair  sir,  to  do  me  reason  in  a 
cup  of  wine/' 

The  guests,  though  still  agape  with  astonishment,  pledged  their 
resuscitated  landlord,  who  thus  proceeded  in  his  story:— He  had 
indeed  now  many  more  auditors  than  those  to  whom  it  was  com- 
menced, for  Edith,  having  given  certain  necessary  orders  for  arrang- 
ing matters  within  the  Castle,  had  followed  the  dead-alive  up  to  the 
stranger's  apartment,  attended  by  as  many  of  the  guests,  male  and 
female,^  as  could  squeeze  into  the  small  room,  while  others,  crowding 
the  staircase,  caught  up  an  erroneous  edition  of  the  story,  and  trans- 
mitted it  still  more  inaccurately  to  those  beneath,  who  again  sent  it 
forth  to  the  vulgar  without,  in  a  fashion  totally  irreconcilable  to  the 
real  fact.  Athelstane,  however,  went  on  as  follows,  with  the  history 
of  his  escape  ■ — 

"  Finding  myself  freed  from  the  staple,  I  dragged  myself  up  stairs 
as  well  as  a  man  loaded  with  shackles,  and  emaciated  with  fasting, 
might ;  and  after  much  groping  about,  I  was  at  length  directed,  by 
the  sound  of  a  jolly  roundelay,  to  the  apartment  where  the  worthy 
Sacristan,  an  it  so  please  ye,  was  holding  a  devil's  mass  with  a  huge 
beetle-browed,  broad-shouldered  brother  of  the  grey-frock  and  cowl, 
who  looked  much  more  like  a  thief  than  a  clergyman.  I  burst  in 
upon  them,  and  the  fashion  of  my  grave-clothes,  as  well  as  the  clank- 
ing of  my  chains,  made  me  more  resemble  an  inhabitant  of  the  other 
world  than  of  this.  Both  stood  aghast ;  but  when  I  knocked  clown 
the  Sacristan  with  my  fist,  the  other  fellow,  his  pot-companion 
fetched  a  blow  at  me  with  a  huge  quarter-staff." 

"  This  must  be  our  Friar  Tuck,  for  a  count's  ransom,"  said  Richard, 
looking  at  Ivanhoe. 

"  He  may  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,"  said  Athelstane.  "  Fortunately 
he  missed  the  aim ;  and  on  my  approaching  to  grapple  with  him, 
took  to  his  heels,  and  ran  for  it.  I  failed  not  to  set  my  own  heels  at 
liberty  by  means  of  the  fetter-key,  which  hung  amongst  others  at 
the  sexton's  belt ;  and  I  had  thoughts  of  beating  out  the  knave's 
brains  with  the  bunch  of  keys,  but  gratitude  for  the  nook  of  pasty 
and  the  flask  of  wine  which  the  rascal  had  imparted  to  my  capti- 
vity, came  over  my  heart ;  so,  with  a  brace  of  hearty  kicks,  I  left 
him  on  the  floor,  pouched  some  baked  meat,  and  a  leathern  bottle 
of  wine,  with  which  the  two  venerable  brethren  had  been  regaling,! 
went  to  the  stable,  and  found  in  a  private  stall  mine  own  best  palfrey, 
which,  doubtless,  had  been  set  apart  for  the  Holy  Father's  Abbot's 
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particular  use.  Hither  I  came  with  all  the  speed  the  beast  could 
compass — man  and  mother's  son  flying*  before  me  wherever  I  came, 
taking'  me  for  a  spectre,  the  more  especially  as,  to  prevent  my  being1 
recognised,  I  drew  the  corpse-hood  over  my  face.  I  had  not  gained 
admittance  into  my  own  castle,  had  I  not  been  supposed  to  be  the 
attendant  of  a  juggler,  who  is  making*  the  people  in  the  castleyard 
very  merry,  considering  they  are  assembled  to  celebrate  their  lord's 
funeral — I  say  the  sewer  thought  I  was  dressed  to  bear  a  part  in  the 
tregetour's  mummery,  and  so  I  got  admission,  and  did  but  disclose 
myself  to  my  mother,  and  eat  a  hasty  morsel,  ere  I  came  in  quest  of 
you,  my  noble  friend." 

"  And  you  have  found  me/'  said  Cedric, "  ready  to  resume  our  brave 
projects  of  honour  and  liberty.  I  tell  thee,  never  will  dawn  a  morrow 
so  auspicious  as  the  next,  for  the  deliverance  of  the  noble  Saxon  race." 

"  Talk  not  to  me  of  delivering  any  one,"  said  Athelstane ;  it  is  well 
I  am  delivered  myself.  I  am  more  intent  on  punishing  that  villain 
Abbot.  He  shall  hang  on  the  top  of  this  Castle  of  Coningsburgh,  in 
his  cope  and  stole ;  and  if  the  stairs  be  too  strait  to  admit  his  fat 
carcass,  I  will  have  him  craned  up  from  without." 

"  But,  my  son,"  said  Edith,  "  consider  his  sacred  office." 

"Consider  my  three  days'  fast,"  replied  Athelstane  ;  "  I  will  have 
their  blood  every  one  of  them.  Front-de-Boeuf  was  burnt  alive  for 
a  less  matter,  for  he  kept  a  good  table  for  his  prisoners,  only  put  too 
much  garlic  in  his  last  dish  of  pottage.  But  these  hypocritical,  un- 
grateful slaves,  so  often  the  self-invited  flatterers  at  my  board,  who 
gave  me  neither  pottage  nor  garlic,  more  or  less,  they  die,  by  the 
soul  of  Hengist ! " 

"  But  the  Pope,  my  noble  friend,"  said  Cedric 

^ "  But  the  devil,  my  noble  friend,"  answered  Athelstane ;  "  they 
die,  and  no  more  of  them.  Were  they  the  best  monks  upon  earth, 
the  world  would  go  on  without  them." 

"  For  shame,  noble  Athelstane,"  said  Cedric ;  "  forget  such 
wretches  in  the  career  of  glory  which  lies  open  before  thee.  ^  Tell 
this  Norman  prince,  Richard  of  Anjou,  that,  lion-hearted  as  he  is,  he 
shall  not  hold  undisputed  the  throne  of  Alfred,  while  a  male  de- 
scendant of  the  Holy  Confessor  lives  to  dispute  it." 

"  How !"  said  Athelstane,  "  is  this  the  noble  King  Richard  ?  " 

"It  is  Richard  Plantagenet  himself,"  said  Cedric;  "yet  I  need 
not  remind  thee  that,  coming  hither  a  guest  of  free-will,  he  may 
neither  be  injured  nor  detained  prisoner — thou  well  knowest  thy 
duty  to  him  as  his  host." 

"  Ay,  by  my  faith  !  "  said  Athelstane  ;  "  and  my  duty  as  a  subject 
besides,  for  I  here  tender  him  my  allegiance,  heart  and  hand." 

"  My  son,"  said  Edith,  "  think  on  thy  royal  rights !" 

"Think  on  the  freedom  of  England,  "degenerate  Prince!"  said 
Cedric. 

"Mother  and  friend,"  said  Athelstane,  "a  truce  to  your  upbraid- 

ti  ings — bread  and  water  and  a  dungeon  are  marvellous  mortifiers  of 

ambition,  and  I  rise  from  the  tomb  a  wiser  man  than  I  descended 

into  it.     One  half  of  those  vain  follies  were  puffed  into  mine  ear  by 

that  perfidious  Abbot  Wolfram,  and  you  may  now  judge  if  he  is  a 
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counsellor  to  be  trusted.  Since  these  plots^  were  set  in  agitation,  1 
have  had  nothing"  but  hurried  journeys,  indigestions,  blows  and 
bruises,  imprisonments  and  starvation ;  besides  that  they  can  only 
end  in  the  murder  of  some  thousands  of  quiet  folk.  I  tell  you,  I  will 
be  king  in  my  own  domains,  and  nowhere  else ;  and  my  first  act  of 
dominion  shall  be  to  hang  the  Abbot." 

"  And  my  ward  Rowena,"  said  Cedric,  "  I  trust  you  intend  not  to 
desert  her?" 

"Father  Cedric,"  said  Athelstane,  "be  reasonable.  The  Lady 
Rowena  cares  not  for  me — she  loves  the  little  finger  of  my  kinsman 
Wilfred's  glove  better  than  my  whole  person.  There  she  stands  to 
avouch  it — Nay,  blush  not,  kinswoman,  there  is  no  shame  in  loving 
a  courtly  knight  better  than  a  country  franklin — and  do  not  laugh 
neither,  Rowena,  for  grave-clothes  and  a  thin  visage  are,  God  knows, 
no  matter  of  merriment — Nay,  an  thou  wilt  needs  laugh,  I  will  find 
thee  a  better  jest — Give  me  thy  hand,  or  rather  lend  it  me,  for  I  but 
ask  it  in  the  way  of  friendship.— Here,  cousin  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe, 

in  thy  favour  I  renounce  and  abjure Hey !  by  Saint  Dunstan,  our 

cousin  Wilfred  hath  vanished  ! — Yet,  unless  my  eyes  are  still  dazzled 
with  the  fasting  I  have  undergone,  I  saw  him  stand  there  but  even  now." 

All  now  looked  round  and  inquired  for  Ivanhoe,  but  he  had  van- 
ished. It  was  at  length  discovered  that  a  Jew  had  been  to  seek 
him ;  and  that,  after  very  brief  conference,  he  had  called  for  Gurth 
and  his  armour,  and  had  left  the  castle. 

"  Fair  cousin,"  said  Athelstane  to  Rowena,  "  could  I  think  that 
this  sudden  disappearance  of  Ivanhoe  was  occasioned  by  other  than 
the  weightiest  reason,  I  would  myself  resume " 

But  he  had  no  sooner  let  go  her  hand,  on  first  observing  that 
Ivanhoe  had  disappeared,  than  Rowena,  who  had  found  her  situation 
extremely  embarrassing,  had  taken  the  first  opportunity  to  escape 
from  the  apartment. 

"  Certainly,"  quoth  Athelstane,  "  women  are  the  least  to  be  trusted 
of  all  animals,  monks  and  abbots  excepted.  I  am  an  infidel,  if  I  ex- 
pected not  thanks  from  her,  and  perhaps  a  kiss  to  boot — These  cursed 
grave-clothes  have  surely  a  spell  on  them,  every  one  flies  from  me. — 
To  you  I  turn,  noble  King  Richard,  with  the  vows  of  allegiance, 
which,  as  a  liege-subject " 

But  King  Richard  was  gone  also,  and  no  one  knew  whither.  At 
length  it  was  learned  that  he  had  hastened  to  the  courtyard,  sum 
moned  to  his  presence  the  Jew  who  had  spoken  with  Ivanhoe,  and 
after  a  moment's  speech  with  him,  had  called  vehemently  to  horse, 
thrown  himself  upon  a  steed,  compelled  the  Jew  to  mount  another, 
and  set  off  at  a  rate,  which,  according  to  Wamba,  rendered  the  old 
Jew's  neck  not  worth  a  penny's  purchase. 

"  By  my  halidome  !  "  said  Athelstane,  "  it  is  certain  that  Zernebock 
hath  possessed  himself  of  my  castle  in  my  absence.  I  return  in  my 
grave-clothes,  a  pledge  restored  from  the  very  sepulchre,  and  every 
one  I  speak  to  vanishes  as  soon  as  they  hear  my  voice !— But  it  skills 
not  talking  of  it.  Come,  my  friends — such  of  you  as  are  left,  follow 
me  to  the  banquet-hall,  lest  any  more  of  us  disappear — it  is,  I  trust, 
as  yet  tolerably  furnished,  as  becomes  the  obsequies  of  an  ancient 


IVANHOE.  321 

Saxon  noble ;  and  should  we  tarry  any  longer,  who  knows  but  the 
devil  may  fly  off  with  the  supper  ? " 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

Be  Mowbray's  sins  so  heavy  in  his  bosom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courser's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lists, 
A  caitiff  recreant ! 

Richard  II. 

Our  scene  now  returns  to  the  exterior  of  the  Castle,  or  Preceptory, 
of  Templestowe,  about  the  hour  when  the  bloody  die  was  to  be  cast 
for  the  life  or  death  of  Rebecca.  It  was  a  scene  of  bustle  and  life, 
as  if  the  whole  vicinity  had  poured  forth  its  inhabitants  to  a  village 
wake,  or  rural  feast.  But  the  earnest  desire  to  look  on  blood  and 
death,  is  not  peculiar  to  those  dark  ages,  though,  in  the  gladiatorial 
exercise  of  single  combat  and  general  tourney,  they  were  habituated 
to  the  bloody  spectacle  of  brave  men  falling  by  each  other's  hands. 
Even  in  our  own  days,  when  morals  are  better  understood,  an  exe- 
cution, a  bruising-match,  a  riot,  or  a  meeting  of  radical  reformers, 
collects,  at  considerable  hazard  to  themselves,  immense  crowds  of 
spectators,  otherwise  little  interested,  except  to  see  how  matters  are 
to  be  conducted,  or  whether  the  heroes  of  the  day  are,  in  the  heroic 
language  of  insurgent  tailors,  "flints  "  or  "  dunghills." 

The  eyes,  therefore,  of  a  very  considerable  multitude,  were  bent 
on  the  gate  of  the  Preceptory  of  Templestowe,  with  the  purpose  of 
witnessing  the  procession ;  while  still  greater  numbers  had  already 
surrounded  the  tiltyard  belonging  to  that  establishment.  This 
enclosure  was  formed  on  a  piece  of  level  ground  adjoining  to  the 
Preceptory,  which  had  been  levelled  with  care,  for  the  exercise  of 
military  and  chivalrous  sports.  It  occupied  the  brow  of  a  soft  and 
gentle  eminence,  was  carefully  palisaded  around,  and,  as  the  Tem- 
plars willingly  invited  spectators  to  be  witnesses  of  their  skill  in 
feats  of  chivalry,  was  amply  supplied  with  galleries  and  benches  for 
their  use. 

On  the  present  occasion,  a  throne  was  erected  for  the  Grand  Master 
at  the  east  end,  surrounded  with  seats  of  distinction  for  the  Preceptors 
and  Knights  of  the  Order.  Over  these  floated  the  sacred  standard, 
called  Le  Beau-seant,  which  was  the  ensign,  as  its  name  was  the 
battle-cry,  of  the  Templars. 

At  the  opposite  end  of  the  lists  was  a  pile  of  fagots,  so  arranged 
around  a  stake,  deeply  fixed  in  the  ground,  as  to  leave  a  space  for 
the  victim  whom  they  were  destined  to  consume,  to  enter  within  the 
fatal  circle  in  order  to  be  chained  to  the  stake  by  the  fetters  which 
hung  ready  for  the  purpose.  Beside  this  deadly  apparatus  stood  four 
black  slaves,  whose  colour  and  African  features,  then  so  little  known 
in  England,  appalled  the  multitude,  who  gazed  on  them  as  on  demons 
employed  about  their  own  diabolical  exercises.     These  men  stirred 

x 


322  IVANHOE. 

not  excepting"  now  and  then,  under  the  direction  of  one  who  seemed 
their  chief,  to  shift  and  replace  the  ready  fuel.  They  looked  not  on 
the  multitude.  In  fact,  they  seemed  insensible  of  their  presence,  and 
of  everything*  save  the  discharge  of  their  own  horrible  duty.  And 
when,  in  speech  with  each  other,  they  expanded  their  blubber  lips, 
and  showed  their  white  fangs,  as  if  they  grinned  at  the  thoughts  of 
the  expected  tragedy,  the  startled  commons  could  scarcely  help 
believing  that  they  were  actually  the  familiar  spirits  with  whom  the 
witch  had  communed,  and  who,  her  time  being  out,  stood  readv  to 
assist  in  her  dreadful  punishment.  They  whispered  to  each  other, 
and  communicated  all  the  feats  which  Satan  had  performed  during 
that  busy  and  unhappy  period,  not  failing,  of  course,  to  give  the 
devil  rather  more  than  his  due. 

"  Have  you  not  heard,  Father  Dennet,"  quoth  one  boor  to  another 
advanced  in  years,  "  that  the  devil  has  carried  away  bodily  the  great 
Saxon  Thane,  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh  ?  " 

"  Ay,  but  he  brought  him  back  though,  by  the  blessing  of  God  and 
Saint  Dunstan." 

"  How's  that  ? "  said  a  brisk  young  fellow,  dressed  in  a  green  cas- 
sock embroidered  with  gold,  and  having  at  his  heels  a  stout  lad 
bearing  a  harp  upon  his  back,  which  betrayed  his  vocation.  The 
Minstrel  seemed  of  no  vulgar  rank ;  for,  besides  the  splendour  of 
his  gaily  broidered  doublet,  he  wore  around  his  neck  a  silver  chain, 
by  which  hung  the  wrest,  or  key,  with  which  he  tuned  his  harp.  On 
his  right  arm  was  a  silver  plate,  which,  instead  of  bearing,  as  usual, 
the  cognisance  or  badge  of  the  baron  to  whose  family  he  belonged, 
had  barely  the  word  Sherwood  engraved  upon  it. — "  How  mean  you 
by  that  ?  "  said  the  gay  Minstrel,  mingling  in  the  conversation  of  the 
peasants  ;  "  I  came  to  seek  one  subject  for  my  rhyme,  and,by'r  Lady, 
I  were  glad  to  find  two." 

"  It  is  well  avouched,"  said  the  elder  peasant,  "  that  after  Athel- 
stane of  Coningsburgh  had  been  dead  four  weeks " 

"  That  is  impossible,"  said  the  Minstrel ;  "  I  saw  him  in  life  at  the 
Passage  of  Arms  at  Ashby-de-la-Zouch." 

"  Dead,  however,  he  was,  or  else  translated,"  said  the  younger 
peasant ;  "  for  I  heard  the  Monks  of  Saint  Edmund's  singing  the 
death's  hymn  for  him ;  and,  moreover,  there  was  a  rich  death-meal 
and  dole  at  the  Castle  of  Coningsburgh,  as  right  was ;  and  thither 
had  I  gone,  but  for  Mabel  Parkins,  who " 

"  Ay,  dead  was  Athelstane,"  said  the  old  man,  shaking  his  head, 
"  and  the  more  pity  it  was,  for  the  old  Saxon  blood " 

"  But,  your  story,  my  masters— your  story,"  said  the  Minstrel, 
somewhat  impatiently. 

"  Ay,  ay — construe  us  the  story,"  said  a  burly  Friar,  who  stood 
beside  them,  leaning  on  a  pole  that  exhibited  an  appearance  between 
a  pilgrim's  staff  and  a  quarter-staff,  and  probably  acted  as  either  when 
occasion  served, — "  Your  story,"  said  the  stalwart  churchman ;  "  burn 
not  daylight  about  it — we  have  short  time  to  spare." 

"  An  please  your  reverence,"  said  Dennet,  "  a  drunken  priest  came 
to  visit  the  Sacristan  at  Saint  Edmund's " 

"  It  does  not  please  my  reverence,"  answered  the  churchman, "  that 
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there  should  be  such  an  animal  as  a  drunken  priest,  or,  if  there  were, 
that  a  layman  should  so  speak  him.  Be  mannerly,  my  friend,  and 
conclude  the  holy  man  only  wrapt  in  meditation,  which  makes  the 
head  dizzy  and  foot  unsteady,  as  if  the  stomach  were  tilled  with  new 
wine — I  have  felt  it  myself.  *' 

"  Well,  then,"  answered  Father  Dennet,  "  a  holv  brother  came  to 
visit  the  Sacristan  at  Saint  Edmund's — a  sort  of  nedge-priest  is  the 
visitor,  and  kills  half  the  deer  that  are  stolen  in  the  forest,  who  loves 
the  tinkling*  of  a  pint-pot  better  than  the  sacring-bell,  and  deems  a 
flitch  of  bacon  worth  ten  of  his  breviary ;  for  the  rest,  a  good  fellow 
and  a  merry,  who  will  flourish  a  quarter-staff,  draw  a  bow,  and  dance 
a  Cheshire  round,  with  e'er  a  man  in  Yorkshire." 

"  That  last  part  of  thy  speech,  Dennet,"  said  the  Minstrel,  "  has 
saved  thee  a  rib  or  twain." 

"  Tush,  man,  I  fear  him  not,"  said  Dennet ;  "  I  am  somewhat 
old  and  stiff,  but  when  I  fought  for  the  bell  and  ram  at  Doncas- 
ter " 

"  But  the  story — the  story,  my  friend,"  again  said  the  Minstrel. 

"  Why,  the  tale  is  but  this  —  Athelstane  of  Coningsburgh  was 
buried  at  Saint  Edmund's." 

"  That's  a  lie,  and  a  loud  one,"  said  the  Friar,  "  for  I  saw  him 
borne  to  his  own  Castle  of  Coningsburgh." 

"  Nay,  then,  e'en  tell  the  story  yourself,  my  masters,"  said  Dennet, 
turning  sulky  at  these  repeated  contradictions  ;  and  it  was  with  some 
difficulty  that  the  boor  could  be  prevailed  on,  by  the  request  of  his 
comrade  and  the  Minstrel,  to  renew  his  tale. — "  These  two  sober 
friars,"  said  he  at  length,  "  since  this  reverend  man  will  needs  have 
them  such,  had  continued  drinking  good  ale,  and  wine,  and  what  not, 
for  the  best  part  of  a  summer's  day,  when  they  were  aroused  by  a 
deep  groan,  and  a  clanking  of  chains,  and  the  figure  of  the  deceased 
Athelstane  entered  the  apartment,  saying, '  Ye  evil  shepherds  ! '  " 

"  It  is  false,"  said  the  Friar,  hastily,  "  he  never  spoke  a  word." 

"  So  ho  !  Friar  Tuck,"  said  the  Minstrel,  drawing  him  apart  from 
the  rustics  ;  "  we  have  started  a  new  hare,  I  find." 

"  I  tell  thee,  Allan-a-Dale,"  said  the  Hermit,  "  I  saw  Athelstane  of 
Coningsburgh  as  much  as  bodily  eyes  ever  saw  a  living  man.  He 
had  his  shroud  on,  and  all  about  him  smelt  of  the  sepulchre — A  butt 
of  sack  will  not  wash  it  out  of  my  memory." 

"  Pshaw !  "  answered  the  Minstrel ;  "  thou  dost  but  jest  with  me !  " 

"Never  believe  me,"  said  the  Friar,  "  an  I  fetched  not  a  knock  at 
him  with  my  quarter-staff  that  would  have  felled  an  ox,  and  it  glided 
through  his  body  as  it  might  through  a  pillar  of  smoke !  " 

"  By  Saint  Hubert,"  said  the  Minstrel,  "  but  it  is  a  wondrous  tale, 
and  fit  to  be  put  in  metre  to  the  ancient  tune, '  Sorrow  came  to  the 
old  Friar.'" 

"  Laugh,  if  ye  list,"  said  Friar  Tuck ;  "  but  an  ye  catch  me  singing 
on  such  a  theme,  may  the  next  ghost  or  devil  carry  me  off  with  him 
headlong  !  No,  no — I  instantly  formed  the  purpose  of  assisting  at 
some  good  work,  such  as  the  burning  of  a  witch,  a  judicial  combat, 
or  the  like  matter  of  godly  service,  and  therefore  am  I  here." 

As  they  thus  conversed,  the  heavy  bell  of  the  church  of  Saint 
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Michael  of  Templestowe,  a  venerable  building",  situated  in  a  hamlet 
at  some  distance  from  the  Preceptory,  broke  short  their  argument. 
One  by  one  the  sullen  sounds  fell  successively  on  the  ear,  leaving*  but 
sufficient  space  for  each  to  die  away  in  distant  echo,  ere  the  ear  was 
again  filled  by  repetition  of  the  iron  knell.  These  sounds,  the  signal 
of  the  approaching-  ceremony,  chilled  with  awe  the  hearts  of  the 
assembled  multitude,  whose  eyes  were  now  turned  to  the  Precep- 
tory, expecting  the  approach  of  the  Grand  Master,  the  champion, 
and  the  criminal. 

At  length  the  drawbridge  fell,  the  gates  opened,  and  a  knight, 
bearing  the  great  standard  of  the  Order,  sallied  from  the  castle, 
preceded  by  six  trumpets,  and  followed  by  the  Knights  Preceptors, 
two  and  two,  the  Grand  Master  coming  last,  mounted  on  a  stately 
horse,  whose  furniture  was  of  the  simplest  kind.  Behind  him  came 
Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  armed  cap-a-pie  in  bright  armour,  but  with- 
out his  lance,  shield,  and  sword,  which  were  borne  by  his  two  esquires 
behind  him.  His  face,  though  partly  hidden  by  a  long  plume  which 
floated  down  from  his  barret-cap,  bore  a  strong  and  mingled  expres- 
sion of  passion,  in  which  pride  seemed  to  contend  with  irresolution. 
He  looked  ghastly  pale,  as  if  he  had  not  slept  for  several  nights,  yet 
reined  his  pawing  war-horse  with  the  habitual  ease  and  grace  proper 
to  the  best  lance  of  the  Order  of  the  Temple.  His  general  appear- 
ance was  grand  and  commanding ;  but,  looking  at  him  with  attention, 
men  read  that  in  his  dark  features  from  which  they  willingly  withdrew 
their  eyes. 

On  either  side  rode  Conrade  of  Mont-Fitchet,  and  Albert  de  Mal- 
voisin,  who  acted  as  godfathers  to  the  champion.  They  were  in  their 
robes  of  peace,  the  white  dress  of  the  Order.  Behind  them  followed 
other  Companions  of  the  Temple,  with  a  long  train  of  esquires  and 
pages  clad  in  black,  aspirants  to  the  honour  of  being  one  day 
Knights  of  the  Order.  After  these  neophytes  came  a  guard  of 
warders  on  foot,  in  the  same  sable  livery,  amidst  whose  partisans 
might  be  seen  the  pale  form  of  the  accused,  moving  with  a  slow  but 
undismayed  step  towards  the  scene  of  her  fate.  She  was  stript  of 
all  her  ornaments,  lest  perchance  there  should  be  among  them  some 
of  those  amulets  which  Satan  was  supposed  to  bestow  upon  his 
victims,  to  deprive  them  of  the  power  of  confession  even  when  under 
the  torture.  A  coarse  white  dress,  of  the  simplest  form,  had  been 
substituted  for  her  Oriental  garments ;  yet  there  was  such  an  exqui- 
site mixture  of  courage  and  resignation  in  her  look,  that  even  in  this 
garb,  and  with  no  other  ornament  than  her  long  black  tresses,  each 
eye  wept  that  looked  upon  her,  and  the  most  hardened  bigot  re- 
gretted the  fate  that  had  converted  a  creature  so  goodly  into  a  vessel 
of  wrath,  and  a  waged  slave  of  the  devil. 

A  crowd  of  inferior  personages  belonging'  to  the  Preceptory  fol- 
lowed the  victim,  all  moving  with  the  utmost  order,  with  arms  folded, 
and  looks  bent  upon  the  ground. 

This  slow  procession  moved  up  the  gentle  eminence,  on  the  summit 
of  wThich  was  the  tiltyard,  and,  entering  the  lists,  marched  once 
around  them  from  right  to  left,  and  when  they  had  completed  the 
circle,  made  a  halt.     There  was  then  a  momentary  bustle,  while  the 
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Grand  Master  and  all  his  attendants,  excepting  the  champion  and 
his  godfathers,  dismounted  from  their  horses,  which  were  imme- 
diately removed  out  of  the  lists  by  the  esquires,  who  were  in  attend- 
ance for  that  purpose. 

The  unfortunate  Rebecca  was  conducted  to  the  black  chair  placed 
near  the  pile.  On  her  first  glance  at  the  terrible  spot  where  prepar- 
ations were  making  for  a  death  alike  dismaying  to  the  mind,  and 
painful  to  the  body,  she  was  observed  to  shudder  and  shut  her  eyes, 
praying  internally  doubtless,  for  her  lips  moved  though  no  speech 
was  heard.  In  the  space  of  a  minute  she  opened  her  eyes,  looked 
fixedly  on  the  pile  as  if  to  familiarise  her  mind  with  the  object,  and 
then  slowly  and  naturally  turned  away  her  head. 

Meanwhile,  the  Grand  Master  had  assumed  his  seat ;  and  when 
the  chivalry  of  his  order  was  placed  around  and  behind  him,  each  in 
his  due  rank,  a  loud  and  long  flourish  of  the  trumpets  announced 
that  the  Court  were  seated  for  judgment.  Malvoisin,  then,  acting 
as  godfather  of  the  champion,  stepped  forward,  and  laid  the  glove  of 
the  Jewess,  which  was  the  pledge  of  battle,  at  the  feet  of  the  Grand 
Master. 

"  Valorous  Lord,  and  reverend  Father,"  said  he,  "  here  standeth 
the  good  Knight,  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  Knight  Preceptor  of  the 
Order  of  the  Temple,  who,  by  accepting  the  pledge  of  battle  which  I 
now  lay  at  your  reverence's  feet,  hath  become  bound  to  do  his  devoir 
in  combat  this  day,  to  maintain  that  this  Jewish  maiden,  by  name 
Rebecca,  hath  justly  deserved  the  doom  passed  upon  her  in  a  Chapter 
of  this  most  Holy  Order  of  the  Temple  of  Zion,  condemning  her  to  die 
as  a  sorceress  ; — here,  I  say,  he  standeth,  such  battle  to  do,  knightly 
and  honourable,  if  such  be  your  noble  and  sanctified  pleasure." 

"  Hath  he  made  oath,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  "  that  his  quarrel  is 
just  and  honourable  ?  Bring  forward  the  Crucifix  and  the  Te  igitur!' 

"  Sir,  and  most  reverend  father,"  answered  Malvoisin  readily, 
"  our  brother  here  present  hath  already  sworn  to  the  truth  of  his 
accusation  in  the  hand  of  the  good  Knight  Conrade  de  Mont-Fitchet ; 
and  otherwise  he  ought  not  to  be  sworn,  seeing  that  his  adversary  is 
an  unbeliever,  and  may  take  no  oath." 

This  explanation  was  satisfactory,  to  Albert's  great  joy ;  for  the 
wily  knight  had  foreseen  the  great  difficulty,  or  rather  impossibility, 
of  prevailing  upon  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  to  take  such  an  oath 
before  the  assembly,  and  had  invented  this  excuse  to  escape  the 
necessity  of  his  doing  so. 

The  Grand  Master,  having  allowed  the  apology  of  Albert  Mal- 
voisin, commanded  the  herald  to  stand  forth  and  do  his  devoir.  The 
trumpets  then  again  flourished,  and  a  herald,  stepping  forward,  pro- 
claimed aloud, — "  Oyez,  oyez,  oyez.— Here  standeth  the  good  Knight, 
Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  ready  to  do  battle  with  any  knight  of 
free  blood,  who  will  sustain  the  quarrel  allowed  and  allotted  to  the 
Jewess  Rebecca,  to  try  by  champion,  in  respect  of  lawful  essoine  of 
her  own  body ;  and  to  such  champion  the  reverend  and  valorous 
Grand  Master  here  present  allows  a  fair  field,  and  equal  partition 
of  sun  and  wind,  and  whatever  else  appertains  to  a  fair  combat."  The 
trumpets  again  sounded,  and  there  was  a  dead  pause  of  many  minutes. 
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"  No  champion  appears  for  the  appellant,"  said  the  Grand  Master. 
"  Go,  herald,  and  ask  her  whether  she  expects  any  one  to  do  battle 
for  her  in  this  her  cause."  The  herald  went  to  the  chair  in  which 
Rebecca  was  seated,  and  Bois-Guilbert  suddenly  turning-  his  horse's 
head  toward  that  end  of  the  lists,  in  spite  of  hints  on  either  side 
from  Malvoisin  and  Mont-Fitchet,  was  by  the  side  of  Rebecca's  chair 
as  soon  as  the  herald. 

"  Is  this  regular,  and  according"  to  the  law  of  combat  ? "  said 
Malvoisin,  looking*  to  the  Grand  Master. 

"  Albert  de  Malvoisin,  it  is,"  answered  Beaumanoir ;  "  for,  in  this 
appeal  to  the  judgment  of  God,  we  may  not  prohibit  parties  from 
having  that  communication  with  each  other,  which  may  best  tend  to 
bring  forth  the  truth  of  the  quarrel." 

In  the  mean  time,  the  herald  spoke  to  Rebecca  in  these  terms : — 
"  Damsel,  the  Honourable  and  Reverend  the  Grand  Master  demands 
of  thee,  if  thou  art  prepared  with  a  champion  to  do  battle  this  day 
in  thy  behalf,  or  if  thou  dost  yield  thee  as  one  justly  condemned  to  a 
deserved  doom  ? " 

"  Say  to  the  Grand  Master,"  replied  Rebecca,  "  that  I  maintain  my 
innocence,  and  do  not  yield  me  as  justly  condemned,  lest  I  become 
guilty  of  mine  own  blood.  Say  to  him,  that  I  challenge  such  delay 
as  his  forms  will  permit,  to  see  if  God,  whose  opportunity  is  in  man's 
extremity,  will  raise  me  up  a  deliverer ;  and  when  such  uttermost 
space  is  passed,  may  His  holy  will  be  done  !  "  The  herald  retired  to 
carry  this  answer  to  the  Grand  Master. 

"  God  forbid,"  said  Lucas  Beaumanoir,  "  that  Jew  or  Pagan 
should  impeach  us  of  injustice  ! — Until  the  shadows  be  cast  from  the 
west  to  the  eastward,  will  we  wait  to  see  if  a  champion  shall  appear 
for  this  unfortunate  woman.  When  the  day  is  so  far  passed,  let  her 
prepare  for  death." 

The  herald  communicated  the  words  of  the  Grand  Master  to 
Rebecca,  who  bowed  her  head  submissively,  folded  her  arms,  and, 
looking  up  towards  Heaven,  seemed  to  expect  that  aid  from  above 
which  she  could  scarce  promise  herself  from  man.  During  this 
awful  pause,  the  voice  of  Bois-Guilbert  broke  upon  her  ear — it  was 
but  a  whisper,  yet  it  startled  her  more  than  the  summons  of  the 
herald  had  appeared  to  do. 

"  Rebecca,"  said  the  Templar,  " dost  thou  hear  me?" 

"  I  have  no  portion  in  thee,  cruel,  hard-hearted  man,"  said  the 
unfortunate  maiden. 

"  Ay,  but  dost  thou  understand  my  words  ?  "  said  the  Templar ;  "  for 
the  sound  of  my  voice  is  frightful  in  mine  own  ears.  I  scarce  know 
on  what  ground  we  stand,  or  for  what  purpose  they  have  brought  us 
hither. — This  listed  space — that  chair— these  fagots — I  know  their 
purpose,  and  yet  it  appears  to  me  like  something  unreal — the  fearful 
picture  of  a  vision,  which  appals  my  sense  with  hideous  fantasies,  but 
convinces  not  my  reason." 

"  My  mind  and  senses  keep  touch  and  time,"  answered  Rebecca, 
"  and  tell  me  alike  that  these  fagots  are  destined  to  consume  my 
earthly  body,  and  open  a  painful  but  a  brief  passage  to  a  better 
world." 


IVAN  HOE.  327 

"  Dreams,  Rebecca,  —  dreams,"  answered  the  Templar  ;  "  idle 
visions,  rejected  by  the  wisdom  of  your  own  wiser  Sadducees.  Hear 
me,  Rebecca  "  he  said,  proceeding*  with  animation ;  "  a  better  chance 
hast  thou  for  life  and  liberty  than  yonder  knaves  and  dotard  dream  of. 
Mount  thee  behind  me  on  my  steed— on  Zamor,  the  gallant  horse  that 
never  failed  his  rider.  I  won  him  in  single  fight  from  the  Soldan  of 
Trebizond — mount,  I  say,  behind  me — in  one  short  hour  is  pursuit 
and  inquiry  far  behind — a  new  world  of  pleasure  opens  to  thee — to 
me  a  new  career  of  fame.  Let  them  speak  the  doom  which  I  despise, 
and  erase  the  name  of  Bois-Guilbert  from  their  list  of  monastic  slaves ! 
I  will  wash  out  with  blood  whatever  blot  they  may  dare  to  cast  on  my 
scutcheon." 

"  Tempter,"  said  Rebecca,  "  begone !— Not  in  this  last  extremity 
canst  thou  move  me  one  hair's-breadth  from  my  resting"-place— sur- 
rounded as  I  am  by  foes,  I  hold  thee  as  my  worst  and  most  deadly 
enemy — avoid  thee,  in  the  name  of  God  !  " 

Albert  Malvoisin,  alarmed  and  impatient  at  the  duration  of  their 
conference,  now  advanced  to  interrupt  it. 

"  Hath  the  maiden  acknowledged  her  guilt  ?  "  he  demanded  of 
Bois-Guilbert ;  "  or  is  she  resolute  in  her  denial  ?  " 

"  She  is  indeed  resolute"  said  Bois-Guilbert. 

"  Then,"  said  Malvoisin,  "  must  thou,  noble  brother,  resume  thy 
place  to  attend  the  issue— The  shades  are  changing  on  the  circle  of 
the  dial — Come,  brave  Bois-Guilbert — come,  thou  hope  of  our  holy 
Order,  and  soon  to  be  its  head." 

As  he  spoke  in  this  soothing  tone,  he  laid  his  hand  on  the  knight's 
bridle,  as  if  to  lead  him  back  to  his  station. 

"  False  villain !  what  meanest  thou  by  thy  hand  on  my  rein  ?  "  said 
Sir  Brian  angrily.  And  shaking  off  his  companion's  grasp,  he  rode 
back  to  the  upper  end  of  the  lists. 

"  There  is  yet  spirit  in  him,"  said  Malvoisin  apart  to  Mont-Fitchet, 
"  were  it  well  directed— but,  like  the  Greek  fire,  it  burns  whatever 
approaches  it." 

The  Judges  had  now  been  two  hours  in  the  lists,  awaiting  in  vain 
the  appearance  of  a  champion. 

"  And  reason  good,"  said  Friar  Tuck,  "  seeing  she  is  a  Jewess — 
and  yet,  by  mine  Order,  it  is  hard  that  so  young  and  beautiful  a 
creature  should  perish  without  one  blow  being  struck  in  her  behalf! 
Were  she  ten  times  a  witch,  provided  she  were  but  the  least  bit  of  a 
Christian,  my  quarter-staff*  should  ring  noon  on  the  steel  cap  of  yon- 
der fierce  Templar,  ere  he  carried  the  matter  off  thus." 

It  was,  however,  the  general  belief  that  no  one  could  or  would 
appear  for  a  Jewess,  accused  of  sorcery ;  and  the  knights,  instigated 
by  Malvoisin,  whispered  to  each  other,  that  it  was  time  to  declare  the 
pledge  of  Rebecca  forfeited.  At  this  instant  a  knight,  urging  his 
horse  to  speed,  appeared  on  the  plain  advancing  towards  the  lists. 
A  hundred  voices  exclaimed,  "  A  champion  !  a  champion  !  "  And 
despite  the  prepossessions  and  prejudices  of  the  multitude,  they 
shouted  unanimously  as  the  knight  rode  into  the  tiltyard.  The 
second  glance,  however,  served  to  destroy  the  hope  that  his  timely 
arrival  had  excited.     His  horse,  urged  for  many  miles  to  its  utmost 
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speed,  appeared  to  reel  from  fatigue,  and  the  rider,  however  un- 
dauntedly he  presented  himself  in  the  lists,  either  from  weakness, 
weariness,  or  both,  seemed  scarce  able  to  support  himself  in  the 
saddle. 

To  the  summons  of  the  herald,  who  demanded  his  rank,  his  name, 
and  purpose,  the  stranger  knight  answered  readily  and  boldly,  "  I  am 
a  good  knight  and  noble,  come  hither  to  sustain  with  lance  and  sword 
the  just  and  lawful  quarrel  of  this  damsel,  Rebecca,  daughter  of  Isaac 
of  York ;  to  uphold  the  doom  pronounced  against  her  to  be  false  and 
truthless,  and  to  defy  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  as  a  traitor,  mur- 
derer, and  liar ;  as  I  will  prove  in  this  field  with  my  body  against  his, 
by  the  aid  of  God,  of  Our  Lady,  and  of  Monseigneur  Saint  George, 
the  good  knight." 

"  The  stranger  must  first  show,"  said  Malvoisin,  "  that  he  is  good 
knight,  and  of  honourable  lineage.  The  Temple  sendeth  not  forth 
her  champions  against  nameless  men." 

"  My  name,"  said  the  Knight,  raising  his  helmet,  "  is  better  known, 
my  lineage  more  pure,  Malvoisin,  than  thine  own.  I  am  Wilfred  of 
Ivan  hoe." 

"  I  will  not  fight  with  thee  at  present,"  said  the  Templar,  in  a 
changed  and  hollow  voice.  "  Get  thy  wounds  healed,  purvey  thee  a 
better  horse,  and  it  may  be  I  will  hold  it  worth  my  while  to  scourge 
out  of  thee  this  boyish  spirit  of  bravade." 

"Ha!  proud  Templar,"  said  Ivanhoe,  "hast  thou  forgotten  that 
twice  didst  thou  fall  before  this  lance?  Remember  the  lists  at  Acre 
— remember  the  Passage  of  Arms  at  Ashby — remember  thy  proud 
vaunt  in  the  halls  of  Rotherwood,  and  the  gage  of  your  gold  chain 
against  my  reliquary,  that  thou  wouldst  do  battle  with  Wilfred  of 
Ivanhoe,  and  recover  the  honour  thou  hadst  lost !  By  that  reliquary, 
and  the  holy  relic  it  contains,  I  will  proclaim  thee,  Templar,  a  coward 
in  every  court  in  Europe — in  every  Preceptory  of  thine  Order — 
unless  thou  do  battle  without  farther  delay." 

Bois-Guilbert  turned  his  countenance  irresolutely  towards  Rebecca, 
and  then  exclaimed,  looking  fiercely  at  Ivanhoe,  "  Dog  of  a  Saxon  ! 
take  thy  lance,  and  prepare  for  the  death  thou  hast  drawn  upon 
thee!" 

"Does  the  Grand  Master  allow  me  the  combat?"  said  Ivanhoe. 

"  I  may  not  deny  what  thou  hast  challenged,"  said  the  Grand 
Master,  "  provided  the  maiden  accepts  thee  as  her  champion.  Yet  I 
would  thou  wert  in  better  plight  to  do  battle.  An  enemy  of  our 
Order  hast  thou  ever  been,  yet  would  I  have  thee  honourably  met 
with." 

"  Thus — thus  as  I  am,  and  not  otherwise,"  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  it  is  the 
judgment  of  God— to  his  keeping  I  commend  myself.— Rebecca," 
said  he,  riding  up  to  the  fatal  chair,  "  dost  thou  accept  of  me  for  thy 
champion  ?  " 

"  I  do,"  she  said— "1  do,"— fluttered  by  an  emotion  which  the  fear 
of  death  had  been  unable  to  produce — "  1  do  accept  thee  as  the  cham- 
pion whom  Heaven  hath  sent  me.  Yet,  no — no — thy  wounds  are 
uncured — Meet  not  that  proud  man — why  shouldst  thou  perish  also  ?" 

But  Ivanhoe  was  already  at  his  post,  and  had  closed  his  visor,  and 
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assumed  his  lance.  Bois-Guilbert  did  the  same;  and  his  esquire 
remarked,  as  he  clasped  his  visor,  that  his  face,  which  had,  notwith- 
standing* the  variety  of  emotions  by  which  he  had  been  agitated,  con- 
tinued during1  the  whole  morning*  of  an  ashy  paleness,  was  now 
become  suddenly  very  much  flushed. 

The  herald,  then,  seeing  each  champion  in  his  place,  uplifted  his 
voice,  repeating  thrice — "  Faites  vos  devoirs,  preux  chevaliers!" 
After  the  third  cry,  he  withdrew  to  one  side  of  the  lists,  and  again 
proclaimed  that  none,  on  peril  of  instant  death,  should  dare,  by  word, 
cry,  or  action,  to  interfere  with  or  disturb  this  fair  field  of  combat. 
The  Grand  Master,  who  held  in  his  hand  the  gage  of  battle,  Rebecca's 
glove,  now  threw  it  into  the  lists,  and  pronounced  the  fatal  signal 
words,  Laissez  alter. 

The  trumpets  sounded,  and  the  knights  charged  each  other  in  full 
career.  The  wearied  horse  of  Ivanhoe,  and  its  no  less  exhausted 
rider^went  down,  as  all  had  expected,  before  the  well-aimed  lance 
and  vigorous  steed  of  the  Templar.  This  issue  of  the  combat  all  had 
foreseen ;  but  although  the  spear  of  Ivanhoe  did  but,  in  comparison, 
touch  the  shield  of  Bois-Guilbert,  that  champion,  to  the  astonishment 
of  all  who  beheld  it,  reeled  in  his  saddle,  lost  his  stirrups,  and  fell  in 
the  lists. 

Ivanhoe,  extricating  himself  from  his  fallen  horse,  was  soon  on 
foot,  hastening  to  mend  his  fortune  with  his  sword ;  but  his  anta- 
gonist arose  not.  ^  Wilfred,  placing  his  foot  on  his  breast,  and  the 
sword's  point  to  his  throat,  commanded  him  to  yield  him,  or  die  on 
the  spot.     Bois-Guilbert  returned  no  answer. 

"  Slay  him  not,  Sir  Knight,"  cried  the  Grand  Master,  "  unshriven 
and  unabsolved — kill  not  body  and  soul !    We  allow  him  vanquished." 

He  descended  into  the  lists,  and  commanded  them  to  unhelm  the 
conquered  champion.-  His  eyes  were  closed — the  dark  red  flush  was 
still  on  his  brow.  As  they  looked  on  him  in  astonishment,  the  eyes 
opened— but  they  were  fixed  and  glazed.  The  flush  passed  from  his 
brow,  and  gave  way  to  the  pallid  hue  of  death.  Unscathed  by  the 
lance  of  his  enemy,  he  had  died  a  victim  to  the  violence  of  his  own 
contending  passions. 

"  This  is  indeed  the  judgment  of  God,"  said  the  Grand  Master, 
looking*  upwards — "Fiat  voluntas  tua!" 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

So  !  now  'tis  ended,  like  an  old  wife's  story. 

Webster. 

When  the  first  moments  of  surprise  were  over,  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe 
demanded  of  the  Grand  Master,  as  judge  of  the  field,  if  he  had  man- 
fully and  rightfully  done  his  duty  in  the  combat  ? 

"Manfully  and  rightfully  hath  it  been  done,"  said  the  Grand 
Master;  "I  pronounce  the  maiden  free  and  guiltless— The  arms  and 
the  body  cf  the  deceased  knight  are  at  the  will  of  the  victor." 
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"  I  will  not  despoil  him  of  his  weapons,"  said  the  Knight  of  Ivan-^ 
hoe,"  nor  condemn  his  corpse  to  shame— he  hath  fought  for  Christ- 
endom— God's  arm,  no  human  hand,  hath  this  day  struck  him  down. 
But  let  his  obsequies  be  private,  as  becomes  those  of  a  man  who  died 
in  an  unjust  quarrel. — And  for  the  maiden " 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  clattering  of  horses'  feet,  advancing  in 
such  numbers,  and  so  rapidly,  as  to  shake  the  ground  before  them ; 
and  the  Black  Knight  galloped  into  the  lists.  He  was  followed  by 
a  numerous  band  of  men-at-arms,  and  several  knights  in  complete 
armour. 

"I  am  too  late,"  he  said,  looking  around  him.  "I  had  doomed 
Bois-Guilbert  for  mine  own  property. — Ivanhoe,  was  this  well, 
to  take  on  thee  such  a  venture,  and  thou  scarce  able  to  keep  thy 
saddle?" 

"  Heaven,  my  Liege,"  answered  Ivanhoe,  "  hath  taken  this  proud 
man  for  its  victim.  He  was  not  to  be  honoured  in  dying  as  your  will 
had  designed." 

"  Peace  be  with  him,"  said  Richard,  looking  steadfastly  on  the 
corpse,  "  if  it  may  be  so— he  was  a  gallant  knight,  and  has  died  in 
his  steel  harness  full  knightly.  But  we  must  waste  no  time — Bohun, 
do  thine  office !  " 

A  knight  stepped  forward  from  the  King's  attendants,  and,  laying 
his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  Albert  de  Malvoisin,  said,  "  I  arrest  thee 
of  high  treason." 

The  Grand  Master  had  hitherto  stood  astonished  at  the  appear- 
ance of  so  many  warriors.— He  now  spoke. 

"  Who  dares  to  arrest  a  Knight  of  the  Temple  of  Zion,  within 
the  girth  of  his  own  Preceptory,  and  in  the  presence  of  the  Grand 
Master  ?  and  by  whose  authority  is  this  bold  outrage  offered"? " 

"  I  make  the  arrest,"  replied  the  Knight — "  I,  Henry  Bohun,  Earl 
of  Essex,  Lord  High  Constable  of  England." 

u  And  he  arrests  Malvoisin,"  said  the  King,  raising  his  visor,  "  by 
the  order  of  Richard  Plantagenet,  here  present. — Conrade  Mont- 
Fitchet,  it  is  well  for  thee  thou  art  born  no  subject  of  mine. — But 
for  thee,  Malvoisin,  thou  diest  with  thy  brother  Philip,  ere  the  world 
be  a  week  older." 

"  I  will  resist  thy  doom,"  said  the  Grand  Master. 

"  Proud  Templar,"  said  the  King,  "  thou  canst  not — look  up,  and, 
behold  the  Royal  Standard  of  England  floats  over  thy  towers  instead 
of  thy  Temple  banner !— Be  wise,  Beaumanoir,  and  make  no  bootless 
opposition — Thy  hand  is  in  the  lion's  mouth." 

"I  will  appeal  to  Rome  against  thee,"  said  the  Grand  Master, 
"for  usurpation  on  the  immunities  and  privileges  of  our  Order." 

"Be  it  so,"  said  the  King:  "but  for  thine  own  sake  tax  me  not 
with  usurpation  now.  Dissolve  thy  Chapter,  and  depart  with  thy 
followers  to  thy  next  Preceptory  (if  thou  canst  find  one),  which  has 
not  been  made  the  scene  of  treasonable  conspiracy  against  the  King 
of  England — Or,  if  thou  wilt,  remain,  to  share  our  hospitality,  and 
behold  our  justice." 

"  To  be  a  guest  in  the  house  where  I  should  command  ?  "  said  the 
Templar ;  "  never !  —  Chaplains,  raise  the  Psalm  Quare  fremuerunt 
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Gentes!— Knights,  squires,  and  followers  of  the  Holy  Temple,  pre- 
pare to  follow  the  banner  of  Beau-seant !  " 

The  Grand  Master  spoke  with  a  dignity  which  confronted  even 
that  of  England's  king  himself,  and  inspired  courage  into  his  sur- 
prised and  dismayed  followers.  They  gathered  around  him  like  the 
sheep  around  the  watch-dog,  when  they  hear  the  baying  of  the  wolf. 
But  they  evinced  not  the  timidity  of  the  scared  flock — there  were 
dark  brows  of  defiance,  and  looks  which  menaced  the  hostility  they 
dared  not  to  proffer  in  words.  They  drew  together  in  a  dark  line  of 
spears,  from  which  the  white  cloaks  of  the  knights  were  visible  among 
the  dusky  garments  of  their  retainers,  like  the  lighter-coloured  edges 
of  a  sable  cloud.  The  multitude,  who  had  raised  a  clamorous  shout 
of  reprobation,  paused  and  gazed  in  silence  on  the  formidable  and 
experienced  body  to  which  they  had  unwarily  bade  defiance,  and 
shrunk  back  from  their  front. 

The  Earl  of  Essex,  when  he  beheld  them  pause  in  their  assembled 
force,  dashed  the  rowels  into  his  charger's  sides,  and  galloped  back- 
wards and  forwards  to  array  his  followers,  in  opposition  to  a  band  so 
formidable.  Richard  alone,  as  if  he  loved  the  danger  his  presence 
had  provoked,  rode  slowly  along  the  front  of  the  Templars,  calling 
aloud,  "What,  sirs!  Among  so  many  gallant  knights,  will  none 
dare  splinter  a  spear  with  Richard?— Sirs  of  the  Temple!  your 
ladies  are  but  sun-burned,  if  they  are  not  worth  the  shiver  of  a 
broken  lance  !" 

"  The  Brethren  of  the  Temple,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  riding 
forward  in  advance  of  their  body,  "  fight  not  on  such  idle  and  pro- 
fane quarrel — and  not  with  thee,  Richard  of  England,  shall  a  Tem- 
plar cross  lance  in  my  presence.  The  Pope  and  Princes  of  Europe 
shall  judge  our  quarrel,  and  whether  a  Christian  Prince  has  done 
well  in  bucklering  the  cause  which  thou  hast  to-day  adopted.  If 
unassailed,  we  depart  assailing  no  one.  To  thine  honour  we  refer 
the  armour  and  household  goods  of  the  Order  which  we  leave  behind 
us,  and  on  thy  conscience  we  lay  the  scandal  and  offence  thou  hast 
this  day  given  to  Christendom." 

With  these  words,  and  without  waiting  a  reply,  the  Grand  Master 
gave  the  signal  of  departure.  Their  trumpets  sounded  a  wild  march 
of  an  Oriental  character,  which  formed  the  usual  signal  for  the  Tem- 
plars to  advance.  They  changed  their  array  from  a  line  to  a  column 
of  march,  and  moved  off  as  slowly  as  their  horses  could  step,  as  if 
to  show  it  was  only  the  will  of  their  Grand  Master,  and  no  fear 
of  the  opposing  and  superior  force,  which  compelled  them  to  with- 
draw. 

"By  the  splendour  of  our  Lady's  brow  !  "  said  King  Richard,  "it 
is  pity  of  their  lives  that  these  Templars  are  not  so  trusty  as  they 
are  disciplined  and  valiant." 

The  multitude,  like  a  timid  cur  which  waits  to  bark  till  the  object 
of  its  challenge  has  turned  his  back,  raised  a  feeble  shout  as  the  rear 
of  the  squadron  left  the  ground. 

During  the  tumult  which  attended  the  retreat  of  the  Templars, 
Rebecca  saw  and  heard  nothing— she  was  locked  in  the  arms  of  her 
aged  father,  giddy,  and  almost  senseless,  with  the  rapid  change  of 
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circumstances  around  her.  But  one  word  from  Isaac  at  length  re- 
called her  scattered  feeling's. 

"Let  us  go,"  he  said,  "my  dear  daughter,  my  recovered  treasure — 
let  us  go  to  throw  ourselves  at  the  feet  of  the  good  youth." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Rebecca,  "  O  no — no — no — I   must  not  at  this 

moment  dare  to  speak  to  him — Alas  II  should  say  more  than 

No,  my  father,  let  us  instantly  leave  this  evil  place." 

"  But,  my  daughter,"  said  Isaac,  "  to  leave  him  who  hath  come 
forth  like  a  strong  man  with  his  spear  and  shield,  holding  his  life  as 
nothing,  so  he  might  redeem  thy  captivity ;  and  thou,  too,  the 
daughter  of  a  people  strange  unto  him  and  his— this  is  service  to  be 
thankfully  acknowledged." 

"  It  is — it  is — most  thankfully — most  devoutly  acknowledged."  said 
Rebecca — "  it  shall  be  still  more  so — but  not  now — for  the  sake  of 
thy  beloved  Rachel,  father,  grant  my  request — not  now!  " 

"  Nay,  but,"  said  Isaac,  insisting,  "  they  will  deem  us  more  thank- 
less than  mere  dogs !  " 

"  But  thou  seest,  my  dear  father,  that  King  Richard  is  in  presence, 
and  that " 

"  True,  my  best — my  wisest  Rebecca ! — Let  us  hence— let  us 
hence ! — Money  he  will  lack,  for  he  has  just  returned  from  Palestine, 
and,  as  they  say,  from  prison— and  pretext  for  exacting  it,  should  he 
need  any,  may  arise  out  of  my  simple  traffic  with  his  brother  John. 
Away,  away,  let  us  hence  !  " 

And  hurrying  his  daughter  in  his  turn,  he  conducted  her  from  the 
lists,  and  by  means  of  conveyance  which  he  had  provided,  transported 
her  safely  to  the  house  of  the  Rabbi  Nathan. 

The  Jewess,  whose  fortunes  had  formed  the  principal  interest  of 
the  day,  having  now  retired  unobserved,  the  attention  of  the  populace 
was  transferred  to  the  Black  Knight.  They  now  filled  the  air  with 
"  Long  life  to  Richard  with  the  Lion's  Heart,  and  down  with  the 
usurping  Templars  ?  " 

"  Notwithstanding  all  this  lip-loyalty,"  said  Ivanhoe  to  the  Earl  of 
Essex,  "  it  was  well  the  King  took  the  precaution  to  bring  thee  with 
him,  noble  Earl,  and  so  many  of  thy  trusty  followers." 

The  Earl  smiled  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Gallant  Ivanhoe,"  said  Essex,  "  dost  thou  know  our  Master  so 
well,  and  yet  suspect  him  of  taking  so  wise  a  precaution  !  I  was 
drawing  towards  York,  having  heard  that  Prince  John  was  making 
head  there,  when  I  met  King  Richard,  like  a  true  knight-errant, 
galloping  hither  to  achieve  in  his  own  person  this  adventure  of  the 
Templar  and  the  Jewess,  with  his  own  single  arm.  I  accompanied 
him  with  my  band,  almost  maugre  his  consent." 

"  And  what  news  from  York,  brave  Earl  ?  "  said  Ivanhoe  ;  "  will 
the  rebels  bide  us  there  ?  " 

"  No  more  than  Decembers  snow  will  bide  July's  sun,"  said  the 
Earl;  "  they  are  dispersing;  and  who  should  come  posting  to  bring 
us  the  news,  but  John  himself!  " 

"  The  traitor !  the  ungrateful  insolent  traitor !  "  said  Ivanhoe ; 
"did  not  Richard  order  him  into  confinement?" 

"  Oh !  he  received  him,"  answered  the  Earl,  "  as  if  they  had  met 
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after  a  hunting'  party ;  and,  pointing  to  me  and  our  men-at-arms, 
said,  *  Thou  seest,  brother,  I  have  some  angry  men  with  me — thou 
wert  best  go  to  our  mother,  carry  her  my  duteous  affection,  and 
abide  with  her  until  men's  minds  are  pacified. ' " 

"  And  this  was  all  he  said  ?  "  inquired  Ivanhoe  ;  "  would  not  any 
one  say  that  this  Prince  invites  men  to  treason  by  his  clemency  ?  " 

"  Just,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  as  the  man  may  be  said  to  invite  death, 
who  undertakes  to  fight  a  combat,  having'  a  dangerous  wound  un- 
healed.'1 

"  I  forgive  thee  the  jest,  Lord  Earl,"  said  Ivanhoe ;  "  but,  re- 
member, I  hazarded  but  my  own  life — Richard,  the  welfare  of  his 
kingdom." 

"  Those,"  replied  Essex,  u  who  are  specially  careless  of  their  own 
welfare,  are  seldom  remarkably  attentive  to  that  of  others—  But  let 
us  haste  to  the  castle,  for  Richard  meditates  punishing  some  of  the 
subordinate  members  of  the  conspiracy,  though  he  has  pardoned 
their  principal." 

From  the  judicial  investigations  which  followed  on  this  occasion, 
and  which  are  given  at  length  in  the  Wardour  Manuscript,  it  appears 
that  Maurice  de  Bracy  escaped  beyond  seas,  and  went  into  the  ser- 
vice of  Philip  of  France  ;  while  Philip  de  Malvoisin,  and  his  brother 
Albert,  the  Preceptor  of  Templestowe,  were  executed,  although 
Waldemar  Fitzurse,  the  soul  of  the  conspiracy,  escaped  with  banish- 
ment ;  and  Prince  John,  for  whose  behoof  it  was  undertaken,  was 
not  even  censured  by  his  good-natured  brother.  No  one,  however, 
pitied  the  fate  of  the  two  Malvoisins,  who  only  suffered  the  death 
which  they  had  both  well  deserved,  by  many  acts  of  falsehood,  cruelty, 
and  oppression. 

Briefly  after  the  judicial  combat,  Cedric  the  Saxon  was  summoned 
to  the  court  of  Richard,  which  for  the  purpose  of  quieting  the  counties 
that  had  been  disturbed  by  the  ambition  of  his  brother,  was  then 
held  at  York.  Cedric  tush'd  and  pshaw'd  more  than  once  at  the 
message— but  he  refused  not  obedience.  In  fact,  the  return  of 
Richard  had  quenched  every  hope  that  he  had  entertained  of  re- 
storing a  Saxon  dynasty  in  England ;  for,  whatever  head  the  Saxons 
might  have  made  in  the  event  of  a  civil  war,  it  was  plain  that  nothing 
could  be  done  under  the  undisputed  dominion  of  Richard,  popular  as 
he  was  by  his  personal  good  qualities  and  military  fame,  although 
his  administration  was  wilfully  careless,  now  too  indulgent,  and  now 
allied  to  despotism. 

j  But,  moreover,  it  could  not  escape  even  Cedric's  reluctant  observa- 
tion, that  his  project  for  an  absolute  union  among  the  Saxons,  by  the 
marriage  of  Rowena  and  Athelstane,  was  now  completely  at  an  end, 
by  the  mutual  dissent  of  both  parties  concerned.  This  was,  indeed, 
an  event  which,  in  his  ardour  for  the  Saxon  cause,  he  could  not  have 
anticipated ;  and  even  when  the  disinclination  of  both  was  broadly 
and  plainly  manifested,  he  could  scarce  bring  himself  to  believe  that 
two  Saxons  of  royal  descent  should  scruple,  on  personal  grounds,  at 
an  alliance  so  necessary  for  the  public  weal  of  the  nation.  But  it 
was  not  the  less  certain :  Rowena  had  always  expressed  her  repug- 
nance to  Athelstane,  and  now  Athelstane  was  no  less  plain  and 
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positive  in  proclaiming  his  resolution  never  to  pursue  his  addresses 
to  the  Lady  Rowena.  Even  the  natural  obstinacy  of  Cedric  sunk 
beneath  these  obstacles,  where  he,  remaining1  on  the  point  of  junction, 
had  the  task  of  dragging*  a  reluctant  pair  up  to  it,  one  with  each 
hand.  He  made,  however,  a  last  vigorous  attack  on  Athelstane,  and 
he  found  that  resuscitated  sprout  of  Saxon  royalty  engaged,  like 
country  squires  of  our  own  day,  in  a  furious  war  with  the  clergy. 

It  seems  that,  after  all  his  deadly  menaces  against  the  Abbot  of 
Saint  Edmund's,  Athelstane's  spirit  of  revenge,  what  between  the 
natural  indolent  kindness  of  his  own  disposition,  what  through  the 
prayers  of  his  mother  Edith,  attached,  like  most  ladies  (of  the 
period),  to  the  clerical  order,  had  terminated  in  his  keeping  the 
Abbot  and  his  monks  in  the  dungeons  of  Coningsburgh  for  three 
days  on  a  meagre  diet.  For  this  atrocity  the  Abbot  menaced  him 
with  excommunication,  and  made  out  a  dreadful  list  of  complaints  in 
the  bowels  and  stomach,  suffered  by  himself  and  his  monks  in  conse- 
quence of  the  tyrannical  and  unjust  imprisonment  they  had  sustained. 
With  this  controversy,  and  with  the  means  he  had  adopted  to  coun- 
teract this  clerical  persecution,  Cedric  found  the  mind  of  his  friend 
Athelstane  so  fully  occupied,  that  it  had  no  room  for  another  idea. 
And  when  Rowena's  name  was  mentioned,  the  noble  Athelstane 
prayed  leave  to  quaff  a  full  goblet  to  her  health,  and  that  she  might 
soon  be  the  bride  of  his  kinsman  Wilfred.  It  was  a  desperate  case, 
therefore.  There  was  obviously  no  more  to  be  made  of  Athelstane ; 
or,  as  Wamba  expressed  it,  in  a  phrase  which  has  descended  from 
Saxon  times  to  ours,  he  was  a  cock  that  would  not  fight. 

There  remained  betwixt  Cedric  and  the  determination  which  the 
lovers  desired  to  come  to,  only  two  obstacles, — his  own  obstinacy, 
and  his  dislike  of  the  Norman  dynasty.  The  former  feeling  gradu- 
ally gave  way  before  the  endearments  of  his  ward,  and  the  pride 
which  he  could  not  help  nourishing  in  the  fame  of  his  son.  Besides, 
he  was  not  insensible  to  the  honour  of  allying  his  own  line  to  that  of 
Alfred,  when  the  superior  claims  of  the  descendant  of  Edward  the 
Confessor  were  abandoned  for  ever.  Cedric's  aversion  to  the  Norman 
race  of  kings  was  also  much  undermined, — first,  by  consideration  of 
the  impossibility  of  ridding  England  of  the  new  dynasty,  a  feeling 
which  goes  far  to  create  loyalty  in  the  subject  to  the  king  de  facto ; 
and,  secondly,  by  the  personal  attention  of  King  Richard,  who  de- 
lighted in  the  blunt  humour  of  Cedric,  and,  to  use  the  language  of 
the  Wardour  Manuscript,  so  dealt  with  the  noble  Saxon,  that,  ere  he 
had  been  a  guest  at  court  for  seven  days,  he  had  given  his  consent 
to  the  marriage  of  his  ward  Rowena  and  his  son  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe. 

The  nuptials  of  our  hero,  thus  formally  approved  by  his  father, 
were  celebrated  in  the  most  august  of  temples,  the  noble  Minister  of 
York.  The  King  himself  attended,  and  from  the  countenance  which 
he  afforded  on  this  and  other  occasions  to  the  distressed  and  hitherto 
degraded  Saxons,  gave  them  a  safer  and  more  certain  prospect  of 
attaining  their  just  rights,  than  they  could  reasonably  hope  from  the 
precarious  chance  of  a  civil  war.  The  church  gave  her  full  solem- 
nities, graced  with  all  the  splendour  which  she  of  Rome  knows  how  to 
apply  with  such  brilliant  effect. 


IVANHOE.  335 

Gurth,  gallantly  apparelled,  attended  as  esquire  upon  his  young* 
master  whom  he  had  served  so  faithfully,  and  the  magnanimous 
Wamba,  decorated  with  a  new  cap  and  a  most  gorgeous  set  of  silver 
bells.  Sharers  of  Wilfred's  dangers  and  adversity,  they  remained, 
as  they  had  a  right  to  expect,  the  partakers  of  his  more  prosperous 
career. 

But  besides  this  domestic  retinue,  these  distinguished  nuptials 
were  celebrated  by  the  attendance  of  the  high-born  Normans,  as 
well  as  Saxons,  joined  with  the  universal  jubilee  of  the  lower  orders, 
that  marked  the  marriage  of  two  individuals  as  a  pledge  of  the  future 
peace  and  harmony  betwixt  two  races,  which,  since  that  period,  have 
been  so  completely  mingled,  that  the  distinction  has  become  wholly 
invisible.  Cedric  lived  to  see  this  union  approximate  towards  its 
completion  ;  for  as  the  two  nations  mixed  in  society  and  formed  in- 
termarriages with  each  other,  the  Normans  abated  their  scorn,  and 
the  Saxons  were  refined  from  their  rusticity.  But  it  was  not  until 
the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third  that  the  mixed  language,  now  termed 
English,  was  spoken  at  the  court  of  London,  and  that  the  hostile  dis- 
tinction of  Norman  and  Saxon  seems  entirely  to  have  disappeared. 

It  was  upon  the  second  morning  after  this  happy  bridal,  that  the 
Lady  Rowena  was  made  acquainted  by  her  handmaid  Elgitha,  that  a 
damsel  desired  admission  to  her  presence,  and  solicited  that  their 
parley  might  be  without  witness.  Rowena  wondered,  hesitated, 
became  curious,  and  ended  by  commanding  the  damsel  to  be  ad- 
mitted, and  her  attendants  to  withdraw. 

She  entered— a  noble  and  commanding  figure,  the  long  white  veil, 
m  which  she  was  shrouded,  overshadowing  rather  than  concealing 
the  elegance  and  majesty  of  her  shape.  Her  demeanour  was  that  of 
respect,  unmingled  by  the  least  shade  either  of  fear,  or  of  a  wish  to 
propitiate  favour.  Rowena  was  ever  ready  to  acknowledge  the 
claims,  and  attend  to  the  feelings  of  others.  She  arose,  and  would 
have  conducted  her  lovely  visitor  to  a  seat ;  but  the  stranger  looked 
at  Elgitha,  and  again  intimated  a  wish  to  discourse  with  the  Lady 
Rowena  alone.  Elgitha  had  no  sooner  retired  with  unwilling  steps, 
than,  to  the  surprise  of  the  Lady  of  Ivanhoe,  her  fair  visitant  kneeled 
on  one  knee,  pressed  her  hands  to  her  forehead,  and  bending  her 
head  to  the  gronnd,  in  spite  of  Rowena's  resistance,  kissed  the  em- 
broidered hem  of  her  tunic. 

"What  means  this,  lady?"  said  the  surprised  bride;  "  or  why  do 
you  offer  me  a  deference  so  unusual  ?  " 

*  Because  to  you,  Lady  of  Ivanhoe,"  said  Rebecca,  rising  up  and 
resuming  the  usual  quiet  dignity  of  her  manner,  "  I  may  lawfully, 
and  without  rebuke,  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude  which  I  owe  to  Wilfred 
of  Ivanhoe.  I  am — forgive  the  boldness  which  has  offered  to  you  the 
homage  of  my  country— I  am  the  unhappy  Jewess,  for  whom  your 
husband  hazarded  his  life  against  such  fearful  odds  in  the  tiltyard  of 
I  Templestowe." 

"  Damsel,"  said  Rowena,  "  Wilfred  of  Ivanhoe  on  that  day  ren- 
dered back  but  in  slight  measure  your  unceasing  charity  towards 
him  in  his  wounds  and  misfortunes.  Speak,  is  there  aught  remains 
in  which  he  or  I  can  serve  thee  ?  " 
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"  Nothing,"  said  Rebecca,  calmly,  "  unless  you  will  transmit  to 
him  my  grateful  farewell." 

"  You  leave  England,  then  ? "  said  Rowena,  scarce  recovering  the 
surprise  of  this  extraordinary  visit. 

"  I  leave  it,  lady,  ere  this  moon  again  changes.  My  father  hath  a 
brother  high  in  favour  with  Mohammed  Boabdil,  King  of  Grenada — 
thither  we  go,  secure  of  peace  and  protection,  for  the  payment  of 
such  ransom  as  the  Moslem  exact  from  our  people." 

"And  are  you  not  then  as  well  protected  in  England?"  said 
Rowena.  "  My  husband  has  favour  with  the  King— the  King  him- 
self is  just  and  generous." 

"  Lady,"  said  Rebecca,  "I  doubt  it  not— but  the  people  of  England 
are  a  fierce  race,  quarrelling  ever  with  their  neighbours  or  among 
themselves,  and  ready  to  plunge  the  sword  into  the  bowels  of  each 
other.  Such  is  no  safe  abode  for  the  children  of  my  people. 
Ephraim  is  an  heartless  dove — Issachar  an  over-laboured  drudge, 
which  stoops  between  two  burdens.  Not  in  a  land  of  war  and 
blood,  surrounded  by  hostile  neighbours,  and  distracted  by  internal 
factions,  can  Israel  hope  to  rest  during  her  wanderings." 

11  But  you,  maiden,"  said  Rowena — "  you  surely  can  have  nothing 
to  fear.  She  who  nursed  the  sick-bed  of  Ivanhoe,"  she  continued, 
rising  with  enthusiasm — "  she  can  have  nothing  to  fear  in  England, 
where  Saxon  and  Norman  will  contend  who  shall  most  do  her 
honour." 

'•  Thy  speech  is  fair,  lady,"  said  Rebecca,  "  and  thy  purpose  fairer ; 
but  it  may  not  be— there  is  a  gulf  betwixt  us.  Our  breeding,  our 
faith,  alike  forbid  either  to  pass  over  it.  Farewell — yet,  ere  I  go, 
indulge  me  one  request.  The  bridal  veil  hangs  over  thy  face; 
deign  to  raise  it,  and  let  me  see  the  features  of  which  fame  speaks 
so  highly. 

"They  are  scarce  worthy  of  being  looked  upon,"  said  Rowena; 
"  but,  expecting  the  same  from  my  visitant,  I  remove  the  veil." 

She  took  it  off  accordingly ;  and,  partly  from  the  consciousness 
of  beauty,  partly  from  bashmlness,  she  blushed  so  intensely,  that 
cheek,  brow,  neck,  and  bosom,  were  suffused  with  crimson.  Rebecca 
blushed  also,  but  it  was  a  momentary  feeling  ;  and,  mastered  by 
higher  emotions,  past  slowly  from  her  features  like  the  crimson 
cloud,  which  changes  colour  when  the  sun  sinks  beneath  the  horizon., 
"  Lady,"  she  said,  "  the  countenance  you  have  deigned  to  show  me 
will  long  dwell  in  my  remembrance.  There  reigns  in  it  gentleness! 
and  goodness ;  and  if  a  tinge  of  the  world's  pride  or  vanities  may< 
mix  with  an  expression  so  lovely,  how  should  we  chide  that  which  is 
of  earth  for  bearing  some  colour  of  its  original  ?  Long,  long  will  I 
remember  your  features,  and  bless  God  that  I  leave  my  noble  deli- 
verer united  with " 

She  stopped  short — her  eyes  filled  with  tears.  She  hastily  wiped 
them,  and  answered  to  the  anxious  inquiries  of  Rowena — "  I  am  well 
lady — well.  But  my  heart  swells  when  I  think  of  Torquilstone  anc 
the  lists  of  Templestowe. — Farewell.  One,  the  most  trifling  part  ol 
my  duty,  remains  undischarged.  Accept  this  casket — startle  not  at 
its  contents." 
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Rowena  opened  the  small  silver-chased  casket,  and  perceived  a 
carcanet,  or  necklace,  with  ear-jewels,  of  diamonds,  which  were  obvi- 
ously of  immense  value. 

"  It  is  impossible,"  she  said,  tendering  back  the  casket.  I  dare 
not  accept  a  gift  of  such  consequence." 

"Yet  keep  it,  lady,"  returned  Rebecca. — "  You  have  power,  rank, 
command,  influence  ;  we  have  wealth,  the  source  both  of  our  strength 
and  weakness ;  the  value  of  these  toys,  ten  times  multiplied,  would 
not  influence  half  so  much  as  your  slightest  wish.  To  you,  therefore, 
the  gift  is  of  little  value, — and  to  me,  what  I  part  with  is  of  much  less. 
Let  me  not  think  you  deem  so  wretchedly  ill  of  my  nation  as  your 
commons  believe.  Think  ye  that  I  prize  these  sparkling  fragments 
of  stone  above  my  liberty  ?  or  that  my  father  values  them  in  com- 
parison to  the  honour  of  his  only  child  ?  Accept  them,  lady — to  me 
they  are  valueless.    1  will  never  wear  jewels  more." 

"  You  are  then  unhappy ! "  said  Rowena,  struck  with  the  manner 
in  which  Rebecca  uttered  the  last  words.  "  Oh,  remain  with  us— the 
counsel  of  holy  men  will  wean  you  from  your  erring  law,  and  I  will 
be  a  sister  to  you." 

"  No,  lady,"  answered  Rebecca,  the  same  calm  melancholy  reigning 
in  her  soft  voice  and  beautiful  features — "  that  may  not  be.  I  may 
not  change  the  faith  of  my  fathers  like  a  garment  unsuited  to  the 
climate  in  which  I  seek  to  dwell,  and  unhappy,  lady,  I  will  not  be.  He, 
to  whom  I  dedicate  my  future  life,  will  be  my  comforter,  if  I  do  His 
will." 

"  Have  you  then  convents,  to  one  of  which  you  mean  to  retire  ?  " 
asked  Rowena. 

>  "  No,  lady,"  said  the  Jewess ;  "  but  among  our  people,  since  the 
time  of  Abraham  downwards,  have  been  women  who  have  devoted 
their  thoughts  to  Heaven,  and  their  actions  to  works  of  kindness  to 
men,  tending  the  sick, feeding  the  hungry,  and  relieving  the  distressed. 
Among  these  will  Rebecca  be  numbered.  Say  this  to  thy  lord,  should 
he  chance  to  inquire  after  the  fate  of  her  whose  life  he  saved." 

There  was  an  involuntary  tremor  on  Rebecca's  voice,  and  a  tender- 
ness of  accent,  which  perhaps  betrayed  more  than  she  would  willingly 
have  expressed.     She  hastened  to  bid  Rowena  adieu. 

"  Farewell,"  she  said ;  "  May  He,  who  made  both  Jew  and  Christian, 
shower  down  on  you  his  choicest  blessings  !  The  bark  that  wafts  us 
hence  will  be  under  weigh  ere  we  can  reach  the  port." 

'  She  glided  from  the  apartment,  leaving  Rowena  surprised  as  if  a 

vision  had  passed  before  her.     The  fair  Saxon  related  the  singular 

conference  to  her  husband,  on  whose  mind  it  made  a  deep  impression. 

He  lived  long  and  happily  with  Rowena,  for  they  were  attached  to 

each  other  by  the  bonds  of  early  affection,  and  they  loved  each  other 

the  more,  from  the  recollection  of  the  obstacles  which  had  impeded 

:  their  union.     Yet  it  would  be  inquiring  too  curiously  to  ask,  whether 

the  recollection  of  Rebecca's  beauty  and  magnanimity  did  not  recur 

i  to  his  mind  more  frequently  than  the  fair  descendant  of  Alfred  might 

8  altogether  have  approved. 

Ivanhoe  distinguished  himself  in  the  service  of  Richard,  and  was 
j  graced  with  farther  marks  of  the  royal  favour.     He  might  have  risen 

Y 
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still  higher,  but  for  the  premature  death  of  the  heroic  Coeur-de-Liou, 
before  the  Castle  of  Chaluz,  near  Limoges.  With  the  life  of  a  gene- 
rous, but  rash  and  romantic  monarch,  perished  all  the  projects  which 
his  ambition  and  his  generosity  had  formed ;  to  whom  may  be  applied, 
with  a  slight  alteration,  the  lines  composed  by  Johnson  for  Charles  of 
Sweden — 

His  fate  was  destined  to  a  foreign  strand, 
A  petty  fortress  and  an  "  humble  "  hand  ; 
He  left  the  name  at  which  the  world  grew  pale, 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 


END  OF  IVANHOE. 
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Note  A,  p.  6.     The  Ranger  of  the  Forest,  that  cuts  the  fore-claws  off 

our  DOGS. 

A  most  sensible  grievance  of  those  aggrieved  times  were  the  Forest  Laws.  These 
oppressive  enactments  were  the  produce  of  the  Norman  Conquest,  for  the  Saxon 
laws  of  the  chase  were  mild  and  humane  ;  while  those  of  William,  enthusiastically 
attached  to  the  exercise  and  its  rights,  were  to  the  last  degree  tyrannical.  The 
formation  of  the  New  Forest  bears  evidence  to  his  passion  for  hunting,  where  he 
reduced  many  a  happy  village  to  the  condition  of  that  one  commemorated  by  my 
friend,  Mr  William  Stewart  Rose  : 

"  Amongst  the  ruins  of  the  church 
The  midnight  raven  found  a  perch, 

A  melancholy  place  ; 
The  ruthless  Conqueror  cast  down, 
Wo  worth  the  deed,  that  little  town, 

To  lengthen  out  his  chase." 

The  disabling  dogs,  which  might  be  necessary  for  keeping  flocks  and  herds  from 
running  at  the  deer,  was  called  lawing,  and  was  in  general  use.  The  Charter  of 
the  Forest,  designed  to  lessen  those  evils,  declares  that  inquisition,  or  view,  for 
lawing  dogs,  shall  be  made  every  third  year,  and  shall  be  then  done  by  the  view 
and  testimony  of  lawful  men,  not  otherwise  ;  and  they  whose  dogs  shall  be  then 
found  unlawed,  suall  give  three  shillings  for  mercy,  and  for  the  future  no  man's 
ox  shall  be  taken  for  lawing.  Such  lawing  also  shall  be  done  by  the  assize  com- 
monly used,  and  which  is,  that  three  claws  shall  be  cut  off  without  the  ball  of  the 
right  foot.  See  on  this  subject  the  Historical  Essay  on  the  Magna  Charta  of  King 
John  (a  most  beautiful  volume),  by  Richard  Thomson. 

Note  B,  p.  10.  Negro  Slaves. 

The  severe  accuracy  of  some  critics  has  objected  to  the  complexion  of  the  slaves 
of  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert,  as  being  totally  out  of  costume  and  propriety.  I  remem- 
ber the  same  objection  being  made  to  a  set  of  sable  functionaries,  whom  my  friend, 
Mat  Lewis,  introduced  as  the  guards  and  mischief-doing  satellites  of  the  wicked 
Baron,  in  his  Castle  Spectre.  Mat  treated  the  objection  with  great  contempt,  and 
averred  in  reply,  that  he  made  the  slaves  black  in  order  to  obtain  a  striking  effect 
of  contrast,  and  that,  could  he  have  derived  a  similar  advantage  from  making  his 
heroine  blue,  blue  she  should  have  been. 

I  do  not  pretend  to  plead  the  immunities  of  my  oraer  so  higmy  as  this  ;  but 
neither  will  I  allow  that  the  author  of  a  modern  antique  romance  is  obliged  to  con- 
fine himself  to  the  introduction  of  those  manners  only  which  can  be  proved  to  have 
absolutely  existed  in  the  times  he  is  depicting,  so  that  he  restrain  himself  to  such 
as  are  plausible  and  natural,  and  contain  no  obvious  anachronism.  In  this  point  of 
view,  what  can  be  more  natural,  than  that  the  Templars,  who,  we  know,  copied 
closely  the  luxuries  of  the  Asiatic  warriors  with  whom  they  fought,  should  use  the 
service  of  the  enslaved  Africans,  whom  the  fate  of  war  transferred  to  new  masters? 
I  am  sure,  if  there  are  no  precise  proofs  of  their  having  done  so,  there  is  nothing, 
on  the  other  hand,  that  can  entitle  us  positively  to  conclude  that  they  never  did. 
Besides,  there  is  an  instance  in  romance. 

John  of  Rampayne,  an  excellent  juggler  and  minstrel,  undertook  to  effect  the 
escape  of  Audulf  de  Bracy,  by  presenting  himself  in  disguise  at  the  court  of  the 
king,  where  he  was  eonfined      For  this  purpose,   "  he  stained  his  hair  and  his 
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whole  body  entirely  as  black  as  jet,  so  that  nothing  was  white  but  his  teeth,"  and 
succeeded  in  imposing  himself  on  the  king,  as  an  Ethiopian  minstrel.  He  effected, 
by  stratagem,  the  escape  of  the  prisoner.  Negroes,  therefore,  must  have  been 
known  in  England  in  the  dark  ages.1 

Note  C,  p.  30.    Language  of  the  Chase. 

There  was  no  language  which  the  Normans  more  formally  separated  from  that  of 
common  life  than  the  terms  of  the  chase.  The  objects  of  their  pursuit,  whether 
bird  or  animal,  changed  their  name  each  year,  and  there  were  a  hundred  conven- 
tional terms,  to  be  ignorant  of  which  was  to  be  without  one  of  the  distinguishing 
marks  of  a  gentleman.  The  reader  may  consult  Dame  Juliana  Bern ers'  book  on 
the  subject.  The  origin  of  this  science  was  imputed  to  the  celebrated  Sir  Tristrem, 
famous  for  his  tragic  intrigue  with  the  beautiful  Ysolte.  As  the  Normans  reserved 
the  amusement  of  hunting  strictly  to  themselves,  the  terms  of  this  formal  jargon 
were  all  taken  from  the  French  language. 

Note  D,  p.  118.    Minstrelsy. 

The  realm  of  France,  it  is  well  known,  was  divided  betwixt  the  Norman  and 
Teutonic  race,  who  spoke  the  language  in  which  the  word  Yes  is  pronounced  as 
oui,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  southern  regions,  whose  speech,  bearing  some 
affinity  to  the  Italian,  pronounced  the  same  word  oc.  The  poets  of  the  former  race 
were  called  Minstrels,  and  their  poems  Lays :  those  of  the  latter  were  termed  Trou- 
badours, and  their  compositions  called  sirventes,  and  other  names.  Richard,  a 
professed  admirer  of  the  joyous  science  in  all  its  branches,  could  imitate  either  the 
minstrel  or  troubadour.  It  is  less  likely  that  he  should  have  been  able  to  compose 
or  sing  an  English  ballad  ;  yet  so  much  do  we  wish  to  assimilate  Him  of  the  Lion 
Heart  to  the  band  of  warriors  whom  he  led,  that  the  anachronism,  if  there  be  one, 
may  readily  be  forgiven. 

Note  E,  p.  142.    Battle  of  Stamford. 

A  great  topographical  blunder  occurred  here  in  former  editions.  The  bloody 
battle  alluded  to  in  the  text,  fought  and  won  by  King  Harold,  over  his  brother 
the  rebellious  Tosti,  and  an  auxiliary  force  of  Danes  or  Norsemen,  was  said,  in  the 
text,  and  a  corresponding  note,  to  have  taken  place  at  Stamford,  in  Leicestershire, 
and  upon  the  river  Welland.  This  is  a  mistake  into  which  the  author  has  been  led 
by  trusting  to  his  memory,  and  so  confounding  two  places  of  the  same  name.  The 
Stamford,  Strangford,  or  Staneford,  at  which  the  battle  really  was  fought,  is  a  ford 
upon  the  river  Derwent,  at  the  distance  of  about  seven  miles  from  York,  and 
situated  in  that  large  and  opulent  county.  A  long  wooden  bridge  over  the  Derwent, 
the  site  of  which,  with  one  remaining  buttress,  is  still  shown  to  the  curious  travel- 
ler, was  furiouslj'  contested.  One  Norwegian  long  defended  it  by  his  single  arm, 
and  was  at  length  pierced  with  a  spear  thrust  through  the  planks  of  the  bridge 
from  a  boat  beneath. 

The  neighbourhood  of  Stamford,  on  the  Derwent,  contains  some  memorials  of 
the  battle.  Horse-shoes,  swords,  and  the  heads  of  halberds,  or  bills,  are  often 
found  there;  one  place  is  called  the  "  Danes*  well,"  another  the  "Battle  flats." 
From  a  tradition  that  the  weapon  with  which  the  Norwegian  champion  was  slain 
resembled  a  pear,  or,  as  others  say,  that  the  trough  or  boat  in  whieh  the  soldier 
floated  under  the  bridge  to  strike  the  blow,  had  such  a  shape,  the  country  people 
usually  begin  a  great  market,  which  is  held  at  Stamford,  with  an  entertainment 
called  the  Pear- pie  feast,  which ,  after  all,  mny  be  a  corruption  of  the  Spear-pie  feast. 
For  more  particulars.  Drake's  History  of  York  may  he  referred  to.  The  author's 
mistake  was  pointed  out  to  him,  in  the  most  obliging  manner, "by  Robert  Belt, 
Esq.  of  Bossal  House.     The  battle  was  fought  in  1066. 

Note  F,  p.  148.    The  range  of  iron  bars  above  that  glowing  charcoal. 

This  horrid  species  of  torture  may  remind  the  reader  of  that  to  which  the  Spaniards 
subjected  Guatimozin,  in  order  to  extort  a  discovery  of  his  concealed  wealth.  But, 
in  fact,  an  instance  of  similar  barbarity  is  to  be  found  nearer  home,  and  occurs  in 
the  annals  of  Queen  Mary's  time,  containing  so  many  other  examples  of  atrocity. 
Every  reader  must  recollect,  that  after  the  fall  of  the  Catholic  Church,  and  the 

1  Dissertation  on  Romance  and  Minstrelsy,  prefixed  to  Ritson's  Aneient  Metrical  Romances,  p.  clxxxvii. 
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most  occasions,  loaded  with  unmerciful  ridicule,  as  possessing  a  character  incon- 
sistent with  all  around  them. 

Hence  the  fighting1  parson  in  the  old  play  of  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  and  the  famous 
friar  of  Robin  Hood's  band.  Nor  were  such  characters  ideal.  There  exists  a 
monition  of  the  Bishop  of  Durham  against  irregular  churchmen  of  this  class,  who 
associated  themselves  with  Border  robbers,  and  desecrated  the  holiest  offices  of 
the  priestly  function,  by  celebrating  them  for  the  benefit  of  thieves,  robbers,  and 
murderers,  amongst  ruins  and  in  caverns  of  the  earth,  without  regard  to  canonical 
form,  and  with  torn  and  dirty  attire,  and  maimed  rites  altogether  improper  for  the 
occasion. 

Note  L,  p.  309.    Castle  of  Coningsburgh. 

When  I  last  saw  this  interesting  ruin  of  ancient  days,  one  of  the  very  few  re- 
maining examples  of  Saxon  fortification,  I  was  strongly  impressed  with  the  desire 
of  tracing  out  a  sort  of  theory  on  the  subject,  which,  from  some  recent  acquaintance 
with  the  architecture  of  the  ancient  Scandinavians,  seemed  to  me  peculiarly  inte- 
resting. I  was,  however,  obliged  by  circumstances  to  proceed  on  my  journey, 
without  leisure  to  take  more  than  a  transient  view  of  Coningsburgh.  Yet  the  idea 
dwells  so  strongly  in  my  mind,  that  I  feel  considerably  tempted  to  write  a  page  or 
two  in  detailing  at  least  the  outline  of  my  hypothesis,  leaving  better  antiquaries  to 
correct  or  refute  conclusions  which  are  perhaps  too  hastily  drawn. 

Those  who  have  visited  the  Zetland  Islands  are  familiar  with  the  description  of 
castles  called  by  the  inhabitants  Burghs  ;  and  by  the  Highlanders — for  they  are 
also  to  be  found  both  in  the  Western  Isles  and  on  the  mainland — Duns.  Pennant 
has  engraved  a  view  of  the  famous  Dun-Dornadilla  in  Glenelg  ;  and  there  are  many 
others,  all  of  them  built  after  a  peculiar  mode  of  architecture,  which  argues  a  people 
in  the  most  primitive  state  of  society.  The  most  perfect  specimen  is  that  upon 
the  island  of  Mousa,  near  to  the  mainland  of  Zetland,  which  is  probably  in  the  same 
state  as  when  inhabited. 

It  is  a  single  round  tower,  the  wall  curving  in  slightly,  and  then  turning  out- 
ward again  in  the  form  of  a  dice-box,  so  that  the  defenders  on  the  top  might  the 
better  protect  the  base.  It  is  formed  of  rough  stones,  selected  with  care,  and  laid 
in  courses  or  circles,  with  much  compactness,  but  without  cement  of  any  kind. 
The  tower  has  never,  to  appearance,  had  roofing  of  any  sort ;  a  fire  was  made  in 
the  centre  of  the  space  which  it  encloses,  and  originally  the  building  was  probably 
little  more  than  a  wall  drawn  as  a  sort  of  screen  around  the  greatcouncil  fire  of  the 
tribe.  But,  although  the  means  or  ingenuity  of  the  builders  did  not  extend  so  far 
as  to  provide  a  roof,  they  supplied  the  want  by  constructing  apartments  in  the 
interior  of  the  walls  of  the  tower  itself.  The  circumvallation  formed  a  double  en- 
closure, the  inner  side  of  which  was,  in  fact,  two  feet  or  three  feet  distant  from 
the  other,  and  connected  by  a  concentric  range  of  long  flat  stones,  thus  forming  a 
series  of  concentric  rings  or  stories  of  various  heights,  rising  to  the  top  of  the  tower. 
Each  of  these  stories  or  galleries  has  four  windows,  faring  directly  to  the  points  of 
the  compass,  and  rising  of  course  regularly  above  each  other.  These  four  perpen- 
dicular ranges  of  windows  admitted  air,  and,  the  fire  being  kindled,  heat,  or  smoke 
at  least,  to  each  of  the  galleries.  The  access  from  gallery  to  gallery  is  equally  primi- 
tive. A  path,  on  the  principle  of  an  inclined  plane,  turns  round  and  round  the 
building  like  a  screw,  and  gives  access  to  the  different  stories,  intersecting  each  of 
them  in  its  turn,  and  thus  gradually  rising  to  the  top  of  the  wall  of  the  tower.  On 
the  outside  there  are  no  windows  ;  and  l  may  add,  that  an  enclosure  of  a  square, 
or  sometimes  a  round  form,  gave  the  inhabitants  of  the  Burgh  an  opportunity  to 
secure  any  sheep  or  cattle  which  they  might  possess. 

Such  is  the  general  architecture  of  that  very  early  period  when  the  Northmen 
swept  the  seas,  and  brought  to  their  rude  houses,  such  as  I  have  described  them, 
the  plunder  of  polished  nations.  In  Zetland  there  are  serval  scores  of  these  Burghs, 
occupying  in  every  case,  capes,  headlands,  islets,  and  similar  places  of  advantage 
singularly  well  chosen.  I  remember  the  remains  of  one  upon  an  island  in  a  small 
lake  near  Lerwick,  which  at  high  tide  communicates  with  the  sea,  the  access  to 
which  is  very  ingenious,  by  means  of  a  causeway  or  dike,  about  three  or  four 
inches  under  the  surface  of  the  water.  This  causeway  makes  a  sharp  angle  in  its 
approach  to  the  Burgh.  The  inhabitants,  doubtless,  were  well  acquainted  with 
this,  but  strangers,  who  might  approach  in  a  hostile  manner,  and  were  ignorant 
of  the  curve  of  the  causeway,  would  probably  plunge  into  the  lake,  which  is  six  or 
seven  feet  in  depth  at  the  least.  This  must  have  been  the  device  of  some  Vauban 
or  Cohorn  of  those  early  times. 
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my  will  that  I  am  here  ;  neither  yet  have  I  any  pleasure  in  your  company.'  '  But 
ye  shall  remain  with  me,  nevertheless,  at  this  time,'  said  the  Earl.  *  I  am  not  able 
to  resist  your  will  and  pleasure,' said  the  Abbot,  'in  this  place.'  'Ye  must  then 
obey  me,'  said  the  Earl, — and  with  that  were  presented  unto  him  certain  letters  to 
subscribe,  amongst  which  there  was  a  five  years'  tack,  and  a  nineteen  years'  tack, 
and  a  charter  of  feu  of  all  the  lands  of  Crossraguel,  with  all  the  clauses  necessary 
for  the  Earl  to  hasten  him  to  hell.  For  gif  adultery,  sacrilege,  oppression,  barbar- 
ous cruelty,  and  theft  heaped  upon  theft,  deserve  hell,  the  great  King  of  Carriek 
can  no  more  escape  hell  for  ever,  than  the  imprudent  Abbot  escaped  the  fire  for  a 
season  as  follows. 

"  After  that  the  Earl  spied  repugnance,  and  saw  that  he  could  not  come  to  his 
purpose  by  fair  means,  he  commanded  his  cooks  to  prepare  the  banquet;  and  so  first 
they  flayed  the  sheep,  that  is,  they  took  off  the  Abbot's  cloathes  even  to  his  skin, 
and  next  they  bound  him  to  the  chimney — his  legs  to  the  one  end,  and  his  arms 
to  the  other  ;  and  so  they  began  to  beet  [i.  e.  feed  J  the  fire  sometimes  to  his  but- 
tocks, sometimes  to  his  legs,  sometimes  to  his  shoulders  and  arms  ;  and  that  the 
roast  might  not  burn,  but  that  it  might  rest  in  soppe,  they  spared  not  fiauibing 
with  oil  (basting  as  a  cook  bastes  roasted  meat) ;  Lord,  look  thou  to  sic  cruelty  ! 
And  that  the  crying  of  the  miserable  man  should  not  be  heard,  they  closed  his 
mouth  that  the  voice  might  be  stopped.  It  may  be  suspected  that  some  partisan 
of  the  King's  [Daruley's]  murder  was  there.  In  that  torment  they  hi-ld  the  poor 
.man,  till  that  often  he  cried  for  God's  sake  to  despatch  him  ;  for  he  had  as  meikle 
gold  in  his  awin  purse  as  would  buy  powder  enough  to  shorten  his  pain.  The 
famous  King  of  Carriek  and  his  cooks  perceiving  the  roast  to  be  aneuch,  commanded 
it  to  be  tane  fra  the  fire,  and  the  Earl  himself  began  the  grace  in  this  manner : — 
'  Benedicite,  Jesus  Maria,  you  are  the  most  obstinate  man  that  ever  I  saw ;  gif  I  had 
known  that  ye  had  been  so  stubborn,  I  would  not  for  a  thousand  crowns  have 
handled  you  so;  I  never  did  so  to  man  before  you.'  And  yet  he  returned  to  the 
same  practice  within  two  days,  and  ceased  not  till  that  he  obtained  his  formost 
purpose,  that  is,  that  he  had  got  all  his  pieces  subscryvit  alsweill  as  ane  half- 
roasted  hand  could  do  it.  The  Earl  thinking  himself  sure  euough  so  long  as  he 
had  the  half-roasted  Abbot  in  his  awin  keeping,  and  yet  being  ashamed  of  his 
presence  by  reason  of  his  former  cruelty,  left  the  place  of  Denure  in  the  hands  of 
certain  of  his  servants,  and  the  half  roasted  Abbot  to  be  kept  there  as  prisoner. 
The  Laird  of  Bargany,  out  of  whose  company  the  said  Abbot  had  been  enticed, 
understanding  (not  the  extremity),  but  the  retaining  of  the  man,  sent  to  the  court, 
and  raised  letters  of  deliverance  of  the  person  of  the  man  according  to  the  order, 
which  being  disobeyed,  the  said  Earl  for  his  contempt  was  denounced  rebel,  and 
put  to  the  home.  But  yet  hope  was  there  none,  neither  to  the  afflicted  to  be 
delivered,  neither  yet  to  the  purchaser  [i.  e.  procurer]  of  the  letters  to.obtain  any 
comfort  thereby  ;  for  in  that  time  God  was  despised,  and  the  lawful  authority  was 
contemned  in  Scotland,  in  hope  of  the  sudden  return  and  regiment  of  that  cruel 
murderer  of  her  awin  husband,  of  whose  lords  the  said  Earl  was  called  one  ;  and 
yet,  oftener  than  once,  he  was  solemnly  sworn  to  the  King  and  to  this  Kegent." 

The  Journalist  then  recites  the  complaint  of  the  injured  Allan  Stewart,  Com- 
mendator  of  Crossraguel,  to  the  Regent  and  Privy  Council,  averring  his  having 
been  carried,  partly  by  flattery,  partly  by  force,  to  the  black  vault  of  Denure,  a 
strong  fortalice,  built  on  a  rock  overhanging  the  Irish  channel,  where  its  ruins  are 
still  visible.  Here  he  stated  he  had  been  required  to  execute  leases  and  convey- 
ances of  the  whole  churches  and  parsonages  belonging  to  the  Abbey  of  Crossraguel, 
which  he  utterly  refused  as  an  unreasonble  demand,  and  the  more  so  that  he  had 
already  conveyed  them  to  John  Stewart  of  Cardonall,  by  whose  interest  he  had 
been  made  Coramendator.  The  complainant  proceeds  to  state,  that  he  was,  after 
many  menaces,  stript,  bound,  and  his  limbs  exposed  to  fire  in  the  manner  already 
described,  till,  compelled  by  excess  of  agony,  he  subscribed  the  charter  and  leases 
presented  to  him,  of  the  contents  of  which  he  was  totally  ignorant.  A  few  days 
afterwards,  being  again  required  to  execute  a  ratification  of  these  deeds  before  a 
notary  and  witnesses,  and  refusing  to  do  so,  he  was  once  more  subjected  to  the 
same  torture,  until  his  agony  was  so  excessive  that  he  exclaimed,  "  F3Te  on  you, 
why  do  you  not  strike  your  whingers  into  me.  or  blow  me  up  with  a  barrel  of 
powder,  rather  than  torture  me  thus  unmercifully?"  upon  which  the  Earl  com- 
manded Alexander  Richard,  one  of  his  attendants,  to  stop  the  patient's  mouth 
with  a  napkin,  which  was  done  accordingly.  Thus  he  was  once  more  compelled  to 
submit  to  their  tyranny.  The  petition  concluded  with  stating,  that  the  Earl, 
under  pretence  of  the  deeds  thus  iniquitously  obtained,  had  taken  possession  of 
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the  whole  place  and  living  of  Crossraguel,  and  enjoyed  the  profits  thereof  for  three 
years. 

The  doom  of  the  Regent  and  Council  shows  singularly  the  total  interruption  of 
justice  at  this  calamitous  period,  even  in  the  most  clamant  cases  of  oppression. 
The  Council  declined  interference  with  the  course  of  the  ordinary  justice  of  the 
county  (which  was  completely  under  the  said  Earl  of  Cassilis'  control),  and  only 
enacted,  that  he  should  forbear  molestation  of  the  unfortunate  Commendator, 
under  the  surety  of  two  thousand  pounds  Scots.  The  Earl  was  appointed  also  to 
keep  the  peace  towards  the  celebrated  George  Buchanan,  who  had  a  peusion  out 
of  the  same  Abbacy,  to  a  similar  extent,  and  under  the  like  penalty. 

The  consequences  are  thus  described  by  the  Journalist  already  quoted  : 

**  The  said  Laird  of  Bargany  perceiving  that  the  ordiner  justice  could  neither 
help  the  oppressed,  nor  yet  the  afflicted,  applied  his  mind  to  the  next  remedy,  and 
in  the  end,  by  his  servants,  took  the  house  of  Denure,  where  the  poor  Abbot  was 
kept  prisoner.  The  bruit  flew  fra  Carrick  to  Galloway,  and  so  suddenly  assembled 
herd  and  hyre-man  that  pertained  to  the  band  of  the  Kennedies;  and  so  within  a 
few  hours  was  the  house  of  Denure  environed  again.  The  master  of  Cassilis  was 
the  frackast  [i.  e.  the  readiest  or  boldest]  and  would  not  stay,  but  in  his  heat  would 
lay  fire  to  the  dungeon,  with  no  small  boasting  that  all  enemies  within  the  house 
should  die. 

"  He  was  required  and  admonished  by  those  that  were  within  to  be  more  moder- 
ate, and  not  to  hazard  himself  so  foolishly.  But  no  admonition  would  help,  till 
that  the  wind  of  an  hacquebute  blasted  his  shoulder,  and  then  ceased  he  from 
further  pursuit  in  fury.  The  Laird  of  Bargany  had  before  purchest  [obtained]  of 
the  authorities,  letters,  charging  all  faithful!  subjects  to  the  King's  Majesty  to  assist 
him  against  that  cruel  tyrant  and  mansworn  traitor,  the  Earl  of  Cassils  ;  which  let- 
ters, with  his  private  writings,  he  published,  and  shortly  found  sic  concurrence  of 
Kyle  and  Cunynghame  with  his  other  friends,  that  the  Carrick  company  drew  back 
fra  the  house;  and  so  the  other  approached,  furnished  the  house  with  more  men, 
delivered  the  said  Mr  Allan,  and  carried  him  to  Ayr,  where,  publicly  at  the  market 
cross  of  the  said  town,  he  declared  how  cruelly  he  was  entreated,  and  how  the 
murdered  King  suffered  not  sic  torment  as  he  did,  excepting  only  he  escaped  the 
death ;  and,  therefore,  publicly  did  revoke  all  things  that  were  done  in  that  ex- 
tremity, and  especially  he  revoked  the  subscription  of  the  three  writings,  to  wit,  of 
a  fyve  yeir  tack  and  nineteen  year  tack,  and  of  a  charter  of  feu.  And  so  the 
house  remained,  and  remains  (till  this  day,  the  7th  of  February  1571),  in  the  cus- 
tody of  the  said  Laird  of  Bargany  and  of  his  servants.  And  so  cruelty  was  dis- 
appointed of  proffeit  present,  and  shall  be  eternallie  punished,  unless  he  earnestly 
repent.  And  this  far  for  the  cruelty  committed,  to  give  occasion  unto  others, 
and  to  such  as  hate  the  monstrous  dealing  of  degenerate  nobility,  to  look  more  dili- 
gently upon  their  behaviours,  and  to  paint  them  forth  unto  the  world,  that  they 
themselves  may  be  ashamed  of  their  own  beastliness,  and  that  the  world  may  be 
advertised  and  admonished  to  abhor,  detest,  and  avoid  the  company  of  all  sic 
tyrants,  who  are  not  worthy  of  the  society  of  men,  but  ought  to  be  sent  suddenly 
to  the  devil,  with  whom  they  must  burn  without  end,  for  their  contempt  of  God, 
and  cruelty  committed  against  his  creatures.  Let  Cassilis  and  his  brother  be  the 
first  to  be  the  example  unto  others.    Amen.    Amen."1 

This  extract  has  been  somewhat  amended  or  modernised  in  orthography,  to  render 
it  more  intelligible  to  the  general  reader.  I  have  to  add,  that  the  Kennedies  of 
Bargauy,  who  interfered  in  behalf  of  the  oppressed  Abbot,  were  themselves  a 
younger  branch  of  the  Cassilis  family,  but  held  different  politics,  and  were  power- 
ful enough  in  this,  and  other  instances,  to  bid  them  defiance. 

The  ultimate  issue  of  this  affair  does  not  appear ;  but  as  the  house  of  Cassilis  are 
still  in  possession  of  the  greater  part  of  the  feus  and  leases  which  belonged  to 
Crossraguel  Abbey,  it  is  probable  the  talons  of  the  King  of  Carrick  were  strong 
enough,  in  those  disorderly  times,  to  retain  the  prey  which  they  had  so  merci- 
lessly fixed  upon. 

I  may  also  add,  that  it  appears  by  some  papers  in  my  possession,  that  the  officers, 
or  Country  Keepers,  on  the  Border,  were  accustomed  to  torment  their  prisoners  by 
binding  them  to  the  iron  bars  of  their  chimneys,  to  extort  confession. 

1  Bannatyne's  Journal. 
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Note  G,  p.  202.     M  Something  resembling  a  bar  of  iron,  and  a  fadlock 

PAINTED  BLUE  ON  THE  BLACK  SHIELD." 

The  author  has  been  here  upbraided  with  false  heraldry,  in  having  charged  metal 
upon  metal.  It  should  be  remembered,  however,  that  heraldry  had  only  its  first 
rude  origin  during  the  crusades,  and  that  all  the  minutiae  of  the  fantastic  science 
were  the  work  of  time,  and  introduced  at  a  much  later  period.  Those  who  think 
otherwise  must  suppose  that  the  Goddess  of  Armoirers,  like  the  Goddess  of  Arms, 
sprung  into  the  world  completely  equipped  in  all  the  gaudy  trappings  of  the 
department  she  presides  over. 

Additional  Note. 

In  corroboration  of  what  is  above  stated,  it  may  be  observed,  that  the  arms, 
which  were  assumed  by  Godfrey  of  Boulogne  himself,  after  the  conquest  of  Jeru- 
salem, was  a  cross  counter  patent  cantoned  with  four  little  crosses  or,  upon  a  field 
azure,  displaying  thus  metal  upon  metal.  The  heralds  have  tried  to  explain  this 
undeniable  fact  in  different  modes — but  Feme  gallantly  contends,  that  a  prince  of 
Godfrey's  qualities  should  not  be  bound  by  the  ordinary  rules.  The  Scottish 
Nisbet,  and  the  same  Ferae,  insist  that  the  chiefs  of  the  Crusade  must  liave  as- 
signed to  Godfrey  this  extraordinary  and  unwonted  coat-of-arms,  in  order  to  induce 
those  who  should  behold  them  to  make  inquiries;  and  hence  give  them  the  name 
of  arma  inquirenda.  But  with  reverence  to  these  grave  authorities,  it  seems  un- 
likely that  the  assembled  princes  of  Europe  should  have  adjudged  to  Godfrey  a 
coat  armorial  so  much  contrary  to  the  general  rule,  if  such  rule  had  then  existed  ; 
at  any  rate,  it  proves  that  metal  upon  metal,  now  accounted  a  solecism  in  heraldry. 
was  admitted  in  other  cases  similar  to  that  in  the  text.  See  Feme's  Blazon  of 
Qentrie,  p.  238.    Edition  1586.     Nisbet's  Heraldry,  vol.  i.  p.  113.    Second  edition. 

Note  H,  p.  224.     Ulrica's  Death-Song. 

It  will  readily  occur  to  the  antiquary,  that  the  verses  are  intended  to  imitate  the 
antique  poetry  of  the  Scalds— the  minstrels  of  the  old  Scandinavians — the  race,  as 
the  Laureate  so  happily  terms  them, 

"  Stern  to  inflict,  and  stubborn  to  endure, 
Who  smiled  in  death. 

The  poetry  of  the  Anglo-Saxons,  after  their  civilisation  and  conversion,  was  of  a 
different  and  softer  character  ;  but  in  the  circumstances  of  Ulrica,  she  may  be  not 
unnaturally  supposed  to  return  to  the  wild  strains  which  animated  her  forefathers 
during  the  time  of  Paganism  and  untamed  ferocity. 

Note  I,  p.  233.     Richard  Cgeur-de-Lion. 

The  interchange  of  a  cuff  with  the  jolly  priest  is  not  entirely  out  of  character 
with  Richard  I.,  if  romances  read  him  aright.  In  the  very  curious  romance  on  the 
subject  of  his  adventures  in  the  Holy  Land,  and  his  return  from  thence,  it  is  re- 
corded how  he  exchanged  a  pugilistic  favour  of  this  nature,  while  a  prisoner  in 
Germany.  His  opponent  was  the  son  of  his  principal  warder,  and  was  so  impru- 
dent as  to  give  the  challenge  to  this  barter  of  buffets.  The  King  stood  forth  like 
a  true  man,  and  received  a  blow  which  staggered  him.  In  requital,  having  pre- 
viously waxed  his  hand,  a  practice  unknown,  I  believe,  to  the  gentlemen  of  the 
modern  fancy,  he  returned  the  box  on  the  ear  with  such  interest  as  to  kill  his 
antagonist  on  the  spot. — See,  in  Ellis's  Specimens  of  English  Romance,  that  o/C&ur-de- 
Lion. 

Note  K,  p.  243.    Hedge-Priests. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  that,  in  every  state  of  society,  some  sort  of  ghostly  con- 
solation is  provided  for  the  members  of  the  community,  though  assembled  for  pur- 
poses diametrically  opposite  to  religion.  A  gang  of  beggars  have  their  Patrico, 
and  the  banditti  of  the  Apennines  have  among  them  persons  acting  as  monks  and 
priests,  by  whom  they  are  confessed,  and  who  perform  mass  before  them.  Un- 
questionably, such  reverend  persons,  in  ;mch  a  society,  must  accommodate  their 
manners  and  their  morals  to  the  community  in  which  they  live  ;  and  if  they  can 
occasionally  obtain  a  degree  of  reverence  for  their  supposed  spiritual  gifts,  are,  on 
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Presbyterian  Church  Government  had  been  established  by  law,  the  rank,  and 
especially  the  wealth,  of  the  Bishops,  Abbots,  Priors,  and  so  forth,  were  no  longer 
vested  in  ecclesiastics,  but  in  lay  impropriators  of  the  church  revenues,  or,  as  the 
Scottish  lawyers  called  them,  titulars  of  the  temporalities  of  the  benefice,  though 
having  no  claim  to  the  spiritual  character  of  their  predecessors  in  office. 

Of  these  laymen,  who  were  thus  invested  with  ecclesiastical  revenues,  some  were 
men  of  high  birth  and  rank,  like  the  famous  Lord  James  Stewart,  the  Prior  of  St 
Andrews,  who  did  not  fail  to  keep  for  their  own  use  the  rents,  lands,  and  revenues 
of  the  Church.  But  if,  on  the  other  hand,  the  titulars  were  men  of  inferior  import- 
ance, who  had  been  inducted  into  the  office  by  the  interest  of  some  powerful 
person,  it  was  generally  understood  that  the  new  Abbot  should  grant  for  his 
patron's  benefit  such  leases  and  conveyances  of  the  church  lands  and  tithes  as 
might  afford  their  protector  the  lion's  share  of  the  booty.  This  was  the  origin  of 
those  who  were  wittily  termed  Tul ch an *  Bishops,  being  a  sort  of  imaginary  prelate, 
whose  image  was  set  up  to  enable  his  patron  and  principal  to  plunder  the  benefice 
under  his  name. 

There  were  other  cases,  however,  in  which  men  who  had  got  grants  of  these 
secularised  benefices,  were  desirous  of  retaining  them  for  their  own  use,  without 
having  the  influence  sufficient  to  establish  their  purpose ;  and  these  became  fre- 
quently unable  to  protect  themselves,  however  unwilling  to  submit  to  the  exactions 
of  the  feudal  tyrant  of  the  district. 

Bannatyne,  secretary  to  John  Knox,  recounts  a  singular  course  of  oppression 
practised  on  one  of  those  titular  abbots,  by  the  Earl  of  Cassilis  in  Ayrshire,  whose 
extent  of  feudal  influence  was  so  wide  that  he  was  usually  termed  the  King  of 
Carrick.  We  give  the  fact  as  it  occurs  in  Bannatyne's  Journal,  only  premising  that 
the  Journalist  held  his  master's  opinions,  both  with  respect  to  the  Earl  of  Cassilis 
as  an  opposer  of  the  king's  party,  and  as  being  a  detester  of  the  practice  of  granting 
church  revenues  to  titulars,  instead  of  their  being  devoted  to  pious  uses,  such  as 
the  support  of  the  clergy,  expense  of  schools,  and  the  relief  of  the  national  poor. 
He  mingles  in  the  narrative,  therefore,  a  well- deserved  feeling  of  execration  against 
the  tyrant  who  employed  the  torture,  with  a  tone  of  ridicule  towards  the  patient, 
as  if,  after  all,  it  had  not  been  ill-bestowed  on  such  an  equivocal  and  amphibious 
character  as  a  titular  abbot.    He  entitles  his  narrative, 

"The  Earl  of  Cassilis*  Tyranny  against  a  quick  (i.  e.  living)  man. 

"Master  Allan  Stewart,  friend  to  Captain  James  Stewart  of  Cardonall,  by  means 
of  the  Queen's  corrupted  court,  obtained  the  Abbey  of  Crossraguel.  The  said  Earl 
thinking  himself  greater  than  any  king  in  those  quarters,  determined  to  have  that 
whole  benefice  (as  he  hath  divers  others)  to  pay  at  his  pleasure  ;  and  because  he 
could  not  find  sic  security  as  his  insatiable  appetite  required,  this  shift  was  devised : 
The  said  Mr  Allan  being  in  company  with  the  Laird  of  Bargauy  (also  a  Kennedy), 
was,  by  the  Earl  and  his  friends,  enticed  to  leave  the  safeguard  which  he  had  with 
the  Laird,  and  come  to  make  good  cheer  with  the  said  Earl.  The  simplicity  of  the 
imprudent  man  was  suddenly  abused  ;  and  so  he  passed  his  time  with  them  certain 
days,  which  he  did  in  Maybole  with  Thomas  Kennedie,  uncle  to  the  said  Earl ;  after 
which  the  said  Mr  Allan  passed,  with  quiet  company,  to  visit  the  place  and  bounds 
of  Crossraguel  [his  abbacy],  of  which  the  said  Earl  being  surely  advertised,  deter- 
mined to  put  in  practice  the  tyranny  which  long  before  he  had  conceived.  And 
so,  as  king  of  the  country,  apprehended  the  said  Mr  Allan,  and  carried  him  to  the 
house  of  Denure,  where  for  a  season  he  was  honourably  treated  (gif  a  prisoner  can 
think  any  entertainment  pleasing)  ;  but  after  that  certain  days  were  spent,  and  that 
the  Earl  could  not  obtain  the  feus  of  Crossraguel  according  to  his  aw  in  appetite,  he 
determined  to  prove  gif  a  collation  could  work  that  which  neither  dinner  nor  supper 
could  do  for  a  long  time.  And  so  the  said  Mr  Allan  was  carried  to  a  secret  chamber : 
with  him  passed  the  honourable  Earl,  his  worshipful  brother,  and  such  as  were 
appointed  to  be  servants  at  that  banquet.  In  the  chamber  there  was  a  grit  iron 
chimlay,  under  it  a  fir©  ;  other  grit  provision  was  not  seen.  The  first  course  was, 
— *My  Lord  Abbot,'  (said  the  Earl),  « it  will  please  you  confess  here,  that  with 
^our  own  consent  you  remain  in  my  company,  because  ye  durst  not  commit  your- 
self to  the  hands  of  others.'  The  Abbot  answered,  ■  Would  you,  my  lord,  that  I 
should  make  a  manifest  lie  for  your  pleasure  ?    The  truth  is,  my  lord,  it  is  against 

1  A  Tulchan  is  a  calf  s  skin  stuffed,  and  placed  before  a  cow  who  has  lost  its  calf,  to  induce  the  animal  to 
part  with  her  milk.  The  resemblance  between  such  a  Tulchan  and  a  Bishop  named  to  transmit  the  tempor- 
alities of  a  benefice  to  some  powerful  patron  is  easily  understood. 


346  SOTES  TO   IVANHOE. 

The  style  of  these  buildings  evinces  that  the  architect  possessed  neither  the  art 
of  using  lime  or  cement  of  any  kind,  nor  the  skill  to  throw  an  arch,  construct  a 
roof,  or  erect  a  stair  ;  and  yet,  with  all  this  ignorance,  showed  great  ingenuity  in- 
selecting  the  situation  of  Burghs,  and  regulating  the  access  to  them,  as  well  as 
neatness  and  regularity  in  the  erection,  since  the  buildings  themselves  show  a 
style  of  advance  in  the  arts  scarcely  consistent  with  the  ignorance  of  so  many  of 
the  principal  branches  of  architectural  knowledge. 

I  have  always  thought  that  one  of  the  most  curious  and  valuable  objects  of  anti- 
quaries has  been  to  trace  the  progress  of  society,  by  the  efforts  made  in  early  ages 
to  improve  the  rudeness  of  their  first  expedients,  until  they  either  approach  excel- 
lence, or,  as  is  most  frequently  the  case,  are  supplied  by  new  and  fundamental  dis- 
coveries, which  supersede  both  the  earlier  and  ruder  system,  and  the  improvements 
which  have  been  ingrafted  upon  it.  For  example,  if  we  conceive  the  recent  discovery 
of  gas  to  be  so  much  improved  and  adapted  to  domestic  use,  as  to  supersede  all 
other  modes  of  producing  domestic  light ;  we  can  already  suppose,  some  centuries 
afterwards,  the  heads  of  a  whole  Society  of  Antiquaries  half  turned  by  the  discovery 
of  a  pair  of  patent  snuffers,  and  by  the  learned  theories  which  would  be  brought 
forward  to  account  for  the  form  and  purpose  of  so  singular  an  implement. 

Following  some  such  principle,  I  am  inclined  to  regard  the  singular  Castle  of 
Coningsburgh — I  mean  the  Saxon  part  of  it— as  a  step  in  advance  from  the  rude 
architecture,  if  it  deserves  the  name,  which  must  have  been  common  to  the  Saxons 
as  to  other  Northmen.  The  builders  had  attained  the  art  of  using  cement,  and  of 
roofing  a  building, — great  improvements  on  the  original  Burgh.  But  in  the  round 
keep,  a  shape  only  seen  in  the  most  ancient  castles — the  chambers  excavated  in 
the  thickness  of  the  walls  and  buttresses — the  difficulty  by  which  access  is  gained 
from  one  story  to  those  above  it,  Coningsburgh  still  retains  the  simplicity  of  its 
origin,  and  shows  by  what  slow  degrees  man  proceeded  from  occupying  such  rude 
and  inconvenient  lodgings,  as  were  afforded  by  the  galleries  of  the  Castle  of  Mousa, 
to  the  more  splendid  accommodations  of  the  Norman  castles,  with  all  their  stern 
and  Gothic  graces. 

I  am  ignorant  if  these  remarks  are  new,  or  if  they  will  be  confirmed  by  closer 
examination;  but  I  think  that,  on  a  hasty  observation,  Coningsburgh  offers  means 
of  curious  study  to  those  who  may  wish  to  trace  the  history  of  architecture  back 
to  the  times  preceding  the  Norman  Conquest. 

It  would  be  highly  desirable  that  a  cork  model  should  be  taken  of  the  Castle  of 
Mousa,  as  it  cannot  be  well  understood  by  apian. 

The  Castle  of  Coningsburgh  is  thus  described : — 

"The  castle  is  largre,  the  outer  walls  standing  on  a  pleasant  ascent  from  the  river, 
but  much  overtopt  by  a  high  hill,  on  which  the  town  stands,  situated  at  the  head 
of  a  rich  and  magnificent  vale,  formed  by  an  amphitheatre  of  woody  hills,  in  which 
flows  the  gentle  Don.  Near  the  castle  is  a  barrow,  said  to  be  Hengist's  tomb.  The 
entrance  is  flanked  to  the  left  by  a  round  tower,  with  a  sloping  base,  and  there  are 
several  similar  in  the  outer  wall;  the  entrance  has  piers  of  agate,  and  on  the 
east  side  the  ditch  and  bank  are  double  and  very  steep.  On  the  top  of  the  church- 
yard wall  is  a  tombstone,  on  which  are  cut  in  high  relief  two  ravens,  or  such  like 
birds.  On  the  south  side  of  the  churchyard  lies  an  ancient  stone,  ridged  like  a  coffin, 
on  which  is  carved  a  man  on  horseback  ;  and  another  man  with  a  shield  encounter- 
ing a  vast  winged  serpent,  and  a  man  bearing  a  shield  behind  him.  It  was  probably 
one  of  the  rude  crosses  not  uncommon  in  churchyards  in  this  county.  See  it  en- 
graved on  the  plate  of  crosses  for  this  volume,  plate  14,  fig.  1.  The  name  of  Con- 
ingsburgh, by  which  this  castle  goes  in  the  old  editions  of  the  Britannia,  would 
lead  one  to  suppose  it  the  residence  of  the  Saxon  kings.  It  afterwards  belonged  to 
King  Harold.  The  Conqueror  bestowed  it  on  William  de  Warren,  with  all  its 
privileges  and  jurisdiction,  which  are  said  to  have  extended  over  twenty-eight 
towns.  At  the  corner  of  the  area,  which  is  of  an  irregular  form,  stands  the  great 
tower,  or  keep,  placed  on  a  small  hill  of  its  own  dimensions,  on  which  lie  six  vast 
projecting  buttresses,  ascending  in  a  steep  direction  to  prop  and  support  the  build- 
ing, and  continued  upwards  up  the  side  as  turrets.  The  tower  within  forms  a 
complete  circle,  twenty-one  feet  in  diameter,  the  walls  fourteen  feet  thick.  The 
ascent  into  the  tower  is  by  an  exceeding  deep  flight  of  steep  steps,  four  feet  and  a 
half  wide,  on  the  south  side  leading  to  a  low  doorway,  over  which  is  a  circular  arch 
crossed  by  a  great  transom  stone.  Within  this  door  is  the  staircase,  which  ascends 
straight  through  the  thickness  of  the  wall,  not  communicating  with  the  room  on 
the  first  floor,  in  whose  centre  is  the  opening  to  the  dungeon.  Neither  of  these  lower 
rooms  is  lighted  except  from  a  hole  in  the  floor  of  the  third  story  ;  the  room  in 
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which,  as  well  as  in  that  above  it,  is  finished  with  compact  smooth  stonework,  both 
having  chimneypieces,  with  an  arch  resting  on  triple-clustered  pillars.  In  the 
third  story,  or  guard-chamber,  is  a  small  recess  with  a  loophole,  probably  a  bed- 
chamber, and  in  that  floor  above  a  niche  for  a  saint  or  holy-water  pot.  Mr  King 
imagines  this  a  Saxon  castle  of  the  first  ages  of  the  Heptarchy.  Mr  Watson  thus 
describes  it :— From  the  first  floor  to  the  second  story  (third  from  the  ground),  is  a 
way  by  a  stair  in  the  wall  five  feet  wide.  The  next  staircase  is  approached  by  a 
ladder,  and  ends  at  the  fourth  story  from  the  ground  Two  yards  from  the  door,  at 
the  head  of  this  stair,  is  an  opening  nearly  east,  accessible  by  treading  on  the  ledge  of 
the  wall,  which  diminishes  eight  inches  each  story  ;  and  this  last  opening  leads  into  a 
room  or  chapel  ten  feet  by  twelve,  and  fifteen  or  sixteen  high,  arched  with  free- 
stone, and  supported  by  small  circular  columns  of  the  same,  the  capitals  and  arches 
Saxon.  It  has  an  east  window,  and  on  each  side  in  the  wall,  about  four  feet  from 
the  ground,  a  stone  basin,  with  a  hole  and  iron  pipe  to  convey  the  water  into  or 
through  the  wall.  This  chapel  is  one  of  the  buttresses,  but  no  sign  of  it  without, 
for  even  the  window,  though  large  within,  is  only  a  long  narrow  loop-hole,  scarcely 
to  be  seen  without.  On  the  left  side  of  this  chapel  is  a  small  oratory,  eight  by  six 
in  the  thickness  of  the  wall,  with  a  niche  in  the  wall,  and  enlightened  by  a  like 
loophole.  The  fourth  stair  from  the  ground,  ten  feet  west  from  the  chapel  door, 
leads  to  the  top  of  the  tower  through  the  thickness  of  the  wall,  which  at  top  is  but 
three  yards.  Each  story  is  about  fifteen  feet  high,  so  that  the  tower  will  be  seventy- 
five  feet  from  the  ground.  The  inside  forms  a  circle,  whose  diameter  may  be  about 
twelve  feet.  The  well  at  the  bottom  of  the  dungeon  is  piled  with  stones," — Gough's 
Edition  of  Camden's  Britannia.    Second  Edition,  vol.  iii.  p.  267. 
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INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  MONASTERY. 


It  would  be  difficult  to  assign  any  good  reason  why  the  author  of  Ivanhoe, 
after  using,  in  that  work,  all  the  art  he  possessed  to  remove  the  person- 
ages, action,  and  manners  of  the  tale,  to  a  distance  from  his  own  country, 
should  choose  for  the  scene  of  his  next  attempt  the  celebrated  ruins  of 
Melrose,  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  his  own  residence.  But  the 
reason,  or  caprice,  which  dictated  his  change  of  system,  has  entirely  escaped 
his  recollection,  nor  is  it  worth  while  to  attempt  recalling  what  must  be  a 
matter  of  very  little  consequence. 

The  general  plan  of  the  story  was,  to  conjoin  two  characters  in  that  bust- 
ling and  contentious  age,  who,  thrown  into  situations  which  gave  them 
different  views  on  the  subject  of  the  Reformation,  should,  with  the  same 
sincerity  and  purity  of  intention,  dedicate  themselves,  the  one  to  the  sup- 
port of  the  sinking  fabric  of  the  Catholic  Church,  the  other  to  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Reformed  doctrines.  It  was  supposed  that  some  interesting 
subjects  for  narrative  might  be  derived  from  opposing  two  such  enthusiasts 
to  each  other  in  the  path  of  life,  and  contrasting  the  real  worth  of  both  with 
their  passions  and  prejudices.  The  localities  of  Melrose  suited  well  the 
scenery  of  the  proposed  story  ;  the  ruins  themselves  form  a  splendid  theatre 
for  any  tragic  incident  which  might  be  brought  forward  ;  joined  to  the 
vicinity  of  the  fine  river,  with  all  its  tributary  streams,  flowing  through  a 
country  which  has  been  the  scene  of  so  much  fierce  fighting,  and  is  rich 
with  so  many  recollections  of  former  times,  and  lying  almost  under  the 
immediate  eye  of  the  author,  by  whom  they  were  to  be  used  in  composition. 

The  situation  possessed  farther  recommendations.  On  the  opposite  bank 
of  the  Tweed  might  be  seen  the  remains  of  ancient  enclosures,  surrounded 
by  sycamores  and  ash-trees  of  considerable  size.  These  had  once  formed 
the  crofts  or  arable  ground  of  a  village,  now  reduced  to  a  single  hut,  the 
abode  of  a  fisherman,  who  also  manages  a  ferry.  The  cottages,  even  the 
church  which  once  existed  there,  have  sunk  into  vestiges  hardly  to  be  traced 
without  visiting  the  spot,  the  inhabitants  having  gradually  withdrawn  to 
the  more  prosperous  town  of  Galashiels,  which  has  risen  into  consideration, 
within  two  miles  of  their  neighbourhood.  Superstitious  eld,  however,  has 
tenanted  the  deserted  groves  with  aerial  beings,  to  supply  the  want  of  the 
mortal  tenants  who  have  deserted  it.  The  ruined  and  abandoned  church- 
yard of  Boldside  has  been  long  believed  to  be  haunted  by  the  Fairies,  and 
the  deep  broad  current  of  the  Tweed,  wheeling  in  moonlight  round  the  foot 
of  the  steep  bank,  with  the  number  of  trees  originally  planted  for  shelter 
round  the  fields  of  the  cottagers,  but  now  presenting  the  effect  of  scattered 
and  detached  groves,  fill  up  the  idea  which  one  would  form  in  imagination 
for  a  scene  that  Oberon  and  Queen  Mab  might  love  to  revel  in.  There  are 
evenings  when  the  spectator  might  believe,  with  Father  Chaucer,  that  the 

"  Queen  of  Faery, 

With  harp,  and  pipe,  and  symphony, 
Were  dwelling  in  the  plnce." 
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Another,  and  even  a  more  familiar  refuge  of  the  elfin  race  (if  tradition 
is  to  be  trusted),  is  the  glen  of  the  river,  or  rather  brook,  named  the  Allen, 
which  falls  into  the  Tweed  from  the  northward,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
above  the  present  bridge.  As  the  streamlet  finds  its  way  behind  Lord 
SommervihVs  hunting-seat,  called  the  Pavilion,  its  valley  has  been  popu- 
larly termed  the  Fairy  Dean,  or  rather  the  Nameless  Dean,  because  of  the 
supposed  ill-luck  attached  by  the  popular  faith  of  ancient  times,  to  any  one 
who  might  name  or  allude  to  the  race,  whom  our  fathers  distinguished  as 
the  Good  Neighbours,  and  the  Highlanders  called  Daoine  Shie,  or  Men  of 
Peace  ;  rather  by  way  of  compliment,  than  on  account  of  any  particular 
idea  of  friendship  or  pacific  relation  which  either  Highlander  or  Borderer 
entertained  towards  the  irritable  beings  whom  they  thus  distinguished,  or 
supposed  them  to  bear  to  humanity. 

In  evidence  of  the  actual  operations  of  the  fairy  people  even  at  this  time, 
little  pieces  of  calcareous  matter  are  found  in  the  glen  after  a  flood,  which 
either  the  labours  of  those  tiny  artists,  or  the  eddies  of  the  brook  among 
the  stones,  have  formed  into  a  fantastic  resemblance  of  cups,  saucers,  basins, 
and  the  like,  in  which  children  who  gather  them  pretend  to  discern  fairy 
utensils. 

Besides  these  circumstances  of  romantic  locality,  mea  paupera  regna  (as 
Captain  Dalgetty  denominates  his  territory  of  Drumthwacket)  are  bounded 
by  a  small  but  deep  lake,  from  which  eyes  that  yet  look  on  the  light  are 
said  to  have  seen  the  water-bull  ascend,  and  shake  the  hills  with  his  roar. 

Indeed,  the  country  around  Melrose,  if  possessing  less  of  romantic  beauty 
than  some  other  scenes  in  Scotland,  is  connected  with  so  many  associations 
of  a  fanciful  nature,  in  which  the  imagination  takes  delight,  as  might  well 
induce  one  even  less  attached  to  the  spot  than  the  author,  to  accommodate, 
after  a  general  manner,  the  imaginary  scenes  he  was  framing  to  the  locali- 
ties to  which  he  was  partial.  But  it  would  be  a  misapprehension  to  suppose, 
that,  because  Melrose  may  in  general  pass  for  Kennaquhair,  or  because  it 
agrees  with  scenes  of  the  Monastery  in  the  circumstances  of  the  drawbridge, 
the  mill-dam,  and  other  points  of  resemblance,  that  therefore  an  accurate 
or  perfect  local  similitude  is  to  be  found  in  all  the  particulars  of  the  picture. 
It  was  not  the  purpose  of  the  author  to  present  a  landscape  copied  from 
nature,  but  a  piece  of  composition,  in  which  a  real  scene,  with  which  he  is 
familiar,  had  afforded  him  some  leading  outlines.  Thus  the  resemblance 
of  the  imaginary  Glendearg  with  the  real  vale  of  the  Allen,  is  far  from  being 
minute,  nor  did  the  author  aim  at  identifying  them.  This  must  appear 
plain  to  all  who  know  the  actual  character  of  the  Glen  of  Allen,  and  have 
taken  the  trouble  to  read  the  account  of  the  imaginary  Glendearg.  The 
stream  in  the  latter  case  is  described  as  wandering  down  a  romantic  little 
valley,  shifting  itself,  after  the  fashion  of  such  a  brook,  from  one  side  to 
the  other,  as  it  can  most  easily  find  its  passage,  and  touching  nothing  in 
its  progress  that  gives  token  of  cultivation.  It  rises  near  a  solitary  tower, 
the  abode  of  a  supposed  church-vassal,  and  the  scene  of  several  incidents 
in  the  Romance. 

The  real  Allen,  on  the  contrary,  after  traversing  the  romantic  ravine 
called  the  Nameless  Dean,  thrown  off  from  side  to  side  alternately,  like  a 
billiard-ball  repelled  by  the  sides  of  the  table  on  which  it  has  been  played, 
and  in  that  part  of  its  course  resembling  the  stream  which  pours  down 
Glendearg,  may  be  traced  upwards  into  a  more  open  country,  where  the 
banks  retreat  farther  from  each  other,  and  the  vale  exhibits  a  good  deal  of 
dry  ground,  which  uas  not  been  neglected  by  the  active  cultivators  of  the 
district.     It  arrives,  too,  at  a  sort  of  termination,  striking  in  itself,  but 
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totally  irreconcilable  with  the  narrative  of  the  Romance.  Instead  of  a  single 
peel-house,  or  border  tower  of  defence,  such  as  Dame  Glendimiing  is  sup- 
posed to  have  inhabited,  the  head  of  the  Allen,  about  five  miles  above  its 
junction  with  the  Tweed,  shows  three  ruins  of  Border  houses,  belonging  to 
different  proprietors,  and  each,  from  the  desire  of  mutual  support  so  natural 
to  troublesome  times,  situated  at  the  extremity  of  the  property  of  which  it 
is  the  principal  messuage.  One  of  these  is  the  ruinous  mansion-house  of 
Hillslap,  formerly  the  property  of  the  Cairncrosses,  and  now  of  Mr  Innes 
of  Stow ;  a  second  the  tower  of  Colmslie,  an  ancient  inheritence  of  the 
Borthwick  family,  as  is  testified  by  their  crest,  the  Goat's  Head,  which 
exists  on  the  ruin  ;  a  third,  the  house  of  Langshaw,  also  ruinous,  but  near 
which  the  proprietor,  Mr  Baillie  of  Jerviswood  and  Mellerstain,  has  built  a 
small  shooting-box. 

All  these  ruins,  so  strangely  huddled  together  in  a  very  solitary  spot, 
have  recollections  and  traditions  of  their  own,  but  none  of  them  bear  the 
most  distant  resemblance  to  the  descriptions  in  the  Romance  of  the  Mon- 
astery ;  and  as  the  author  could  hardly  have  erred  so  grossly  regarding  a 
spot  within  a  morning's  ride  of  his  own  house,  the  inference  is,  that  no  re- 
semblance was  intended.  Hillslap  is  remembered  by  the  humours  of  the 
last  inhabitants,  two  or  three  elderly  ladies,  of  the  class  of  Miss  Raylands, 
in  the  Old  Manor  House,  though  less  important  by  birth  and  fortune. 
Colmslie  is  commemorated  in  song  : — 

"  Colmslie  stands  on  Colmslie  hill, 

Tiie  water  it  flows  round  Colmslie  mill ; 

The  mill  and  the  kiln  gang  b •mnily, 

And  it's  up  with  the  whippers  of  Colmslie  !  " 

Langshaw,  although  larger  than  the  other  mansions  assembled  at  the 
head  of  the  supposed  Glendearg,  has  nothing  about  it  more  remarkable  than 
the  inscription  of  the  present  proprietor  over  his  shooting-lodge — Utinain 
hanc  etiam  viris  impleam  amicis — a  modest  wish,  which  I  know  no  one 
more  capable  of  attaining  upon  an  extended  scale,  than  the  gentleman  who 
has  expressed  it  upon  a  limited  one. 

Having  thus  shown  that  I  could  say  something  of  these  desolated  towers, 
which  the  desire  of  social  intercourse,  or  the  facility  of  mutual  defence,  had 
drawn  together  at  the  head  of  this  Glen,  I  need  not  add  any  further  reason 
to  show  that  there  is  no  resemblance  between  them  and  the  solitary  habi- 
tation of  Dame  Elspeth  GJendinning.  Beyond  these  dwellings  are  some 
remains  of  natural  wood,  and  a  considerable  portion  of  moras  and  bog  ; 
but  I  would  not  advise  any  who  may  be  curious  in  localities,  to  spend 
time  in  looking  for  the  fountain  and  holly-tree  of  the  White  Lady. 

While  I  am  on  the  subject,  I  may  add  that  Captain  Clutter  buck,  the 
imaginary  editor  of  the  Monastery,  has  no  real  prototype  in  the  village  of 
Melrose  or  neighbourhood,  that  ever  I  saw  or  heard  of.  To  give  some 
individuality  to  this  personage,  he  is  described  as  a  character  which  some- 
times occurs  in  actual  society — a  person  who,  having  spent  his  life  within 
the  necessary  duties  of  a  technical  profession,  from  which  he  has  been  at 
length  emancipated,  finds  himself  without  any  occupation  whatever,  and 
is  apt  to  become  the  prey  of  ennui,  until  he  discerns  some  petty  subject  of 
investigation  commensurate  to  his  talents,  the  study  of  which  gives  him 
employment  in  solitude  ;  while  the  conscious  possession  of  information 
peculiar  to  himself,  adds  to  his  consequence  in  society.  I  have  often 
observed,  that  the  lighter  and  trivial  branches  of  antiquarian  study  are 
singularly  useful  in  relieving  vacuity  of  such  a  kind,  and  have  known  them 
serve  many  a  Captain  Clutterbuck  to  retreat  upon  ;  I  was  therefore  a  good 
deal  surprised,  when  I  found  the  antiquarian  Captain  identified  with  a 
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neighbour  and  friend  of  my  own,  who  could  never  have  been  confounded 
with  him  by  any  one  who  had  read  the  book,  and  seen  the  party  alluded  to. 
This  erroneous  identification  occurs  in  a  work  entitled  "Illustrations  of 
the  Author  of  Waverley,  being  Notices  and  Anecdotes  of  real  Characters, 
Scenes,  and  Incidents,  supposed  to  be  described  in  his  works,  by  Robert 
Chambers."  This  work  was,  of  course,  liable  to  many  errors,  as  any  one 
of  the  kind  must  be,  whatever  may  be  the  ingenuity  of  the  author,  which 
takes  the  task  of  explaining  what  can  be  only  known  to  another  person. 
Mistakes  of  place  or  inanimate  things  referred  to,  are  of  very  little  moment ; 
but  the  ingenious  author  ought  to  have  been  more  cautious  of  attaching 
real  names  to  fictitious  characters.  I  think  it  is  in  the  Spectator  we  read 
of  a  rustic  wag,  who,  in  a  copy  of  "  The  Whole  Duty  of  Man,"  wrote 
opposite  to  every  vice  the  name  of  some  individual  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  thus  converted  that  excellent  work  into  a  libel  on  a  whole  parish. 

The  scenery  being  thus  ready  at  the  author's  hand,  the  reminiscences  of 
the  country  were  equally  favourable.  In  a  land  where  the  horses  remained 
almost  constantly  saddled,  and  the  sword  seldom  quitted  the  warrior's  side 
— where  war  was  the  natural  and  constant  state  of  the  inhabitants,  and 
peace  only  existed  in  the  shape  of  brief  and  feverish  truces — there  could  be 
no  want  of  the  means  to  complicate  and  extricate  the  incidents  of  his  narra- 
tive at  pleasure.  There  was  a  disadvantage,  notwithstanding,  in  treading  this 
Border  district,  for  it  had  been  already  ransacked  by  the  author  himself, 
as  well  as  others  ;  and  unless  presented  under  a  new  light,  was  likely  to 
afford  ground  to  the  objection  of  Crambe  bis  coda. 

To  attend  the  indispensable  quality  of  novelty,  something,  it  was  thought, 
might  be  gained  by  contrasting  the  character  of  the  vassals  of  the  church 
with  those  of  the  dependants  of  the  lay  barons,  by  whom  they  were  sur- 
rounded. But  much  advantage  could  not  be  derived  from  this.  There 
were,  indeed,  differences  betwixt  the  two  classes,  but  like  tribes  in  the 
mineral  and  vegetable  world,  which,  resembling  each  other  to  common 
eyes,  can  be  sufficiently  well  discriminated  by  naturalists,  they  were  yet 
too  similar,  upon  the  whole,  to  be  placed  in  marked  contrast  with  each 
other. 

Machinery  remained — the  introduction  of  the  supernatural  and  marvel- 
lous ;  the  resort  of  distressed  authors  since  the  days  of  Horace,  but  whose 
privileges  as  a  sanctuary  have  been  disputed  in  the  present  age.  and  well- 
nigh  exploded.  The  popular  belief  no  longer  allows  the  possibility  of  exist- 
ence to  the  race  of  mysterious  beings  which  hovered  betwixt  this  world 
and  that  which  is  invisible.  The  fairies  have  abandoned  their  moonlight 
turf;  the  witch  no  longer  holds  her  black  orgies  in  the  hemlock  dell  ;  and 

11  Even  the  last  lingering  phantom  of  the  brain, 
The  churchyard  ^host,  is  now  at  rest  again." 

From  the  discredit  attached  to  the  vulgar  and  more  common  modes  in 
which  the  Scottish  superstition  displays  itself,  the  author  was  induced  to  have 
recourse  to  the  beautiful,  though  almost  forgotten,  theory  of  astral  spirits, 
or  creatures  of  the  elements,  surpassing  human  beings  in  knowledge  and 
power,  but  inferior  to  them,  as  being  subject,  after  a  certain  space  of  years, 
to  a  death  which  is  to  them  annihilation,  as  they  have  no  share  in  the  pro- 
mise made  to  the  sons  of  Adam.  These  spirits  are  supposed  to  be  of  four 
distinct  kinds,  as  the  elements  from  which  they  have  their  origin,  and  are 
known,  to  those  who  have  studied  the  cabalistical  philosophy,  by  the  names 
of  Sylphs,  Gnomes,  Salamanders,  and  Naiads,  as  they  belong  to  the 
elements  of  Air,  Earth,  Fire,  or  Water.  The  general  reader  will  find  an 
entertaining  account  of  these  elementary  spirits  in  the  French  book, 
entitled,  "  Entretiens  de  Compte  du  Gabalis."     The  ingenious  Compte  de 
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la  Motte  Fouque*  composed,  in  German,  one  of  the  most  successful  produc- 
tions of  his  fertile  brain,  where  a  beautiful  and  even  afflicting  effect  is  pro- 
duced by  the  introduction  of  a  water-nymph,  who  loses  the  privilege  of 
immortality,  by  consenting  to  Decome  accessible  to  human  feelings,  and 
uniting  her  lot  with  that  of  a  mortal,  who  treats  her  with  ingratitude. 

In  imitation  of  an  example  so  successful,  the  White  Lady  of  Avenel  was 
introduced  into  the  following  sheets.  She  is  represented  as  connected  with 
the  family  of  Avenel  by  one  of  those  mystic  ties  which  in  ancient  times 
were  supposed  to  exist,  in  certain  circumstances,  between  the  creatures  of 
the  elements  and  the  children  of  men.  Such  instances  of  mysterious  union 
are  recognised  in  Ireland,  in  the  real  Milesian  families  who  are  possessed 
of  a  Banshie  ;  and  they  are  known  among  the  traditions  of  the  Highlands, 
which,  in  many  cases,  attached  an  immortal  being  or  spirit  to  the  service 
of  particular  families  or  tribes.  These  demons,  if  they  are  to  be  called  so, 
announced  good  or  evil  fortune  to  the  families  connected  with  them  ;  and 
though  some  only  condescended  to  meddle  with  matters  of  importance, 
others,  like  the  May  Mollach,  or  Maid  of  the  Hairy  Arms,  condescended 
to  mingle  in  ordinary  sports,  and  even  to  direct  the  Chief  how  to  play  at 
draughts. 

There  was,  therefore,  no  great  violence  in  supposing  such  a  being  as  this 
to  have  existed  while  the  elementary  spirits  were  believed  in  ;  but  it  was 
more  difficult  to  describe  or  imagine  its  attributes  and  principles  of  action. 
Shakespeare,  the  first  of  authorities  in  such  a  case,  has  painted  Ariel — that 
beautiful  creature  of  his  fancy — as  only  approaching  so  near  to  humanity 
as  to  know  the  nature  of  that  sympathy  which  the  creatures  of  clay  felt  for 
each  other,  as  we  learn  from  the  expression — "Mine  would,  if  I  were  human." 
The  inferences  from  this  are  singular,  but  seem  capable  of  regular  deduc- 
tion. A  being,  however  superior  to  man  in  length  of  life — in  power  over 
the  elements — in  certain  perceptions  respecting  the  present,  the  past,  and 
the  future,  yet  still  incapable  of  human  passions — of  sentiments  of  moral 
good  and  evil — of  meriting  future  rewards  or  punishments — belongs  rather 
to  the  class  of  animals  than  of  human  creatures,  and  must  therefore  be  pre- 
sumed to  act  more  from  temporary  benevolence  or  caprice,  than  from  any- 
thing approaching  to  feeling  or  reasoning.  Such  a  being's  superiority  in 
power  can  only  be  compared  to  that  of  the  elephant  or  lion,  who  are  greater 
in  strength  than  man,  though  inferior  in  the  scale  of  creation.  The  par- 
tialities which  we  suppose  such  spirits  to  entertain  must  be  like  those  of 
the  dog  ;  their  sudden  starts  of  passion,  or  the  indulgence  of  a  frolic,  or 
mischief,  may  be  compared  to  those  of  the  numerous  varieties  of  the  cat. 
All  these  propensities  are,  however,  controlled  by  the  laws  which  render 
the  elementary  race  subordinate  to  the  command  of  man — liable  to  be  sub- 
jected by  his  science  (so  the  sect  of  Gnostics  believed,  and  on  this  turned 
the  Kosicrucian  philosophy),  or  to  be  overpowered  by  his  superior  courage 
and  daring,  when  it  set  their  illusions  at  defiance. 

It  is  with  reference  to  this  idea  of  the  supposed  spirits  of  the  elements 
that  the  White  Lady  of  Avenel  is  represented  as  acting  a  varying,  capri- 
cious, and  inconsistent  part  in  the  pages  assigned  to  her  in  the  narrative  ; 
manifesting  interest  and  attachment  to  the  family  with  whom  her  destinies 
are  associated,  but  evincing  whim,  and  even  a  species  of  malevolence,  to- 
wards other  mortals,  as  the  Sacristan  and  the  Border  robber,  whose  incor- 
rect life  subjected  them  to  receive  petty  mortifications  at  her  hand.  The 
White  Lady  is  scarcely  supposed,  however,  to  have  possessed  either  the 
power  or  the  inclination  to  do  more  than  inflict  terror  or  create  embarrass- 
ment, and  is  always  subjected  by  those  mortals  who,  by  virtuous  resolution 
and  mental  energy,  could  assert  superiority  over  her.  In  these  particulars 
she  seems  to  constitute  a  being  of  a  middle  class  between  the  esprit  follet, 
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who  places  its  pleasure  in  misleading  and  tormenting  mortals,  and  the 
benevolent  Fairy  of  the  East,  who  uniformly  guides,  aids,  and  supports  them. 

Either,  however,  the  author  executed  his  purpose  indifferently,  or  the 
public  did  not  approve  of  it ;  for  the  White  Lady  of  Avenel  was  far  from 
being  popular.  He  does  not  now  make  the  present  statement  in  the  view 
of  arguing  readers  into  a  more  favourable  opinion  on  the  subject,  but  merely 
with  the  purpose  of  exculpating  himself  from  the  charge  of  having  wan- 
tonly intruded  into  the  narrative  a  being  of  inconsistent  powers  and  pro- 
pensities. 

In  the  delineation  of  another  character  the  author  01  the  Monastery 
failed,  where  he  hoped  for  some  success.  As  nothing  is  so  successful  a 
subject  of  ridicule  as  the  fashionable  follies  of  the  time,  it  occurrtd  to  him 
that  the  more  serious  scenes  of  his  narrative  might  be  relieved  by  the 
humour  of  a  cavaliero  of  the  age  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  In  every  period,  the 
attempt  to  gain  and  maintain  the  highest  rank  of  society  has  depended  on 
the  power  of  assuming  and  supporting  a  certain  fashionable  kind  of  affec- 
tation, usually  connected  with  some  vivacity  of  talent  and  energy  of  cha- 
racter, but  distinguished  at  the  same  time  by  a  transcendent  flight  beyond 
sound  reason  and  common  sense  ;  both  faculties  too  vulgar  to  be  admitted 
into  the  estimate  of  one  who  claims  to  be  esteemed  "  a  choice  spirit  of  the 
age."  These,  in  their  different  phases,  constitute  the  gallants  of  the  day, 
whose  boast  it  is  to  drive  the  whims  of  fashion  to  extremity. 

On  all  occasions,  the  manners  of  the  sovereign,  the  court,  and  the  time, 
must  give  the  tone  to  the  peculiar  description  of  qualities  by  which  those 
who  would  attain  the  height  of  fashion  must  seek  to  distinguish  themselves. 
The  reign  of  Elizabeth,  being  that  of  a  maiden  queen,  was  distinguished  by 
the  decorum  of  the  courtiers,  and  especially  the  affectation  of  the  deepest 
deference  to  the  sovereign.  After  the  acknowledgment  of  the  Queen's 
matchless  perfections,  the  same  devotion  was  extended  to  beauty  as  it  ex- 
isted among  the  lesser  stars  in  her  court,  who  sparkled,  as  it  was  the  mode 
to  say,  by  her  reflected  lustre.  It  is  true,  that  gallant  knights  no  longer 
vowed  to  Heaven,  the  peacock,  and  the  ladies,  to  perform  some  feat  of 
extravagant  chivalry,  in  which  they  endangered  the  lives  of  others  as  well 
as  their  own  ;  but  although  their  chivalrous  displays  of  personal  gallantry 
seldom  went  farther  in  Elizabeth's  days  than  the  tiltyard,  where  barricades, 
called  barriers,  prevented  the  shock  of  the  horses,  and  limited  the  display 
of  the  cavaliers'  skill  to  the  comparatively  safe  encounter  of  their  lances, 
the  language  of  the  lovers  to  their  ladies  was  still  in  the  exalted  terms 
which  Amadis  would  have  addressed  to  Oriana,  before  encountering  a 
dragon  for  her  sake.  This  tone  of  romantic  gallantry  found  a  clever  but 
conceited  author,  to  reduce  it  to  a  species  of  constitution  and  form,  and 
lay  down  the  courtly  manner  of  conversation,  in  a  pedantic  book,  called 
Euphues  and  his  England.  Of  this,  a  brief  account  is  given  in  the  text,  to 
which  it  may  now  be  proper  to  make  some  additions. 

The  extravagance  of  Euphuism,  or  a  symbolical  jargon  of  the  same  class, 
predominates  in  the  romances  of  Calprenade  and  Scuderi,  which  were  read 
for  the  amusement  of  the  fair  sex  of  France  during  the  long  reign  of  Louis 
XIV.,  and  were  supposed  to  contain  the  only  legitimate  language  of  love 
and  gallantry.  In  this  reign  they  encountered  the  satire  of  Moliere  and 
Boileau.  A  similar  disorder,  spreading  into  private  society,  formed  the 
ground  of  the  affected  dialogue  of  the  Precieuses,  as  they  were  styled,  who 
formed  the  coterie  of  the  Hotel  de  Rambouillet,  and  afforded  Moliere  mat- 
ter for  his  admirable  comedy,  Les  Precieuses  Ridicules.  In  England,  the 
humour  does  not  seem  to  have  long  survived  the  accession  of  James  I. 

The  author  had  the  vanity  to  think  that  a  character,  whose  peculiarities 
should  turn  on  extravagances  which  were  once  universally  fashionable, 
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might  be  read  in  a  fictitious  story  with  a  good  chance  of  affording  amuse- 
ment to  the  existing  generation,  who,  fond  as  they  are  of  looking  back  on 
the  actions  and  manners  of  their  ancestors,  might  be  also  supposed  to  be 
sensible  of  their  absurdities.  He  must  fairly  acknowledge  that  he  was  dis- 
appointed, and  that  the  Euphuist,  far  from  being  accounted  a  welldrawn 
and  humorous  character  of  the  period,  was  condemned  as  unnatural  and 
absurd. 

It  would  be  easy  to  account  for  this  failure,  by  supposing  the  defect  to 
arise  from  the  author's  want  of  skill,  and,  probably,  many  readers  may  not 
be  inclined  to  look  farther.  But,  as  the  author  himself  can  scarcely  be 
supposed  willing  to  acquiesce  in  this  final  cause,  if  any  other  can  be  alleged, 
he  has  been  led  to  suspect  that,  contrary  to  what  he  originally  supposed, 
his  subject  was  injudiciously  chosen,  in  which,  and  not  in  his  mode  of 
treating  it,  lay  the  source  of  the  want  of  success. 

The  manners  of  a  rude  people  are  always  founded  on  nature,  and  there- 
fore the  feelings  of  a  more  polished  generation  immediately  sympathise 
with  them.  We  need  no  numerous  notes,  no  antiquarian  dissertations,  to 
enable  the  most  ignorant  to  recognise  the  sentiments  and  diction  of  the 
characters  of  Homer  ;  we  have  but,  as  Lear  says,  to  strip  off  our  lendings 
— to  set  aside  the  factitious  principles  and  adornments  which  we  have  re- 
ceived from  our  comparatively  artificial  system  of  society,  and  our  natural 
feelings  are  in  unison  with  those  of  the  bard  of  Chios  and  the  heroes  who 
live  in  his  verses.  It  is  the  same  with  a  great  part  of  the  narratives  of  my 
friend  Mr  Cooper.  We  sympathise  with  his  Indian  chiefs  and  backwoods- 
men, and  acknowledge,  in  the  characters  which  he  presents  to  us,  the  same 
truth  of  human  nature  by  which  we  should  feel  ourselves  influenced  if 
placed  in  the  same  condition.  So  much  is  this  the  case,  that  though  it  is 
difficult,  or  almost  impossible,  to  reclaim  a  savage,  bred  from  his  youth  to 
war  and  the  chase,  to  the  restraints  and  the  duties  of  civilised  life,  nothing 
is  more  easy  or  common,  than  to  find  men,  who  have  been  educated  in  all 
the  habits  and  comforts  of  improved  society,  willing  to  exchange  them  for 
the  wild  labours  of  the  hunter  and  the  fisher.  The  very  amusements  most 
pursued  and  relished  by  men  of  all  ranks,  whose  constitutions  permit 
active  exercise,  are  hunting,  fishing,  and  in  some  instances,  war,  the  natural 
and  necessary  business  of  the  savage  of  Dryden,  where  his  hero  talks  of  being 

"  As  free  as  nature  first  made  man, 

When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  savage  ran." 

But  although  the  occupations,  and  even  the  sentiments,  of  human  beings 
in  a  primitive  state,  find  access  and  interest  in  the  minds  of  the  more  civil- 
ised part  of  the  species,  it  does  not  therefore  follow,  that  the  national 
tastes,  opinions,  and  follies,  of  one  civilised  period,  should  afford  either 
the  same  interest  or  the  same  amusement  to  those  of  another.  These 
generally,  when  driven  to  extravagance,  are  founded,  not  upon  any  natural 
taste  proper  to  the  species,  but  upon  the  growth  of  some  peculiar  cast  ox 
affectation,  with  which  mankind  in  general,  and  succeeding  generations  in 
particular,  feel  no  common  interest  or  sympathy.  The  extravagances  of 
coxcombry  in  manners  and  apparel  are  indeed  the  legitimate,  and  often  the 
successful  objects  of  satire,  during  the  time  when  they  exist.  In  evidence 
of  this,  theatrical  critics  may  observe  how  many  dramatic  jeux  d' esprit  are 
well  received  every  season,  because  the  satirist  levels  at  some  well-known  or 
fashionable  absurdity  ;  or,  in  the  dramatic  phrase,  "shoots  folly  as  it  flies." 
But  when  the  peculiar  kind  of  folly  keeps  the  wing  no  longer,  it  is  reckoned 
but  waste  of  powder  to  pour  a  discharge  of  ridicule  on  what  has  ceased  to 
exist ;  and  the  pieces  in  which  such  forgotten  absurdities  are  made  the  sub- 
ject of  ridicule,  fall  quietly  into  oblivion  with  the  follies  which  gave  them 
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fashion,  or  only  continue  to  exist  on  the  scene,  because  they  contain  some 
other  more  permanent  interest  than  that  which  connects  them  with  man- 
ners and  follies  of  a  temporary  character. 

This,  perhaps,  affords  a  reason  why  the  comedies  of  Ben  Jonson,  founded 
upon  system,  or  what  the  age  termed  humours, — by  which  was  meant  facti- 
tious and  affected  characters,  superinduced  on  that  which  was  common  to 
the  rest  of  their  race, — in  spite  of  acute  satire,  deep  scholarship,  and  strong 
sense,  do  not  now  afford  general  pleasure,  but  are  confined  to  the  closet  of 
the  antiquary,  whose  studies  have  assured  him  that  the  personages  of  the 
dramatist  were  once,  though  they  are  now  no  longer,  portraits  of  existing 
nature. 

Let  us  take  another  example  of  our  hypothesis  from  Shakespeare  himself, 
who,  of  all  authors,  drew  his  portraits  for  all  ages.  With  the  whole  sum  of 
the  idolatry  which  affects  us  at  his  name,  the  mass  of  readers  peruse,  with- 
out amusement,  the  characters  formed  on  the  extravagances  of  temporary 
fashion  ;  and  the  Euphuist  Don  Armado,  the  pedant  Holofernes,  even  Nym 
and  Pistol,  are  read  with  little  pleasure  by  the  mass  of  the  public,  being 
portraits  of  which  we  cannot  recognise  the  humour,  because  the  originals 
no  longer  exist.  In  like  manner,  while  the  distresses  of  Romeo  and  Juliet 
continue  to  interest  every  bosom,  Mercutio,  drawn  as  an  accurate  represen- 
tation of  the  finished  fine  gentleman  of  the  period,  and  as  such  received  by 
the  unanimous  approbation  of  contemporaries,  has  so  little  to  interest  the 
present  age,  that,  stripped  of  all  his  puns  and  quirks  of  verbal  wit,  he  only 
retains  his  place  in  the  scene,  in  virtue  of  his  fine  and  fanciful  speech  upon 
dreaming,  which  belongs  to  no  particular  age,  and  because  he  is  a  personage 
whose  presence  is  indispensable  to  the  plot. 

We  have  already  prosecuted  perhaps  too  far  an  argument,  the  tendency 
of  which  is  to  prove,  that  the  introduction  of  an  humorist,  acting,  like  Sir 
Piercie  Shaffcon,  upon  some  forgotten  and  obsolete  model  of  folly,  once 
fashionable,  is  rather  likely  to  awaken  the  disgust  of  the  reader,  as  un- 
natural, than  find  him  food  for  laughter.  Whether  owing  to  this  theory, 
or  whether  to  the  more  simple  and  probable  cause  of  the  author's  failure  in 
the  delineation  of  the  subject  he  had  proposed  to  himself,  the  formidable 
objection  of  increduhis  odi  was  applied  to  the  Euphuist,  as  well  as  to  the 
White  Lady  of  Avenel  ;  and  the  one  was  denounced  as  unnatural,  while  the 
other  was  rejected  as  impossible. 

There  was  little  in  the  story  to  atone  for  these  failures  in  two  principal 
points.  The  incidents  were  inartificially  huddled  together.  There  was  no 
part  of  the  intrigue  to  which  deep  interest  was  found  to  apply  ;  and  the 
conclusion  was  brought  about,  not  by  incidents  arising  out  of  the  story 
itself,  but  in  consequence  of  public  transactions,  with  which  the  narrative 
has  little  connection,  and  which  the  reader  had  little  opportunity  to  become 
acquainted  with. 

This,  if  not  a  positive  fault,  was  yet  a  great  defect  in  the  Romance.  It  is 
true,  that  not  only  the  practice  of  some  great  authors  in  this  department,  but 
even  the  general  course  of  human  life  itself,  may  be  quoted  in  favour  of  this 
more  obvious,  and  less  artificial  practice,  of  arranging  a  narrative.  It  is  sel- 
dom that  the  same  circle  of  personages  who  have  surrounded  an  individual  at 
his  first  outset  in  life,  continue  to  have  an  interest  in  his  career  till  his  fate 
comes  to  a  crisis.  On  the  contrary,  and  more  especially  if  the  events  of 
his  life  be  of  a  varied  character,  and  worth  communicating  to  others,  or  to 
the  world,  the  hero's  later  connections  are  usually  totally  separated  from 
those  with  whom  he  began  the  voyage,  but  whom  the  individual  has  out- 
sailed, or  who  have  drifted  astray,  or  foundered  on  the  passage.  This 
hackneyed  comparison  holds  good  in  another  point.  The  numerous  vessels 
of  so  many  different  sorts,  and  destined  for  such  different  purposes,  which 
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are  launched  in  the  same  mighty  ocean,  although  each  endeavours  to  pursue 
its  own  course,  are  in  every  case  more  influenced  by  the  winds  and  tides, 
which  are  common  to  the  element  which  they  all  navigate,  than  by  their 
own  separate  exertions.  And  it  is  thus  in  the  world,  that,  when  human 
prudence  has  done  its  best,  some  general,  perhaps  national,  event,  destroys 
the  schemes  of  the  individual,  as  the  casual  touch  of  a  more  powerful  being 
sweeps  away  the  web  of  the  spider. 

Many  excellent  romances  have  been  composed  in  this  view  of  human  life, 
where  the  hero  is  conducted  through  a  variety  of  detached  scenes,  in 
which  various  agents  appear  and  disappear,  without,  perhaps,  having  any 
permanent  influence  on  the  progress  of  the  story.  Such  is  the  structure  of 
Gil  Bias,  Roderick  Random,  and  the  lives  and  adventures  of  many  other 
heroes,  who  are  described  as  running  through  different  stations  of  life,  and 
encountering  various  adventures,  which  are  only  connected  with  each 
other  by  having  happened  to  be  witnessed  by  the  same  individual,  whose 
identity  unites  them  together,  as  the  string  of  a  necklace  links  the  beads, 
which  are  otherwise  detached. 

But  though  such  an  unconnected  course  of  adventures  is  what  most 
frequently  occurs  in  nature,  yet  the  province  of  the  romance  writer  being 
artificial,  there  is  more  required  from  him  than  a  mere  compliance  with 
the  simplicity  of  reality, — just  as  we  demand  from  the  scientific  gardener, 
that  he  shall  arrange,  in  curious  knots  and  artificial  parterres,  the  flowers 
which  "  nature  boon "  distributes  freely  on  hill  and  dale.  Fielding, 
accordingly,  in  most  of  his  novels,  but  especially  in  Tom  Jones,  his  chef- 
cCceuvre,  has  set  the  distinguished  example  of  a  story  regularly  built  and 
consistent  in  all  its  parts,  in  which  nothing  occurs,  and  scarce  a  personage 
is  introduced,  that  has  not  some  share  in  tending  to  advance  the  catas- 
trophe. 

To  demand  equal  correctness  and  felicity  in  those  who  may  follow  in  the 
track  of  that  illustrious  novelist,  would  be  to  fetter  too  much  the  power  of 
giving  pleasure,  by  surrounding  it  with  penal  rules  ;  since  of  this  sort  of 
light  literature  it  may  be  especially  said—  tout  genre  est  permis,  hors  le 
genre  ennuyeux.  Still,  however,  the  more  closely  and  happily  the  story  is 
combined,  and  the  more  natural  and  felicitous  the  catastrophe,  the  nearer 
such  a  composition  will  approach  the  perfection  of  the  novelist's  art ;  nor 
can  an  author  neglect  this  branch  of  his  profession,  without  incurring  pro- 
portional censure. 

For  such  censure  the  Monastery  gave  but  too  much  occasion.  The  in- 
trigue of  the  Romance,  neither  very  interesting  in  itself,  nor  very  happily 
detailed,  is  at  length  finally  disentangled  by  the  breaking  out  of  national 
hostilities  between  England  and  Scotland,  and  the  as  sudden  renewal  of  the 
truce.  Instances  of  this  kind,  it  is  true,  cannot  in  reality  have  been 
uncommon,  but  the  resorting  to  such,  in  order  to  accomplish  the  catas- 
trophe, as  by  a  tour  de  force,  was  objected  to  as  inartificial,  and  not  per- 
fectly intelligible  to  the  general  reader. 

Still  the  Monastery,  though  exposed  to  severe  and  just  criticism,  did  not 
fail,  judging  from  the  extent  of  its  circulation,  to  have  some  interest  for  the 
public.  And  this,  too,  was  according  to  the  ordinary  course  of  such  mat- 
ters ;  for  it  very  seldom  happens  that  literary  reputation  is  gained  by  a 
single  effort,  and  still  more  rarety  is  it  lost  by  a  solitary  miscarriage. 

The  author,  therefore,  had  his  days  of  grace  allowed  him,  and  time, 
if  he  pleased,  to  comfort  himself  with  the  burden  of  the  old  Scots  song, 

"  If  it  isna  weel  bobbit, 
We'll  bob  it  again." 

Abbotsford,  1st  November  1830. 
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FROM 

CAPTAIN   CLUTTERBUCK, 

LATE  OF  HIS  MAJESTY'S  REGIMENT  OF  INFANTRY, 

TO   THE 

AUTHOR   OF   "WAVERLEY." 


Sir, — Although  I  do  not  pretend  to  the  pleasure  of  your  personal  acquaint- 
ance, like  many  whom  I  believe  to  be  equally  strangers  to  you,  I  am  never- 
theless interested  in  your  publications,  and  desire  their  continuance  ; — not 
that  I  pretend  to  much  taste  in  fictitious  composition,  or  that  I  am  apt  to 
be  interested  in  your  grave  scenes,  or  amused  by  those  which  are  meant  to 
be  lively.  I  will  not  disguise  from  you  that  I  have  yawned  over  the  last 
interview  of  Maclvor  and  his  sister,  and  fell  fairly  asleep  while  the  school- 
master was  reading  the  humours  of  Dandie  Dinmont.  You  see,  sir,  that  I 
scorn  to  solicit  your  favour  in  a  way  to  which  you  are  no  stranger.  If  the 
papers  I  enclose  you  are  worth  nothing,  I  will  not  endeavour  to  recommend 
them  by  personal  flattery,  as  a  bad  cook  pours  rancid  butter  upon  stale 
fish.  No,  sir !  what  I  respect  in  you  is  the  light  you  have  occasionally 
thrown  on  national  antiquities,  a  study  which  I  have  commenced  rather 
late  in  life,  but  to  which  I  am  attached  with  the  devotion  of  a  first  love, 
because  it  is  the  only  study  I  ever  cared  a  farthing  for. 

You  shall  have  my  history,  sir  (it  will  not  reach  to  three  volumes),  be- 
fore that  of  my  manuscript ;  and  as  you  usually  throw  out  a  few  lines  of 
verse  (by  way  of  skirmishers,  I  suppose)  at  the  head  of  each  division  of 
prose,  I  have  had  the  luck  to  light  upon  a  stanza  in  the  schoolmaster's  copy 
of  Burns  which  describes  me  exactly.  I  love  it  the  better  because  it  was 
originally  designed  for  Captain  Grose,  an  excellent  antiquary,  though,  like 
yourself,  somewhat  too  apt  to  treat  with  levity  his  own  pursuits  : — 

"  Tis  said  he  was  a  soldier  bred, 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'en  than  fled  ; 
But  now  he's  quit  the  Bpurtle  blade, 
And  dog-skin  wallet, 
And  ta'en  the — antiquarian  trade, 
I  think  they  call  it." 

I  never  could  conceive  what  influenced  me,  when  a  boy,  in  the  choice  of 
a  profession.  Military  zeal  and  ardour  it  was  not  which  made  me  stand  out 
for  a  commission  in  the  Scots  Fusiliers,  when  my  tutors  and  curators  wished 
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to  bind  me  apprentice  to  old  David  Stiles,  Clerk  to  his  Majesty's  Signet.  I 
say,  military  zeal  t  was  not ;  for  I  was  no  fighting  boy  in  my  own  per- 
son, and  cared  not  a  penny  to  read  the  history  of  the  heroes  who  turned 
the  world  upside  down  in  former  ages.  As  for  courage,  I  had,  as  I  have 
since  discovered,  just  as  much  of  it  as  served  my  turn,  and  not  one  grain  of 
surplus.  I  soon  found  out,  indeed,  that  in  action  there  was  more  danger 
in  running  away  than  in  standing  fast ;  and,  besides,  I  could  not  afford  to 
lose  my  commission,  which  was  my  chief  means  of  support.  But  as  for  that 
overboiling  valour  which  I  have  heard  many  of  ours  talk  of,  though  I  seldom 
observed  that  it  influenced  them  in  the  actual  affair — that  exuberant  zeal 
which  courts  Danger  as  a  bride — truly  my  courage  was  of  a  complexion 
much  less  ecstatical. 

Again,  the  love  of  a  red  coat,  which,  in  default  of  all  other  aptitudes  to 
the  profession,  has  made  many  a  bad  soldier  and  some  good  ones,  was  an 
utter  stranger  to  my  disposition.  I  cared  not  a  "  bodle"  for  the  company 
of  the  misses  :  Nay,  though  there  was  a  boarding-school  in  the  village,  and 
though  we  used  to  meet  with  its  fair  inmates  at  Simon  Lightfoot's  weekly 
Practising,  I  cannot  recollect  any  strong  emotions  being  excited  on  these 
occasions,  excepting  the  infinite  regret  with  which  I  went  through  the 
polite  ceremonial  of  presenting  my  partner  with  an  orange,  thrust  into  my 
pocket  by  my  aunt  for  this  special  purpose,  but  which,  had  I  dared,  I  cer- 
tainly would  have  secreted  for  my  own  personal  use.  As  for  vanity,  or  love 
of  finery  for  itself,  I  was  such  a  stranger  to  it,  that  the  difficulty  was  great 
to  make  me  brush  my  coat,  and  appear  in  proper  trim  upon  parade.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  rebuke  of  my  old  Colonel  on  a  morning  when  the  King 
reviewed  a  brigade  of  which  ours  made  part.  "  I  am  no  friend  to  extra- 
vagance, Ensign  Clutterbuck,"  said  he  ;  "but  on  the  day  when  we  are  to 
pass  before  the  Sovereign  of  the  kingdom,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  would  have 
at  least  shown  him  an  inch  of  clean  linen." 

Thus,  a  stranger  to  the  ordinary  motives  which  lead  young  men  to  make 
the  army  their  choice,  and  without  the  least  desire  to  become  either  a  hero 
or  a  dandy,  I  really  do  not  know  what  determined  my  thoughts  that  way, 
unless  it  were  the  happy  state  of  half-pay  indolence,  enjoyed  by  Captain 
Doolittle,  who  had  set  up  his  staff  of  rest  in  my  native  village.  Every  other 
person  had,  or  seemed  to  have,  something  to  do,  less  or  more.  They  did 
not,  indeed,  precisely  go  to  school  and  learn  tasks,  that  last  of  evils  in  my 
estimation  ;  but  it  did  not  escape  my  boyish  observation,  that  they  were  all 
bothered  with  something  or  other  like  duty  or  labour — all  but  the  happy 
Captain  Doolittle.  The  minister  had  his  parish  to  visit,  and  his  preaching 
to  prepare,  though  perhaps  he  made  more  fuss  than  he  needed  about  both. 
The  laird  had  his  farming  and  improving  operations  to  superintend  ;  and, 
besides,  he  had  to  attend  trustee  meetings,  and  lieutenancy  meetings,  and 
head-courts,  and  meetings  of  justices,  and  what  not — was  as  early  up  (that 
I  detested),  and  as  much  in  the  open  air,  wet  and  dry,  as  his  own  grieve. 
The  shopkeeper  (the  village  boasted  but  one  of  eminence)  stood  indeed 
pretty  much  at  his  ease  behind  his  counter,  for  his  custom  was  by  no  means 
overburdensome  ;  but  still  he  enjoyed  his  status,  as  the  Bailie  calls  it,  upon 
condition  of  tumbling  ail  the  wares  in  his  booth  over  and  over,  when  any 
one  cho  e  to  want  a  yard  of  muslin,  a  mousetrap,  an  ounce  of  caraways,  a 
paper  of  pins,  the  Sermons  of  Mr  Peden,  or  the  Life  of  Jack  the  Giant- 
Queller  (not  Killer,  as  usually  erroneously  written  and  pronounced. — See 
my  essay  on  the  true  history  of  this  worthy,  where  real  facts  have  in  a  pecu- 
liar degree  been  obscured  by  fable).  In  short,  all  in  the  village  were  under 
the  necessity  of  doing  something  which  they  would  rather  have  left  undone, 
excepting  Captain  Doolittle,  who  walked  every  morning  in  the  open  street, 
which  formed  the  high  mall  of  our  village,  in  a  blue  coat  with  a  rod  neck. 
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and  played  at  whist  the  whole  evening,  when  he  could  make  up  a  party. 
This  happy  vacuity  of  all  employment  appeared  to  me  so  delicious,  that  it 
became  the  primary  hint,  which,  according  to  the  system  of  Helvetius,  as 
the  minister  says,  determined  my  infant  talents  towards  the  profession  I 
was  destined  to  illustrate. 

But  who,  alas  !  can  form  a  just  estimate  of  their  future  prospects  in  this 
deceitful  world  ?  I  was  not  long  engaged  in  my  new  profession,  before  I 
discovered,  that  if  the  independent  indolence  of  half-pay  was  a  paradise,  the 
officer  must  pass  through  the  purgatory  of  duty  and  service  in  order  to  gain 
admission  to  it.  Captain  Doolittle  might  brush  his  blue  coat  with  the  red 
neck,  or  leave  it  unbrushed,  at  his  pleasure  ;  but  Ensign  Clutterbuck  had 
no  such  option.  Captain  Doolittle  might  go  to  bed  at  ten  o'clock,  if  he  had 
a  mind  ;  but  the  Ensign  must  make  the  rounds  in  his  turn.  What  was 
worse,  the  Captain  might  repose  under  the  tester  of  his  tent-bed  until  noon, 
if  he  was  so  pleased  ;  but  the  Ensign,  God  help  him,  had  to  appear  upon 
parade  at  peep  of  day.  As  for  duty,  I  made  that  as  easy  as  I  could,  had 
the  sergeant  to  whisper  to  me  the  words  of  command,  and  bustled  through 
as  other  folks  did.  Of  service,  I  saw  enough  for  an  indolent  man— was 
buffeted  up  and  down  the  world,  and  visited  both  the  East  and  West  Indies, 
Egypt,  and  other  distant  places,  which  my  youth  had  scarce  dreamed  of. 
The  French  I  saw,  and  felt  too  ;  witness  two  fingers  on  my  right  hand, 
which  one  of  their  cursed  hussars  took  off  with  his  sabre  as  neatly  as  an 
hospital  surgeon.  At  length  the  death  of  an  old  aunt,  who  left  me  some 
fifteen  hundred  pounds,  snugly  vested  in  the  Three  per  Cents,  gave  me  the 
long-wished-for  opportunity  of  retiring,  with  the  prospect  of  enjoying  a 
clean  shirt  and  a  guinea  four  times  a- week  at  least. 

For  the  purpose  of  commencing  my  new  way  of  life,  I  selected  for  my 
residence  the  village  of  Kennaquhair,  in  the  south  of  Scotland,  celebrated 
for  the  ruins  of  its  magnificent  Monastery,  intending  there  to  lead  my  future 
life  in  the  otium  cum  dignitate  of  half-pay  and  annuity.  I  was  not  long, 
however,  in  making  the  grand  discovery,  that  in  order  to  enjoy  leisure,  it 
is  absolutely  necessary  it  should  be  preceded  by  occupation.  For  some 
time  it  was  delightful  to  wake  at  daybreak,  dreaming  of  the  reveille' — then 
to  recollect  my  happy  emancipation  from  the  slavery  that  doomed  me  to 
start  at  a  piece  of  clattering  parchment,  turn  on  my  other  side,  damn  the 
parade,  and  go  to  sleep  again.  But  even  this  enjoyment  had  its  termina- 
tion ;  and  time,  when  it  became  a  stock  entirely  at  my  own  disposal,  began 
to  hang  heavy  on  my  hand. 

I  angled  for  two  days,  during  which  time  I  lost  twenty  hooks,  and  several 
scores  of  yards  of  gut  and  line,  and  caught  not  even  a  minnow.  Hunting 
was  out  of  the  question,  for  the  stomach  of  a  horse  by  no  means  agrees  with 
the  half-pay  establishment.  When  I  shot,  the  shepherds  and  ploughmen, 
and  my  very  dog,  quizzed  me  every  time  that  I  missed,  which  was,  generally 
speaking,  every  time  I  fired.  Besides,  the  country  gentlemen  in  this  quarter 
like  their  game,  and  began  to  talk  of  prosecutions  and  interdicts.  I  did  not 
give  up  fighting  the  French  to  commence  a  domestic  war  with  the  "pleasant 
men  of  Teviotdale,"  as  the  song  calls  them  ;  so  I  e'en  spent  three  days  (very 
agreeably)  in  cleaning  my  gun,  and  disposing  it  upon  two  hooks  over  my 
chimney-piece. 

The  success  of  this  accidental  experiment  set  me  on  trying  my  skill  in 
the  mechanical  arts.  Accordingly,  I  took  down  and  cleaned  my  landlady's 
cuckoo-clock,  and  in  so  doing,  silenced-  that  companion  of  the  spring  for 
ever  and  a  day.  I  mounted  a  turning-lathe,  and  in  attempting  to  use  it,  I 
very  nearly  cribbed  off,  with  an  inch-and-half  former,  one  of  the  fingers 
which  the  hussar  had  left  me. 

Books  I  tried,  both  those  of  the  little  circulating  library,  and  of  the  more 
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rational  subscription  collection  maintained  by  this  intellectual  people.  But 
neither  the  light  reading  of  the  one,  nor  the  heavy  artillery  of  the  other, 
suited  my  purpose.  I  always  fell  asleep  at  the  fourth"  or  fifth  page  of 
history  or  disquisition  ;  and  it  took  me  a  month's  hard  reading  to  wade 
through  a  half-bound  trashy  novel,  during  which  I  was  pestered  with  ap- 
plications to  return  the  volumes  by  every  half-bred  milliner's  miss  about  the 
place.  In  short,  during  the  hours  when  all  the  town  besides  had  some- 
thing to  do,  I  had  nothing  for  it,  but  to  walk  in  the  churchyard,  and  whistle 
till  it  was  dinner-time. 

During  these  promenades,  the  Ruins  necessarily  forced  themselves  on  my 
attention,  and,  by  degrees,  I  found  myself  engaged  in  studying  the  more 
minute  ornaments,  and  at  length  the  general  plan,  of  this  noble  structure. 
The  old  sexton  aided  my  labours,  and  gave  me  his  portion  of  traditional 
lore.  Every  day  added  something  to  my  stock  of  knowledge  respecting  the 
ancient  state  of  the  building  ;  and  at  length  I  made  discoveries  concern- 
ing the  purpose  of  several  detached  and  very  ruinous  portions  of  it,  the 
use  of  which  had  hitherto  been  either  unknown  altogether  or  erroneously 
explained. 

The  knowledge  which  I  thus  acquired  I  had  frequent  opportunities  of 
retailing  to  those  visitors  whom  the  progress  of  a  Scottish  tour  brought  to 
visit  this  celebrated  spot.  Without  encroaching  on  the  privilege  of  my 
friend  the  sexton,  I  became  gradually  an  assistant  Cicerone  in  the  task  of 
description  and  explanation,  and  often  (seeing  a  fresh  party  of  visitors 
arrive)  has  he  turned  over  to  me  those  to  whom  he  had  told  half  his  story, 
with  the  nattering  observation,  "What  needs  I  say  ony  mair  about  it? 
There's  the  Captain  kens  mair  anent  it  than  I  do,  or  ony  man  in  the  town." 
Then  would  I  salute  the  strangers  courteously,  and  expatiate  to  their 
astonished  minds  upon  crypts  and  chancels,  and  naves,  arches,  Gothic  and 
Saxon  architraves,  mullions,  and  flying  buttresses.  It  not  unfrequently 
happened,  that  an  acquaintance  which  commenced  in  the  Abbey  concluded 
in  the  inn,  which  served  to  relieve  the  solitude  as  well  as  the  monotony  of 
my  landlady's  shoulder  of  mutton,  whether  roast,  cold,  or  hashed. 

By  degrees  my  mind  became  enlarged  ;  I  found  a  book  or  two  which  en- 
lightened me  on  the  subject  of  Gothic  architecture,  and  I  read  now  with 
pleasure,  because  I  was  interested  in  what  I  read  about.  Even  my  character 
began  to  dilate  and  expand.  I  spoke  with  more  authority  at  the  club, 
and  was  listened  to  with  deference,  because  on  one  subject,  at  least,  I 
possessed  more  information  than  any  of  its  members.  Indeed,  I  found 
that  even  my  stories  about  Egypt,  which,  to  say  truth,  were  somewhat 
threadbare,  were  now  listened  to  with  more  respect  than  formerly.  "  The 
Captain,"  they  said,  "had  something  in  him  after  a"1, — there  were  few 
folk  kend  sae  muckle  about  the  Abbey." 

With  this  general  approbation  waxed  my  own  sense  of  self-importance, 
and  my  feeling  of  general  comfort.  I  ate  with  more  appetite,  I  digested 
with  more  ease,  I  lay  down  at  night  with  joy,  and  slept  sound  till  morning, 
when  I  arose  with  a  sense  of  busy  importance,  and  hied  me  to  measure,  to 
examine,  and  to  compare  the  various  parts  of  this  interesting  structure.  I 
lost  all  sense  and  consciousness  of  certain  unpleasant  sensations  of  a  non- 
descript nature,  about  my  head  and  stomach,  to  which  I  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  attending,  more  for  the  benefit  of  the  village  apothecary  than  my 
own,  for  the  pure  want  of  something  else  to  think  about.  I  had  found  out 
an  occupation  unwittingly,  and  was  happy  because  I  had  something  to  do. 
In  a  word,  I  had  commenced  local  antiquary,  and  was  not  unworthy  of 
the  name. 

Whilst  I  was  in  this  pleasing  career  of  busy  idleness,  for  so  it  might  at 
best  be  called,  it  happened  that  I  was  one  night  sitting  in  my  little  parlour, 
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adjacent  to  the  closet  which  my  landlady  calls  my  bedroom,  m  the  act  of 
preparing  for  an  early  retreat  to  the  realms  of  Morpheus.     Dugdale's 

Monasticon,   borrowed  from  the  library  at  A ,  was  lying  on  the  table 

before  me,  flanked  by  some  excellent  Cheshire  cheese  (a  present,  by  the 
way,  from  an  honest  London  citizen,  to  whom  I  had  explained  the  difference 
betwixt  a  G-  thic  and  a  Saxon  arch),  and  a  glass  of  Vanderhagen's  best  I 
ale.  Thus  armed  at  all  points  against  my  old  enemy  Time,  I  was  leisurely 
and  deliciously  preparing  for  bed — now  reading  a  line  of  old  Dugdale—  now 
sipping  my  ale,  or  munching  my  bread  and  cheese — now  undoing  the 
strings  at  my  breeches'1  knees,  or  a  button  or  two  of  my  waistcoat,  until 
the  village  clock  should  strike  ten,  before  which  time  I  make  it  a  rule 
never  to  go  to  bed.  A  loud  knocking,  however,  interrupted  my  ordinary 
process  on  this  occasion,  and  the  voice  of  my  honest  landlord  of  the  George 
was  heard  vociferating,1  "  What  the  deevil,  Mrs  Grimslees,  the  Captain  is 
no  in  his  bed  !  and  a  gentleman  at  our  house  has  ordered  a  fowl  and  minced 
collops,  and  a  bottle  of  sherry,  and  has  sent  to  ask  him  to  supper,  to  tell 
him  all  about  the  Abbey." 

"  Na,"  answered  Luekie  Grimslees,  in  the  true  sleepy  tone  of  a  Scottish 
matron  when  ten  o'clock  is  going  to  strike,  "he's  no  in  his  bed,  but  I'se 
warrant  him  no  gae  out  at  this  time  o'  night  to  keep  folks  sitting  up  waiting 
for  him — the  Captain's  a  decent  man." 

I  plainly  perceived  this  last  compliment  was  made  for  my  hearing,  by  I 
way  both  of  indicating  and  of  recommending  the  course  of  conduct  which 
Mrs  Grimslees  desired  I  should  pursue.  But  I  had  not  been  knocked  about 
the  world  for  thirty  years  and  odd,  and  lived  a  bluff  bachelor  all  the  while, 
to  come  home  and  be  put  under  petticoat  government  by  my  landlady. 
Accordingly  I  opened  my  chamber-door,  and  desired  my  old  friend  David 
to  walk  up  stairs. 

"  Captain,"  said  he,  as  he  entered,  "I  am  as  glad  to  find  you  up  as  if  I 
had  hooked  a  twenty  pound  saumon.  There's  a  gentleman  up  yonder  that 
will  not  sleep  sound  in  his  bed  this  blessed  night,  unless  he  has  the  pleasure 
to  drink  a  glass  of  wine  with  you." 

"  Ycu  know,  David,"  I  replied,  with  becoming  dignity,  "  that  I  cannot 
with  propriety  go  out  to  visit  strangers  at  this  time  of  night,  or  accept  of 
invitations  from  people  of  whom  I  know  nothing." 

David  swore  a  round  oath,  and  added,  '•  Was  ever  the  like  heard  of  ?  He 
has  ordered  a  fowl  and  egg  sauce,  a  pancake  and  minched  collops,  and  a 
bottle  of  sherry — D'ye  think  I  wad  come  and  ask  you  to  go  to  keep  com- 
pany with  ony  bit  English  rider,  that  sups  on  toasted  cheese,  and  a  cheerer 
of  rum-toddy  ?  This  is  a  gentleman  every  inch  of  him,  and  a  virtuoso,  a 
clean  virtuoso — a  sad-coloured  stand  of  claithes,  and  a  wig  like  the  curled 
back  of  a  mug-ewe.  The  very  first  question  he  speered  was  about  the  auld 
drawbrig  that  has  been  at  the  bottom  of  the  water  these  twal  score  years — 
I  have  seen  the  fundations  when  we  were  sticking  saumon— And  how  the 
deevil  suld  he  ken  onything  about  the  old  drawbrig,  unless  he  were  a 
virtuoso  ?"2 

David  being  a  virtuoso  in  his  own  way,  and  moreover  a  landholder  and 

1  The  George  was,  and  is,  the  principal  inn  in  the  village  of  Kennaquhair,  or  Mel- 
rose. But  the  landlord  of  the  period  was  not  the  same  civil  and  quiet  person  by  whom 
the  inn  is  now  kept.  David  Kyle,  a  Melrose  proprietor  of  no  little  importance,  a 
first-rate  person  of  consequence  in  whatever  belonged  to  the  business  of  the  town, 
was  the  original  owner  and  landlord  of  the  inn.  Poor  David!  like  many  other 
busy  men,  took  so  much  care  of  public  affairs,  as  in  some  degree  to  neglect  his  own, 
There  are  persons  still  alive  at  Kennaquhair  wrio  can  recognise  him  and  his 
peculiarities  in  the  following  sketch  of  mine  Host  of  the  George. 

2  There  is  more  to  be  said  about  this  old  bridge  hereafter.    See  note  C. 
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heritor,  was  a  qualified  judge  of  all  who  frequented  his  house,  and  there- 
fore I  could  not  avoid  again  t37ing  the  strings  of  my  knees. 

"That's  right,  Captain,"  vociferated  David  ;  "  you  twa  will  be  as  thick 
as  three  in  a  bed  an  ance  ye  forgather.  I  haena  seen  the  like  o'  him  my 
very  sell  since  I  saw  the  great  Doctor  Samuel  Johnson  on  his  tower  through 
Scotland,  whilk  tower  is  lying  in  my  back-parlour  for  the  amusement  of  my 
guests,  wi'  the  twa  boards  torn  an0." 

"  Then  the  gentleman  is  a  scholar,  David  ?" 

•'  I'se  uphaud  him  a  scholar,"  answered  David  ;  "  he  has  a  black  coat  on, 
or  a  brown  ane,  at  ony  rate." 

"  Is  he  a  clergyman  ? " 

"  I  am  thinking  no,  for  he  looked  after  his  horse's  supper  before  he  spoke 
o'  his  ain,"  replied  mine  host. 

"  Has  he  a  servant  ?"  demanded  I. 

"Nae  servant,"  answered  David  ;  "but  a  grand  face  he  has  o'  his  ain, 
that  would  gar  ony  body  be  willing  to  serve  him  that  looks  upon  him." 

"  And  what  makes  him  think  of  disturbing  me  ?  Ah,  David,  this  has 
been  some  of  your  chattering  ;  you  are  perpetually  bringing  your  guests  on 
my  shoulders,  as  if  it  were  my  business  to  entertain  every  man  who  comes 
to  the  George." 

"  What  the  deil  wad  ye  hae  me  do,  Captain  ? "  answered  mine  host ; 
"a gentleman  lights  down,  and  asks  me  in  a  most  earnest  manner,  what 
man  of  sense  and  learning  there  is  about  our  town,  that  can  tell  him  about 
the  antiquities  of  the  place,  and  specially  about  the  auld  Abbey — ye  wadna 
hae  me  tell  the  gentleman  a  lee  ?  and  ye  ken  weel  eneugh  there  is  nae- 
body  in  the  town  can  say  a  reasonable  word  about  it,  be  it  no  yoursell, 
except  the  bedral,  and  he  is  as  fou  as  a  piper  by  this  time.  So,  says  I, 
there's  Captain  Clutterbuck,  that's  a  very  civil  gentleman,  and  has  little  to 
do  forby  telling  a'  the  auld  cracks  about  the  Abbey,  and  dwells  just  hard 
by.  Then  says  the  gentleman  to  me,  '  Sir, '  says  he,  very  civilly,  '  have 
the  goodness  to  step  to  Captain  Clutterbuck  with  my  compliments,  and 
say  I  am  a  stranger,  who  have  been  led  to  these  parts  chiefly  by  the  fame  of 
these  Ruins,  and  that  I  would  call  upon  him,  but  the  hour  is  late.'  And 
mair  he  said  that  I  have  forgotten,  but  I  weel  remember  it  ended, — '  And, 
landlord,  get  a  bottle  of  your  best  sherry,  and  supper  for  two.' — Ye  wadna 
have  had  me  refuse  to  do  the  gentleman's  bidding,  and  me  a  publican  ?" 

"  Well,  David,"  said  I,  "  I  wish  your  virtuoso  had  taken  a  fitter  hour — but 
as  you  say  he  is  a  gentleman " 

"  I'se  uphaud  him  that — the  order  speaks  for  itsell— a  bottle  of  sherry — 
minched  collops  and  a  fowl — that's  speaking  like  a  gentleman,  I  trow  ! — 
That's  right,  Captain,  button  weel  up,  the  night's  raw — but  the  water's 
clearing  for  a'  that ;  we'll  be  on't  neist  night  wi'  my  Lord's  boats,  and  we'll 
hae  ill  luck  if  I  dinna  send  you  a  kipper  to  relish  your  ale  at  e'en."  1 

In  five  minutes  after  this  dialogue,  I  found  myself  in  the  parlour  of  the 
George,  and  in  the  presence  of  the  stranger. 

He  was  a  grave  personage,  about  my  own  age  (which  we  shall  call  about 
fifty),  and  really  had,  as  my  friend  David  expressed  it,  something  in  his 
face  that  inclined  men  to  oblige  and  to  serve  him.  Yet  this  expression  of 
authority  was  not  at  all  of  the  cast  which  I  have  seen  in  the  countenance  of 
a  general  of  brigade,  neither  was  the  stranger's  dress  at  all  martial.   It  con- 

The  nobleman  whose  boats  are  mentioned  in  the  text,  is  the  late  kind  and 
amiable  Lord  Sommerville,  an  intimate  friend  of  the  author.  David  Kyle  was  a 
constant  and  privileged  attendant  when  Lord  Sommerville  had  a  party  for  spearing 
salmon ;  on  such  occasions,  eighty  or  a  hundred  fish  were  often  killed  between 
Gleamer  and  Leaderfoot. 

b 
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sisted  of  a  uniform  suit  of  iron-grey  clothes,  cut  in  rather  an  old-fashioned 
form.  His  legs  were  defended  with  strong  leathern  gambadoes,  which, 
according  to  an  antiquarian  contrivance,  opened  at  the  sides,  and  were 
secured  by  steel  clasps.  His  countenance  was  worn  as  much  by  toil  and 
sorrow  as  by  age,  for  it  intimated  that  he  had  seen  and  endured  much.  His 
address  was  singularly  pleasing  and  gentlemanlike,  and  the  apology  which 
he  made  for  disturbing  me  at  such  an  hour,  and  in  such  a  manner,  was  so 
well  and  handsomely  expressed,  that  I  could  not  reply  otherwise  than  by 
declaring  my  willingness  to  be  of  service  to  him. 

"I  have  been  a  traveller  to-day,  sir,"  said  he,  "and  I  would  willingly 
defer  the  little  I  have  to  say  till  after  supper,  for  which  I  feel  rather  more 
appetised  than  usual." 

We  sate  down  to  table,  and  notwithstanding  the  stranger's  alleged 
appetite,  as  well  as  the  gentle  preparation  of  cheese  and  ale  which  I  had 
already  laid  aboard,  I  really  believe  that  I  of  the  two  did  the  greater  honour 
to  my  friend  David's  fowl  and  minced  collops. 

When  the  cloth  was  removed,  and  we  had  each  made  a  tumbler  of  negus, 
of  that  liquour  which  hosts  call  Sherry,  and  guests  call  Lisbon,  I  perceived 
that  the  stranger  seemed  pensive,  silent,  and  somewhat  embarrassed,  as  if 
he  had  something  to  communicate  which  he  knew  not  well  how  to  intro- 
duce. To  pave  the  way  for  him,  I  spoke  of  the  ancient  ruins  of  the  Mon- 
astery, and  of  their  history.  But,  to  my  great  surprise,  I  found  I  had  met 
my  match  with  a  witness.  The  stranger  not  only  knew  all  that  I  could  tell 
him,  but  a  great  deal  more  ;  and,  what  was  still  more  mortifying,  he  was 
able,  by  reference  to  dates,  charters,  and  other  evidence  of  facts,  that,  as 
Burns  says,  "  downa  be  disputed,"  to  correct  many  of  the  vague  tales  which 
I  had  adopted  on  loose  and  vulgar  tradition,  as  well  as  to  confute  more  than 
one  of  my  favourite  theories  on  the  subject  of  the  old  monks  and  their 
dwellings,  which  I  had  sported  freely  in  all  the  presumption  of  superior 
information.  And  here  I  cannot  but  remark,  that  much  of  the  stranger's 
arguments  and  inductions  rested  upon  the  authority  of  Mr  Deputy  Register 
of  Scotland,1  and  his  lucubrations;  a  gentleman  whose  indefatigable  re- 
search into  the  national  records  is  like  to  destroy  my  trade,  and  that  of  all 
local  antiquaries,  by  substituting  truth  instead  of  legend  and  romance. 
Alas !  I  would  the  learned  gentleman  did  but  know  how  difficult  it  is  for 
us  dealers  in  petty  wares  of  antiquity  to — 

"  Pluck  from  our  memories  a  rooted  'legend, 
Raze  out  the  written  records  of  our  brain, 
Or  cleanse  our  bosoms  of  that  perilous  stuff — u 

and  so  forth.  It  would,  I  am  sure,  move  his  pity  to  think  how  many  old 
dogs  he  hath  set  to  learn  new  tricks,  how  many  venerable  parrots  he 
hath  taught  to  sing  a  new  song,  how  many  grey  heads  he  hath  addled  by 
vain  attempts  to  exchange  their  old  Mumpsimus  for  his  new  Sumjpsimus. 
But  let  it  pass.  Humana  perpessi  sumus — All  changes  round  us,  past,  pre- 
sent, and  to  come  ;  that  which  was  history  yesterday  becomes  fable  to-day, 
and  the  truth  of  to-day  is  hatched  into  a  lie  by  to-morrow. 

Finding  myself  like  to  be  overpowered  in  the  Monastery,  which  I  had 
hitherto  regarded  as  my  citadel,  I  began,  like  a  skilful  general,  to  evacuate 
that  place  of  defence,  and  fight  my  way  through  the  adjacent  country.  I 
had  recourse  to  my  acquaintance  with  the  families  and  antiquities  of  the 
neighbourhood,  ground  on  which  I  thought  I  might  skirmish  at  large  with- 
out its  being  possible  for  the  stranger  to  meet  me  with  advantage.  But  I 
was  mistaken. 

The  man  in  the  iron-grey  suit  showed  a  much  more  minute  knowledge 

1  Thomas  Thomson,  Esq.,  whose  well-deserved  panegyric  ought  to  be  found  on 
another  page  than  one  written  by  an  intimate  friend  of  thirty  years'  standing. 
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of  these  particulars  than  I  had  the  least  pretension  to.  He  could  tell  the 
very  year  in  which  the  family  of  De  Haga  first  settled  on  their  ancient 
barony.1  Not  a  Thane  within  reach  but  he  knew  his  family  and  connec- 
tions— how  many  of  his  ancestors  had  fallen  by  the  sword  of  the  English, 
how  many  in  domestic  brawl,  and  how  many  by  the  hand  of  the  execu- 
tioner for  march- treason.  Their  castles  he  was  acquainted  with,  from 
turret  to  foundation-stone  ;  and  as  for  the  miscellaneous  antiquities  scat- 
tered about  the  country,  he  knew  every  one  of  them,  from  a  cromlech  to  a 
cairn,  and  could  give  as  good  an  account  of  each  as  if  he  had  lived  in  the 
time  of  the  Danes  or  Druids. 

I  was  now  in  the  mortifying  predicament  of  one  who  suddenly  finds  him- 
self a  scholar  when  he  came  to  teach,  and  nothing  was  left  for  me  but  to 
pick  up  as  much  of  his  conversation  as  I  could,  for  the  benefit  of  the  next 
company.  I  told,  indeed,  Allan  Ramsay's  story  of  the  Monk  and  Miller  s 
Wife,  in  order  to  retreat  with  some  honour  under  cover  of  a  parting  volley. 
Here,  however,  my  flank  was  again  turned  by  the  eternal  stranger. 

"You  are  pleased  to  be  facetious,  sir,"  said  he  ;  ' '  but  you  cannot  be 
ignorant  that  the  ludicrous  incident  you  mentioned  is  the  subject  of  a  tale 
much  older  than  that  of  Allan  Ramsay." 

I  nodded,  unwilling  to  acknowledge  my  ignorance,  though,  in  fact,  I 
knew  no  more  what  he  meant  than  did  one  of  my  friend  David's  post- 
horses. 

"  I  do  not  allude,"  continued  my  omniscient  companion,  "  to  the  curious 
poem  published  by  Pinkerton  from  the  Maitland  Manuscript,  called  the 
Fryars  of  Berwick,  although  it  presents  a  very  minute  and  amusing  picture 
of  Scottish  manners  during  the  reign  of  James  V.  :  but  rather  to  the  Italian 
novelist,  by  whom,  so  far  as  I  know,  the  story  was  first  printed,  although 
unquestionably  he  first  took  his  original  from  some  ancient  fabliau."  2 

"It  is  not  to  be  doubted,"  answered  I,  not  very  well  understanding, 
however,  the  proposition  to  which  I  gave  such  unqualified  assent. 

"Yet,"  continued  my  companion,  "I  question  much,  had  you  known 
my  situation  and  profession,  whether  you  would  have  pitched  upon  this 
precise  anecdote  for  my  amusement." 

This  observation  he  made  in  a  tone  of  perfect  good-humour.  I  pricked 
up  my  ears  at  the  hint,  and  answered  as  politely  as  I  could,  that  my  ignor- 
ance of  his  condition  and  rank  could  be  the  only  cause  of  my  having 
stumbled  on  anything  disagreeable  ;  and  that  I  was  most  willing  to  apolo- 
gise for  my  unintentional  offence,  so  soon  as  I  should  know  wherein  it  con- 
sisted. 

"Nay,  no  offence,  sir,"  he  replied;  " offence  can  only  exist  where  it  is 
taken.  I  have  been  too  long  accustomed  to  more  severe  and  cruel  miscon- 
structions, to  be  offended  at  a  popular  jest,  though  directed  at  my  pro- 
fession." 

"  Am  I  to  understand,  then,"  I  answered,  "that  I  am  speaking  with  a 
Catholic  clergyman  ?" 

"An  unworthy  monk  of  the  order  of  Saint  Benedict,"  said  the  stranger, 
"belonging  to  a  community  of  your  own  countrymen,  long  established  in 
France,  and  scattered  unhappily  by  the  events  of  the  Revolution." 

1  The  family  of  De  Haga,  modernised  into  Haig  of  Bemerside,  is  of  the  highest 
antiquity,  and  is  the  subject  of  one  of  the  prophecies  of  Thomas  the  Rhymer:— 

"  Betide,  betide,  whate'er  betide, 
Haig  shall  be  Haig  of  Bemerside." 

2  It  is  curious  to  remark  at  how  little  expense  of  invention  successive  ages  are 
content  to  receive  amusement.  The  same  story  which  Ramsay  and  Dunbar  have 
successively  handled,  forms  also  the  subject  of  the  modern  farce,  No  Song,  no 
Supper. 
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"  Then/'  said  I,  "  you  are  a  native  Scotchman,  and  from  this  neighbour- 
hood?" 

"  Not  so,"  answered  the  monk  ;  "  I  am  a  Scotchman  by  extraction  only, 
and  never  was  in  this  neighbourhood  during  my  whole  life." 

^  "  Never  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  yet  so  minutely  acquainted  with  its 
history,  its  traditions,  and  even  its  external  scenery  !  You  surprise  me, 
sir,"  I  replied. 

"It  is  not  surprising,"  he  said,  "  that  I  should  have  that  sort  of  local 
information,  when  it  is  considered  that  my  uncle,  an  excellent  man,  as  well 
as  a  good  Scotchman — the  head,  also,  of  our  religious  community — employed 
much  of  his  leisure  in  making  me  acquainted  with  these  particulars  ;  and 
that  I  myself,  disgusted  with  what  has  been  passing  around  me,  have  for 
many  years  amused  myself  by  digesting  and  arranging  the  various  scraps 
of  information  which  I  derived  from  my  worthy  relative,  an£  other  aged 
brethren  of  our  order." 

"I  presume,  sir,"  said  I,  "though  I  would  by  no  means  intrude  the 
question,  that  you  are  now  returned  to  Scotland  with  a  view  to  settle 
amongst  your  countrymen,  since  the  great  political  catastrophe  of  our  time 
has  reduced  your  corps  ?" 

"No,  sir,"  replied  the  Benedictine,  "such  is  not  my  intention.  A 
European  potentate,  who  still  cherishes  the  Catholic  faith,  has  offered  us  a 
retreat  within  his  dominions,  where  a  few  of  my  scattered  brethren  are 
alread}r  assembled,  to  pray  to  God  for  blessings  on  their  protector,  and 
pardon  to  their  enemies.  No  one,  I  believe,  will  be  able  to  object  to  us 
under  our  new  establishment,  that  the  extent  of  our  revenues  will  be  in- 
consistent with  our  vows  of  poverty  and  abstinence  ;  but,  let  us  strive  to  be 
thankful  to  God,  that  the  snare  of  temporal  abundance  is  removed  from  us." 

"Many  of  your  convents  abroad,  sir,"  said  I,  "enjoyed  very  handsome 
incomes— and  yet,  allowing  for  times,  I  question  if  any  were  better  provided 
for  than  the  Monastery  of  this  village.  It  is  said  to  have  possessed  nearly 
two  thousand  pounds  in  yearly  money-rent,  fourteen  chalders  and  nine  bolls 
of  wheat,  fifty-six  chalders  five  bolls  barley,  forty-four  chalders  and  ten 
bolls  oats,  capons  and  poultry,  butter,  salt,  carriage  and  arriage,  peats  and 
kain,  wool  and  ale." 

"  Even  too  much  of  all  these  temporal  goods,  sir,"  said  my  companion, 
"which,  though  well  intended  by  the  pious  donors,  served  only  to  make 
the  establishment  the  envy  and  the  prey  of  those  by  whom  it  was  finally 
devoured." 

"In  the  meanwhile,  however,"  I  observed,  "the  monks  had  an  easy 
life  of  it,  and,  as  the  old  song  goes, 

'  Made  gude  kale 

On  Fridays  when  they  fasted.' 

"I  understand  you,  sir,"  said  the  Benedictine  ;  "  'it  is  difficult,'  saith 
the  proverb,  '  to  carry  a  full  cup  without  spilling.'  Unquestionably  the 
wealth  of  the  community,  as  it  endangered  the  safety  of  the  establishment 
by  exciting  the  cupidity  of  others,  was  also  in  frequent  instances  a  snare 
to  the  brethren  themselves.  And  yet  we  have  seen  the  revenues  of  con- 
vents expended,  not  only  in  acts  of  beneficence  and  hospitality  to  individuals, 
but  in  works  of  general  and  permanent  advantage  to  the  world  at  large. 
The  noble  folio  collection  of  French  historians,  commenced  in  1737,  under 
the  inspection  and  at  the  expense  of  the  community  of  Saint  Maur,  will 
long  show  that  the  revenues  of  the  Benedictines  were  not  always  spent  in 
self-indulgence,  and  that  the  members  of  that  order  did  not  uniformly 
slumber  in  sloth  and  indolence,  when  they  had  discharged  the  formal  duties 
of  their  rule." 
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As  J  Knew  nothing  earthly  at  the  time  about  the  community  of  Saint 
Maur  and  their  learned  labours,  I  could  only  return  a  mumbling  assent  to 
this  proposition.  I  have  since  seen  this  noble  work  in  the  library  of  a 
distinguished  family,  and  I  must  own  I  am  ashamed  to  reflect,  that  in  so 
wealthy  a  country  as  ours,  a  similar  digest  of  our  historians  should  not  be 
undertaken,  under  the  patronage  of  the  noble  and  the  learned,  in  rivalry  of 
that  which  the  Benedictines  of  Paris  executed  at  the  expense  of  their  own 
conventual  funds. 

"I  perceive,'"  said  the  ex-Benedictine,  smiling,  "that  your  heretical 
prejudices  are  too  strong  to  allow  us  poor  brethren  any  merit,  whether 
literary  or  spiritual." 

"Far  from  it,  sir,"  said  I  ;  "  I  assure  you  I  have  been  much  obliged  to 
monks  in  my  time.  When  I  was  quartered  in  a  Monastery  in  Flanders,  in 
the  campaign  of  1793,  I  never  lived  more  comfortably  in  my  life.  They 
were  jolly  fellows  the  Flemish  Canons,  and  right  sorry  was  I  to  leave  my 
good  quarters,  and  to  know  that  my  honest  hosts  were  to  be  at  the  mercy 
of  the  Sans- Culottes.     Hut  fortune  de  la  guerre  !  " 

The  poor  Benedictine  looked  down  and  was  silent.  I  had  unwittingly 
awakened  a  train  of  bitter  reflections,  or  rather,  I  had  touched  somewhat 
rudely  upon  a  chord  which  seldom  ceased  to  vibrate  of  itself.  But  he  was 
too  much  accustomed  to  this  sorrowful  train  of  ideas  to  suffer  it  to  overcome 
him.  On  my  part,  I  hastened  to  atone  for  my  blunder.  "If  there  was 
any  object  of  his  journey  to  this  country  in  which  I  could,  with  propriety, 
assist  him,  I  begged  to  offer  him  my  best  services."  I  own  I  laid  some 
little  emphasis  on  the  words  "with  propriety,"  as  I  felt  it  would  ill  be- 
come me,  a  sound  Protestant,  and  a  servant  of  government,  so  far  as  my 
half-pay  was  concerned,  to  implicate  myself  in  any  recruiting  which  my 
companion  might  have  undertaken  in  behalf  of  foreign  seminaries,  or  in  any 
similar  design  for  the  advancement  of  Popery,  which,  whether  the  Pope  be 
actually  the  old  lady  of  Babylon  or  no,  it  did  not  become  me  in  any  manner 
to  advance  or  countenance. 

My  new  friend  hastened  to  relieve  my  indecision.  "  I  was  about  to 
request  your  assistance,  sir,"  he  said  "  in  a  matter  which  cannot  but  in- 
terest you  as  an  antiquary,  and  a  person  of  research.  But  I  assure  you  it 
relates  entirely  to  events  and  persons  removed  to  the  distance  of  two  cen- 
turies and  a  half.  I  have  experienced  too  much  evil  from  the  violent  un- 
settlement  of  the  country  in  which  I  was  born,  to  be  a  rash  labourer  in  the 
work  of  innovation  in  that  of  my  ancestors." 

I  again  assured  him  of  my  willingness  to  assist  him  in  anything  that  was 
not  contrary  to  my  allegiance  or  religion. 

"My  proposal,"  he  replied,  "affects  neither. — May  God  bless  the  reign- 
ing family  in  Britain  !  They  are  not,  indeed,  of  that  dynasty  to  restore 
which  my  ancestors  struggled  and  suffered  in  vain  ;  but  the  Providence 
who  has  conducted  his  present  Majesty  to  the  throne,  has  given  him  the 
virtues  necessary  to  his  time — firmness  and  intrepidity — a  true  love  of  his 
country,  and  an  enlightened  view  of  the  dangers  by  which  she  is  surrounded. 
— For  the  religion  of  these  realms,  I  am  contented  to  hope  that  the  great 
Power,  whose  mysterious  dispensation  has  rent  them  from  the  bosom  of 
the  Church,  will,  in  his  own  good  time  and  manner,  restore  them  to  its 
holy  pale.  The  efforts  of  an  individual,  obscure  and  humble  as  myself, 
njight  well  retard,  but  could  never  advance,  a  work  so  mighty." 

"May  I  then  inquire,  sir,"  said  I,  "with  what  purpose  you  seek  this 
country  ? " 

Ere  my  companion  replied,  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  clasped  paper- book, 
about  the  size  of  a  regimental  orderly-book,  full,  as  it  seemed,  of  memoranda; 
and  drawing  one  of  the  candles  close  to  him  (for  David,  as  a  strong  proof 
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of  his  respect  for  the  stranger,  had  indulged  us  with  two),  he  seemed  to 
peruse  the  contents  very  earnestly. 

"There  is  among  the  ruins  of  the  western  end  of  the  Abbey  church," 
said  he,  looking  up  to  me,  yet  keeping  the  memorandum-book  half  open, 
and  occasionally  glancing  at  it,  as  if  to  refresh  his  memory,  u  a  sort  of 
recess  or  chapel  beneath  a  broken  arch,  and  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  one 
of  those  shattered  Gothic  columns  which  once  supported  the  magnificent 
roof,  whose  fall  has  now  encumbered  that  part  of  the  building  with  its  ruins." 
"I  think,"  said  I,  "that  I  know  whereabouts  you  are.  Is  there  not  in 
the  side  wall  of  the  chapel,  or  recess  which  you  mention,  a  large  carved 
stone,  bearing  a  coat-of-arms,  which  no  one  hitherto  has  been  able  to 
decipher  ? " 

"You  are  right,"  answered  the  Benedictine  ;  and  again  consulting  his 
memoranda,  he  added,  the  arms  on  the  dexter  side  are  those  of  Glendin- 
ning,  being  a  cross  parted  by  a  cross  indented  and  countercharged  of  the 
same  ;  and  on  the  sinister  three  spur  rowels  for  those  of  Avenel  ;  they  are 
two  ancient  families,  now  almost  extinct  in  this  country — the  arms  part  y 
per  pale." 

"I  think,"  said  I,  "  there  is  no  part  of  this  ancient  structure  with  which 
you  are  not  as  well  acquainted  as  was  the  mason  who  built  it.  But  if  your 
information  be  correct,  he  who  made  out  these  bearings  must  have  had 
better  eyes  than  mine." 

"  His  eyes,"  said  the  Benedictine,  "have  long  been  closed  in  death  ;  pro- 
bably when  he  inspected  the  monument  it  was  in  a  more  perfect  state,  or 
he  may  have  derived  his  information  from  the  tradition  of  the  place." 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  I,  "that  no  such  tradition  now  exists.  I  have  made 
several  reconnoissances  among  the  old  people,  in  hopes  to  learn  something 
of  the  armorial  bearings,  but  I  never  heard  of  such  a  circumstance.  It 
seems  odd  that  you  should  have  acquired  it  in  a  foreign  land." 

"These  trifling  particulars,"  he  replied,  "were  formerly  looked  upon  as 
more  important,  and  they  were  sanctified  to  the  exiles  who  retained  recollec- 
tion of  them,  because  they  related  to  a  place  dear  indeed  to  memory,  but 
which  their  eyes  could  never  again  behold.  It  is  possible,  in  like  manner, 
that  on  the  Potomac  or  Susquehannah,  you  may  find  traditions  current 
concerning  places  in  England,  which  are  utterly  forgotten  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood where  they  originated.  But  to  my  purpose.  In  this  recess, 
marked  by  the  armorial  bearings,  lies  buried  a  treasure,  and  it  is  in  order 
to  remove  it  that  I  have  undertaken  my  present  journey." 
"A  treasure  !  "  echoed  I,  in  astonishment. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  monk,  an  inestimable  treasure  for  those  who  know 
how  to  use  it  rightly.'" 

I  own  my  ears  did  tingle  a  little  at  the  word  treasure,  and  that  a  handsome 
tilbury,  with  a  neat  groom  in  blue  and  scarlet  livery,  having  a  smart  cockade 
on  his  glazed  hat,  seemed  as  it  were  to  glide  across  the  room  before  my 
eyes,  while  a  voice,  as  of  a  crier,  pronounced  in  my  ear,  "  Captain  Clutter- 
buck's  tilbury — drive  up."     But  I  resisted  the  devil,  and  he  fled  from  me. 

"I  believe,"  said  I,  "all  hidden  treasure  belongs  either  to  the  king  or 
the  lord  of  the  soil  ;  and  as  I  have  served  his  majesty,  I  cannot  concern 
nvyself  in  any  adventure  which  may  have  an  end  in  the  Court  of  Exchequer." 
"  The  treasure  1  seek,"  said  the  stranger,  smiling,  "will  not  be  envied  by 
princes  or  nobles, — it  is  simply  the  heart  of  an  upright  man."  % 

"  Ah  !  I  understand  you,"  I  answered  ;  "  some  relic,  forgotten  in  the  con- 
fusion of  the  Reformation.  I  know  the  value  which  men  of  your  persuasion 
put  upon  the  bodies  and  limbs  of  saints.  I  have  seen  the  Three  Kings  of 
Cologne. " 

"The  relics  which  I  seek,  however,"  said   the   Benedictine,   "are  not 
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precisely  of  that  nature.  The  excellent  relative  whom  I  have  already- 
mentioned,  amused  his  leisure  hours  with  putting  into  form  the  traditions 
of  his  family,  particularly  some  remarkable  circumstances  which  took  place 
about  the  first  breaking  out  of  the  schism  of  the  Church  in  Scotland.  He 
became  so  much  interested  in  his  own  labours,  that  at  length  he  resolved 
that  the  heart  of  one  individual,  the  hero  of  his  tale,  should  rest  no  longer 
in  a  land  of  heresy,  now  deserted  by  all  his  kindred.  As  he  knew  where  it 
was  deposited,  he  formed  the  resolution  to  visit  his  native  country  for  the 
purpose  of  recovering  this  valued  relic.  But  age,  and  at  length  disease, 
interfered  with  his  resolution,  and  it  was  on  his  deathbed  that  he  charged 
me  to  undertake  the  task  in  his  stead.  The  various  important  events  which 
have  crowded  upon  each  other,  our  ruin  and  our  exile,  have  for  many  years 
obliged  me  to  postpone  this  delegated  duty.  Why,  indeed,  transfer  the 
relics  of  a  holy  and  worthy  man  to  a  country,  where  religion  and  virtue  are 
become  the  mockery  of  the  scorner  ?  I  have  now  a  home,  which  I  trust 
may  be  permanent,  if  anything  in  this  earth  can  be  termed  so.  Thither 
will  I  transport  the  heart  of  the  good  father,  and  beside  the  shrine  which  it 
shall  occupy  I  will  construct  my  own  grave." 

"He  must,  indeed,  have  been  an  excellent  man,"  replied  I,  "whose 
memory,  at  so  distant  a  period,  calls  forth  such  strong  marks  of  regard." 

"He  was,  as  you  justly  term  him,"  said  the  ecclesiastic,  "indeed  ex- 
cellent— excellent  in  his  life  and  doctrine — excellent,  above  all,  in  his  self- 
denied  and  disinterested  sacrifice  of  all  that  life  holds  dear  to  principle  and 
to  friendship.  But  you  shall  read  his  history.  I  shall  be  happy  at  once 
to  gratify  your  curiosity,  and  to  show  my  sense  of  your  kindness,  if  you 
will  have  the  goodness  to  procure  me  the  means  of  accomplishing  my 
object." 

I  replied  to  the  Benedictine,  that,  as  the  rubbish  amongst  which  he  pro- 
posed to  search  was  no  part  of  the  ordinary  burial-ground,  and  as  I  was  on 
the  best  terms  with  the  sexton,  I  had  little  doubt  that  I  could  procure  him 
the  means  of  executing  his  pious  purpose. 

With  this  promise  we  parted  for  the  night ;  and  on  the  ensuing  morning 
I  made  it  my  business  to  see  the  sexton,  who,  for  a  small  gratuity,  readily 
granted  permission  of  search,  on  condition,  however,  that  he  should  be 
present  himself,  to  see  that  the  stranger  removed  nothing  of  intrinsic 
value. 

"  To  banes,  and  skulls,  and  hearts,  if  he  can  find  ony,  he  shall  be  wel- 
come," said  this  guardian  of  the  ruined  Monastery,  "there's  plenty  a'  about, 
an  he's  carious  of  them  ;  but  if  there  be  ony  picts"  (meaning  perhaps  pyx) 
"  or  chalishes,  or  the  like  of  such  Popish  veshells  of  gold  and  silver,  deil 
hae  me  an  I  conneeve  at  their  being  removed." 

The  sexton  also  stipulated,  that  our  researches  should  take  place  at  night, 
being  unwilling  to  excite  observation,  or  give  rise  to  scandal. 

My  new  acquaintance  and  I  spent  the  day  as  became  lovers  of  hoar 
antiquity.  We  visited  every  corner  of  these  magnificent  ruins  again  and 
again  during  the  forenoon  ;  and,  having  made  a  comfortable  dinner  at 
David's,  we  walked  in  the  afternoon  to  such  places  in  the  neighbourhood  as 
ancient  tradition  or  modern  conjecture  had  rendered  markworthy.  Night 
found  us  in  the  interior  of  the  ruins,  attended  by  the  sexton,  who  carried  a 
dark  lantern,  and  stumbling  alternately  over  the  graves  of  the  dead,  and  the 
fragments  of  that  architecture,  "which  they  doubtless  trusted  would  have 
canopied  their  bones  till  doomsday." 

I  am  by  no  means  particularly  superstitious,  and  yet  there  was  that  in 
the  present  service  which  I  did  not  very  much  like.  There  was  something 
awful  in  the  resolution  of  disturbing,  at  such  an  hour,  and  in  such  a  place, 
the  still  and  mute  sanctity  of  the  grave.     My  companions  were  free  from 
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this  impression — the  stranger  from  his  energetic  desire  to  execute  the  pur- 
pose for  which  he  came— and  the  sexton  from  habitual  indifference.  We 
soon  stood  in  the  aisle,  which,  by  the  account  of  the  Benedictine,  contained 
the  bones  of  the  family  of  Glendinning,  and  were  busily  employed  in  re- 
moving the  rubbish  from  a  corner  which  the  stranger  pointed  out.  If  a 
half-pay  Captain  could  have  represented  an  ancient  Border-knight,  or  an 
ex-Benedictine  of  the  nineteenth  century  a  wizard  monk  of  the  sixteenth, 
we  might  have  aptly  enough  personified  the  search  after  Michael  Scott's 
lamp  and  book  of  magic  power.  But  the  sexton  would  have  been  de  trop 
in  the  group. x 

Ere  the  stranger,  assisted  by  the  sexton  in  his  task,  had  been  long  at 
work,  they  came  to  some  hewn  stones,  which  seemed  to  have  made  part  of 
a  small  shrine,  though  now  displaced  and  destroyed. 

"Let  us  remove  these  with  caution,  my  friend,"  said  the  stranger,  "lest 
we  injure  that  which  I  come  to  seek." 

"They  are  prime  stanes,"  said  the  sexton,  "picked  free  every  ane  of 
them  ; — warse  than  the  best  wad  never  serve  the  monks,  I'se  warrant." 

A  minute  after  he  had  made  this  observation,  he  exclaimed,  "I  hae  fund 
something  now  that  stands  again'  the  spade,  as  if  it  were  neither  earth  nor 
stane." 

The  stranger  stooped  eagerly  to  assist  him. 

"  Na,  na,  haill  o1  my  ain,"  said  the  sexton  ;  "nae  halves  or  quarters  ;" 
— and  he  lifted  from  amongst  the  ruins  a  small  leaden  box. 

"You  will  be  disappointed,  my  friend,"  said  the  Benedictine,  "if  you 
expect  anything  there  but  the  mouldering  dust  of  a  human  heart,  closed 
in  an  inner  case  of  porphyry." 

I  interposed  as  a  neutral  party,  and  taking  the  box  from  the  sexton, 
reminded  him,  that  if  there  were  treasure  concealed  in  it,  still  it  could  not 
become  the  property  of  the  finder.  I  then  proposed,  that  as  the  place  was 
too  dark  to  examine  the  contents  of  the  leaden  casket,  we  should  adjourn 
to  David's,  where  we  might  have  the  advantage  of  light  and  fire  while  carry- 
ing on  our  investigation.  The  stranger  requested  us  to  go  before,  assuring 
us  that  he  would  follow  in  a  few  minutes. 

I  fancy  that  old  Mattocks  suspected  these  few  minutes  might  be  employed 
in  effecting  farther  discoveries  amongst  the  tombs,  for  he  glided  back  through 
a  side-aisle  to  watch  the  Benedictine's  motions,  but  presently  returned,  and 
told  me  in  a  whisper,  that  "the  gentleman  was  on  his  knees  amang  the  cauld 
stanes,  praying  like  ony  saunt." 

I  stole  back,  and  beheld  the  old  man  actually  employed  as  Mattocks  had 
informed  me.  The  language  seemed  to  be  Latin  ;  and  as  the  whispered, 
yet  solemn  accent,  glided  away  through  the  ruined  aisles,  I  could  not  help 
reflecting  how  long  it  was  since  they  had  heard  the  forms  of  that  religion, 
for  the  exercise  of  which  they  had  been  reared  at  such  cost  of  time,  taste, 
labour,  and  expense.  "  Come  away,  come  away,"  said  I ;  "  let  us  leave  him 
to  himself,  Mattocks  ;  this  is  no  business  of  ours." 

"My  certes,  no,  Captain,"  said  Mattocks;  "  ne'ertheless,  it  winna  be 
amiss  to  keep  an  ee  on  him.  My  father,  rest  his  saul,  was  a  horse-couper, 
and  used  to  say  he  never  was  cheated  in  a  naig  in  his  life,  saving  by  awest- 

1  This  is  one  of  those  passages  which  must  now  read  awkwardly,  since  every  one 
knows  that  the  Novelist  and  the  author  of  the  Lay  of  the  Minstrel  is  the  same 
person.  But  before  the  avowal  was  made,  the  author  was  forced  into  this  and 
similar  offences  against  good  taste,  to  meet  an  argument,  often  repeated,  that  there 
was  something  very  mysterious  in  the  Author  of  Waverley's  reserve  concerning 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  an  author  sufficiently  voluminous  at  least.  I  had  a  great  mind  to 
remove  the  passages  from  this  edition,  but  the  more  candid  way  is  to  explain  how 
they  came  there. 
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country  whig  frae  Kilmarnock,  that  said  a  grace  ower  a  dram  o'  whisky. 
But  this  gentleman  will  be  a  Roman,  I'se  warrant?" 

"You  are  perfectly  right  in  that,  Saunders,"  said  I. 

"  Ay,  I  have  seen  twa  or  three  of  their  priests  that  were  chased  ower 
here  some  score  o'  years  syne.  They  just  danced  like  mad  when  they  looked 
on  the  friars'  heads,  and  the  nuns'  heads,  in  the  cloister  yonder  ;  they  took 
to  them  like  auld  acquaintance  like. — Od,  he  is  not  stirring  yet,  mair  than 
he  were  a  through-stane  ! l  I  never  kend  a  Roman,  to  say  kend  him,  but 
ane — mair  by  token,  he  was  the  only  ane  in  the  town  to  ken — and  that  was 
auld  Jock  of  the  Pend.  It  wad  hae  been  lang  ere  ye  fand  Jock  praying  in 
the  Abbey  in  a  thick  night,  wi'  his  knees  on  a  cauld  stane.  Jock  likit  a 
kirk  wi'  a  chimley  in't.  Mony  a  merry  ploy  I  hae  had  wi'  him  down  at  the 
inn  yonder  ;  and  when  he  died,  decently  I  wad  hae  earded  him  ;  but,  or  I 
gat  his  grave  weel  howkit,  some  of  the  quality,  that  were  o'  his  ain  unhappy 
persuasion,  had  the  corps  whirried  away  up  the  water,  and  buried  him  after 
their  ain  pleasure,  doubtless — they  kend  best.  I  wad  hae  made  nae  great 
charge.  I  wadna  hae  excised  Johnnie,  dead  or  alive. — Stay,  see — the  strange 
gentleman  is  coming." 

"Hold  the  lantern  to  assist  him,  Mattocks,"  said  I. — "This  is  rough 
walking,  sir." 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Benedictine  ;  "  I  may  say  with  a  poet,  who  is  doubt- 
less familiar  to  you " 

I  should  be  surprised  if  he  were,  thought  I  internally. 

The  stranger  continued  : 

"  Saint  Francis  be  my  speed  !  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  graves  !  " 

"We  are  now  clear  of  the  churchyard,"  said  I,  "and  have  but  a  short 
walk  to  David's,  where  I  hope  we  shall  find  a  cheerful  fire  to  enliven  us 
after  our  night's  work." 

We  entered,  accordingly,  the  little  parlour,  into  which  Mattocks  was 
also  about  to  push  himself  with  sufficient  effrontery,  when  David,  with  a 
most  astounding  oath,  expelled  him  by  head  and  shoulders,  d — ning  his 
curiosity,  that  would  not  let  gentlemen  be  private  in  their  own  inn.  Ap- 
parently mine  host  considered  his  own  presence  as  no  intrusion,  for  he 
crowded  up  to  the  table  on  which  I  had  laid  down  the  leaden  box.  It  was 
frail  and  wasted,  as  might  be  guessed,  from  having  lain  so  many  years  in 
the  ground.  On  opening  it,  we  found  deposited  within,  a  case  made  of 
porphyry,  as  the  stranger  had  announced  to  us. 

"I  fane}","  he  said,  t%  gentlemen,  your  curiosity  will  not  be  satisfied, — 
perhaps  I  should  say  that  your  suspicions  will  not  be  removed, — unless  I 
undo  this  casket ;  yet  it  only  contains  the  mouldering  remains  of  a  heart, 
once  the  seat  of  the  noblest  thoughts." 

He  undid  the  box  with  great  caution  ;  but  the  shrivelled  substance  which 
it  contained  bore  now  no  resemblance  to  what  it  might  once  have  been,  the 
means  used  having  been  apparently  unequal  to  preserve  its  shape  and 
colour,  although  they  were  adequate  to  prevent  its  total  decay.  We  were 
quite  satisfied,  notwithstanding,  that  it  was,  what  the  stranger  asserted, 
the  remains  of  a  human  heart  ;  and  David  readily  promised  his  influence  in 
the  village,  which  was  almost  co-ordinate  with  that  of  the  bailie  himself, 
to  silence  all  idle  rumours.  He  was,  moreover,  pleased  to  favour  us  with 
his  company  to  supper  ;  and  having  taken  the  lion's  share  of  two  bottles  of 
sherry,  he  not  only  sanctioned  with  his  plenary  authority  the  stranger's 

removal  of  the  heart,  but,  I  believe,  would  have  authorised  the  removal  of 

ft  '        '  ' 

1  A  tombstone. 
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the  Abbey  itself,  were  it  not  that  it  happens  considerably  to  advantage  the 
worthy  publican's  own  custom. 

The  object  of  the  Benedictine's  visit  to  the  land  of  his  forefathers  being 
now  accomplished,  he  announced  his  intention  of  leaving  us  early  in  the 
ensuing  day,  but  requested  my  company  to  breakfast  with  him  before  his 
departure.  I  came  accordingly,  and  when  we  had  finished  our  morning "'s 
meal,  the  priest  took  me  apart,  and  pulling  from  his  pocket  a  large  bundle 
of  papers,  he  put  them  into  my  hands.  "  These,"  said  he,  "Captain 
Clutterbuck,  are  genuine  Memoirs  of  the  sixteenth  century,  and  exhibit  in 
a  singular,  and,  as  I  think,  an  interesting  point  of  view,  the  manners  of  that 
period.  I  am  induced  to  believe  that  their  publication  will  not  be  an  un- 
acceptable present  to  the  British  public  ;  and  I  willingly  make  over  to  you 
any  profit  that  may  accrue  from  such  a  transaction. 

I  stared  a  little  at  this  annunciation,  and  observed,  that  the  hand  seemed 
too  modern  for  the  date  he  assigned  to  the  manuscript. 

"  Do  not  mistake  me,  sir,"  said  the  Benedictine  ;  "I  did  not  mean  to  say 
the  Memoirs  were  written  in  the  sixteenth  century,  but  only  that  they  were 
compiled  from  authentic  materials  of  that  period,  but  written  in  the  taste 
and  language  of  the  present  day.  My  uncle  commenced  this  book  ;  and  I, 
partly  to  improve  my  habit  of  English  composition,  partly  to  divert  melan- 
choly thoughts,  amused  my  leisure  hours  with  continuing  and  concluding 
it.  You  will  see  the  period  of  the  story  where  my  uncle  leaves  off  his  narra- 
tive, and  I  commence  mine.  In  fact,  they  relate  in  a  great  measure  to  dif- 
ferent persons,  as  well  as  to  a  different  period. 

Retaining  the  papers  in  my  hand,  I  proceeded  to  state  to  him  my  doubts, 
whether,  as  a  good  Protestant,  I  could  undertake  or  superintend  a  publica- 
tion written  probably  in  the  spirit  of  Popery. 

"You  will  find,"  he  said,  "no  matter  of  controversy  in  these  sheets,  nor 
any  sentiments  stated,  with  which,  I  trust,  the  good  in  all  persuasions  will 
not  be  willing  to  join.  I  remembered  I  was  writing  for  a  land  unhappily 
divided  from  the  Catholic  faith ;  and  I  have  taken  care  to  say  nothing 
which,  justly  interpreted,  could  give  ground  for  accusing  me  of  partiality. 
But  if,  upon  collating  my  narrative  with  the  proofs  to  which  I  refer  you — 
for  you  will  find  copies  of  many  of  the  original  papers  in  that  parcel— you  are 
of  opinion  that  I  have  been  partial  to  my  own  faith,  I  freely  give  you  leave 
to  correct  my  errors  in  that  respect.  I  own,  however,  I  am  not  conscious 
of  this  defect,  and  have  rather  to  fear  that  the  Catholics  may  be  of  opinion, 
that  I  have  mentioned  circumstances  respecting  the  decay  of  discipline 
which  preceded,  and  partly  occasioned,  the  great  schism,  called  by  you  the 
Reformation,  over  which  I  ought  to  have  drawn  a  veil.  And  indeed,  this 
is  one  reason  why  I  choose  the  papers  should  appear  in  a  foreign  land,  and 
pass  to  the  press  through  the  hands  of  a  stranger." 

To  this  I  had  nothing  to  reply,  unless  to  object  my  own  incompetency  to 
the  task  the  good  father  was  desirous  to  impose  upon  me.  On  this  subject 
he  was  pleased  to  say  more,  I  fear,  than  his  knowledge  of  me  fully  war- 
ranted— more,  at  any  rate,  than  my  modesty  will  permit  me  to  record.  At 
length  he  ended,  with  advising  me,  if  I  continued  to  feel  the  diffidence 
which  I  stated,  to  apply  to  some  veteran  of  literature,  whose  experience 
might  supply  my  deficiencies.  Upon  these  terms  we  parted,  with  mutual 
expressions  of  regard,  and  I  have  never  since  heard  of  him. 

After  several  attempts  to  peruse  the  quires  of  paper  thus  singularly  con- 
ferred on  me,  in  which  I  was  interrupted  by  the  most  inexplicable  fits  of 
yawning,  I  at  length,  in  a  sort  of  despair,  communicated  them  to  our  village 
club,  from  whom  the}''  found  a  more  favourable  reception  than  the  unlucky 
conformation  of  my  nerves  had  been  able  to  afford  them.  They  unanimously 
pronounced  the  work  to  be  exceedingly  good,  and  assured  me  I  would  be 
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guilty  of  the  greatest  possible  injury  to  our  flourishing  village,  if  I  should 
suppress  what  threw  such  an  interesting  and  radiant  light  upon  the  history 
of  the  ancient  Monastery  of  Saint  Mary. 

At  length,  by  dint  of  listening  to  their  opinion,  I  became  dubious  of  my 
own  ;  and,  indeed,  when  I  heard  passages  read  forth  by  the  sonorous  voice 
of  our  worthy  pastor,  I  was  scarce  more  tired  than  I  have  felt  myself  at 
some  of  his  own  sermons.  Such,  and  so  great  is  the  difference  betwixt 
reading  a  thing  one's-self,  making  toilsome  way  through  all  the  difficulties 
of  manuscript,  and,  as  the  man  says  in  the  play,  ' '  having  the  same  read  to 
you  ;" — it  is  positively  like  being  wafted  over  a  creek  in  a  boat,  or  wading 
through  it  on  your  feet,  with  the  mud  up  to  your  knees.  Still,  however, 
there  remained  the  great  difficulty  of  finding  some  one  who  could  act  as 
editor,  correcter  at  once  of  the  press  and  of  the  language,  which  according 
to  the  schoolmaster,  was  absolutely  necessary. 

Since  the  trees  walked  forth  to  choose  themselves  a  king,  never  was  an 
honour  so  bandied  about.  The  parson  would  not  leave  the  quiet  of  his 
chimney-corner — the  bailie  pleaded  the  dignity  of  his  situation,  and  the 
approach  of  the  great  annual  fair,  as  reasons  against  going  to  Edinburgh  to 
make  arrangements  for  printing  the  Benedictine's  manuscript.  The 
schoolmaster  alone  seemed  of  malleable  stuff;  and,  desirous  perhaps  of 
emulating  the  fame  of  Jedediah  Cleishbotham,  evinced  a  wish  to  under- 
take this  momentous  commission.  But  a  remonstrance  from  three  opulent 
farmers,  whose  sons  he  had  at  bed,  board,  and  schooling,  for  twenty  pounds 
per  annum  a-head,  came  like  a  frost  over  the  blossoms  of  his  literary  am- 
bition, and  he  was  compelled  to  decline  the  service. 

In  these  circumstances,  sir,  I  apply  to  you,  by  the  advice  of  our  little 
council  of  war,  nothing  doubting  you  will  not  be  disinclined  to  take  the 
duty  upon  you,  as  it  is  much  connected  with  that  in  which  you  have  dis- 
tinguished yourself.  What  I  request  is,  that  you  will  review,  or  rather 
revise  and  correct,  the  enclosed  packet,  and  prepare  it  for  the  press,  by 
such  alterations,  additions,  and  curtailments,  as  you  think  necessary.  For- 
give my  hinting  to  you,  that  the  deepest  well  may  be  exhausted, — the  best 
corps  of  grenadiers,  as  our  old  general  of  brigade  expressed  himself,  may 
be  used  up.  A  few  hints  can  do  you  no  harm  ;  and,  for  the  prize-money, 
let  the  battle  be  first  won,  and  it  shall  be  parted  at  the  drum-head.  I 
hope  you  will  take  nothing  amiss  that  I  have  said.  I  am  a  plain  soldier, 
and  little  accustomed  to  compliments.  I  may  add,  that  I  should  be  well 
contented  to  march  in  the  front  with  you — that  is,  to  put  my  name  with 
yours  on  the  title-page. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

Sir, 

Your  unknown  humble  Servant, 

CUTHBERT  CLUTTERBUCK. 

Village  of  Kf.nnaquhair, 
of  April,  18 


For  the  Author  of  "  Waverley"  <Scc*>  1 
care  of  Mr  John  Ballantyne,  > 
Hanover  Street,  Edinburgh.  ) 


ANSWER 

By 

"THE     AUTHOR     OF     WAVERLEY" 

TO    THE    FOREGOING 

LETTEE    FEOM    CAPTAIN    CLUTTEEBUCK 


'  Dear  Captain, — Do  not  admire,  that,  notwithstanding  the  distance  and 
ceremony  of  your  address,  I  return  an  answer  in  the  terms  of  familiarity.  The 
truth  is,  your  origin  and  native  country  are  better  known  to  me  than  even 
to  yourself.  You  derive  your  respectable  parentage,  if  I  am  not  greatly  mis- 
taken, from  a  land  which  has  afforded  much  pleasure,  as  well  as  profit,  to 
those  who  have  traded  to  it  successfully, — I  mean  that  part  of  the  terra 
incognita  which  is  called  the  province  of  Utopia.  Its  productions,  though 
censured  by  many  (and  some  who  use  tea  and  tobacco  without  scruple)  as 
idle  and  unsubstantial  luxuries,  have  nevertheless,  like  many  other  luxuries, 
a  general  acceptation,  and  are  secretly  enjoyed  even  by  those  who  express  the 
greatest  scorn  and  dislike  of  them  in  public.  The  dram-drinker  is  often  the 
first  to  be  shocked  at  the  smell  of  spirits— it  is  not  unusual  to  hear  old 
maiden  ladies  declaim  against  scandal — the  private  book-cases  of  some 
grave-seeming  men  would  not  brook  decent  eyes — and  many,  I  say  not  of 
the  wise  and  learned,  but  of  those  most  anxious  to  seem  such,  when  the 
spring-lock  of  their  library  is  drawn,  their  velvet  cap  pulled  over  their  ears, 
their  feet  insinuated  into  their  turkey  slippers,  are  to  be  found,  were  their 
retreats  suddenly  intruded  upon,  busily  engaged  with  the  last  new  novel. 

I  have  said,  the  truly  wise  and  learned  disdain  these  shifts,  and  will  open 
the  said  novel  as  avowedly  as  they  would  the  lid  of  their  snuff-box.  I  will 
only  quote  one  instance  though  I  know  a  hundred.  Did  you  know  the 
celebrated  Watt  of  Birmingham,  Captain  Clutterbuck?  I  believe  not, 
though,  from  what  I  am  about  to  state,  he  would  not  have  failed  to  have 
sought  an  acquaintance  with  you.  It  was  only  once  my  fortune  to  meet 
him,  whether  in  body  or  in  spirit  it  matters  not.  There  were  assembled 
about  half-a-score  of  our  Northern  lights,  who  had  amongst  them,  Heaven 
knows  how,  a  well-known  character  of  your  country,  Jedediah  Cleishbotham. 
This  worthy  person,  having  come  to  Edinburgh  during  the  Christmas  vaca- 
tion, had  become  a  sort  of  lion  in  the  place,  and  was  led  in  leash  from  house 
to  house  along  with  the  guisards,  the  stone-eater,  and  other  amusements  of 
the  season,  which  "  exhibited  their  unparalleled  feats  to  private  family 
parties,  if  required."  Amidst  this  company  stood  Mr  Watt,  the  man  whose 
genius  discovered  the  means  of  multiplying  our  national  resources  to  a 
degree  perhaps  even  beyond  his  own  stupendous  powers  of  calculation  and 
combination  ;  bringing  the  treasures  of  th^e  abyss  to  the  summit  of  the 
earth — giving  the  feeble  arm  of  man  the  momentum  of  an  Afrite — com- 
manding manufactures  to  arise,  as  the  rod  of  the  prophet  produced 
water  in  the  desert — affording  the  means  of  dispensing  with  that  time  and 
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tide  which  wait  for  no  man,  and  of  sailing  without  that  wind  which  defied 
the  commands  and  threats  of  Xerxes  himself.1  This  potent  commander  of 
the  elements— this  abridger  of  time  and  space — this  magician,  whose  cloudy 
machinery  has  produced  a  change  on  the  world,  the  effects  of  which,  ex-  ■ 
traordinary  as  they  are,  are  perhaps  only  now  beginning  to  be  felt — was  not 
only  the  most  profound  man  of  science,  the  most  successful  combiner  of 
powers  and  calculator  of  numbers  as  adapted  to  practical  purposes, — was 
not  only  one  of  the  most  generally  well-informed, — but  one  of  the  best  and 
kindest  of  human  beings. 

There  he  stood,  surrounded  by  the  little  band  I  have  mentioned  of 
Northern  literati,  men  not  less  tenacious,  generally  speaking,  of  their  own 
fame  and  their  own  opinions,  than  the  national  regiments  are  supposed  to 
be  jealous  of  the  high  character  which  they  have  won  upon  service.  Me- 
thinks  I  yet  see  and  hear  what  I  shall  never  see  or  hear  again.  In  his 
eighty-fifth  year,  the  alert,  kind,  benevolent  old  man,  had  his  attention 
alive  to  every  one's  question,  his  information  at  every  one's  command. 

His  talents  and  fancy  overflowed  on  every  subject.  One  gentleman  was 
a  deep  philologist, — he  talked  with  him  on  the  origin  of  the  alphabet  as  if 
he  had  been  coeval  with  Cadmus  ;  another  a  celebrated  critic, — you  would 
have  said  the  old  man  had  studied  political  economy  and  belles-lettres  all 
his  life, — of  science  it  is  unnecessary  to  speak,  it  was  his  own  distinguished 
walk.  And  yet,  Captain  Clutterbuck,  when  he  spoke  with  your  countryman 
Jedediah  Cleishbotham,  you  would  have  sworn  he  had  been  coeval  with 
Claver'se  and  Burley,  with  the  persecutors  and  persecuted,  and  could  num- 
ber every  shot  the  dragoons  had  fired  at  the  fugitive  Covenanters.  In  fact, 
we  discovered  that  no  novel  of  the  least  celebrity  escaped  his  perusal,  and 
that  the  gifted  man  of  science  was  as  much  addicted  to  the  productions  of 
your  native  country  (the  land  of  Eutopia  aforesaid),  in  other  words,  as 
shameless  and  obstinate  a  peruser  of  novels,  as  if  he  had  been  a  very 
milliner's  apprentice  of  eighteen.  I  know  little  apology  for  troubling  you 
with  these  things,  excepting  the  desire  to  commemorate  a  delightful  even- 
ing, and  a  wish  to  encourage  you  to  shake  off  that  modest  diffidence  which 
makes  you  afraid  of  being  supposed  connected  with  the  fairy-land  of  delu- 
sive fiction.  I  will  requite  your  tag  of  verse,  from  Horace  himself,  with  a 
paraphrase  for  your  own  use,  my  dear  Captain,  and  for  that  of  your  coun- 
try club,  excepting  in  reverence  the  clergyman  and  schoolmaster : — 

"  Ne  sit  ancillce  tibi  amor  pudori,  <i'C. 

Take  thou  no  scorn, 

Of  fiction  born, 
Fair  fiction's  muse  to  woo  ; 

Old  Homer's  theme 

Was  but  a  dream, 
Himself  a  fiction  too." 

Having  told  you  your  country,  I  must  next,  my  dear  Captain  Clutter- 
buck,  make  free  to  mention  your  own  immediate  descent.  You  are  not  to 
suppose  your  land  of  prodigies  so  little  known  to  us  as  the  careful  conceal- 
ment of  your  origin  would  seem  to  imply.  But  you  have  it  in  common 
with  many  of  your  country,  studiously  and  anxiously  to  hid&  any  connec- 
tion with  it.  There  is  this  difference,  indeed,  betwixt  your  countrymen 
and  those  of  our  more  material  world,  that  many  of  the  most  estimable  of 

1  Probably  the  ingenious  author  alludes  to  the  national  adage  : 

"iThe  king  said  sail, 
But  the  wind  said  no." 

Our  schoolmaster  (who  is  also  a  land-surveyor)  thinks  this  whole  passage  refera 
to  Mr  Watt's  improvements  on  the  steam-engine. — Note  by  Captain  Clutterbuck. 
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them,  such  as  an  old  Highland  gentleman  called  Ossian,  a  monk  of  Bristol 
called  Rowley,  and  others,  are  inclined  to  pass  themselves  off  as  denizens 
of  the  land  of  reality,  whereas  most  of  our  fellow-citizens  who  deny  their 
country  are  such  as  that  country  would  be  very  willing  to  disclaim.  The 
especial  circumstances  you  mention  relating  to  your  life  and  services  impose 
not  upon  us.  We  know  the  versatility  of  the  unsubstantial  species  to  which 
you  belong  permits  them  to  assume  all  manner  of  disguises  ;  we  have  seen 
them  apparelled  in  the  caftan  of  a  Persian,  and  the  silken  robe  of  a  Chinese,  1 
and  are  prepared  to  suspect  their  real  character  under  every  disguise.  But 
how  can  we  be  ignorant  of  your  country  and  manners,  or  deceived  by  the 
evasion  of  its  inhabitants,  when  the  voj^ages  of  discovery  which  have  been 
made  to  it  rival  in  number  those  recorded  by  Purchas  or  by  Hackluyt  ? 2 
And  to  show  the  skill  and  perseverance  of  your  navigators  and  travellers, 
we  have  only  to  name  Sindbad,  Aboulfouaris,  and  Robinson  Crusoe.  These 
were  the  men  for  discoveries.  Could  we  have  sent  Captain  Greenland  to 
look  out  for  the  north-west  passage,  or  Peter  Wilkins  to  examine  Baffin's 
Bay,  what  discoveries  might  we  not  have  expected  ?  But  there  are  feats, 
and  these  both  numerous  and  extraordinary,  performed  by  the  inhabitants 
of  your  country,  which  we  read  without  once  attempting  to  emulate. 

I  wander  from  my  purpose,  which  was  to  assure  you,  that  I  know  you  as 
well  as  the  mother  who  did  not  bear  you,  for  MacDufTs  peculiarity  sticks  to 
your  whole  race.  You  are  not  born  of  woman,  unless,  indeed,  in  that 
figurative  sense,  in  which  the  celebrated  Maria  Edgeworth  may,  in  her  state 
of  single  blessedness,  be  termed  mother  of  the  finest  family  in  England. 
You  belong,  sir,  to  the  Editors  of  the  land  of  Eutopia,  a  sort  of  persons  for 
whom  I  have  the  highest  esteem.  How  is  it  possible  it  should  be  other- 
wise, when  you  reckon  among  your  corporation  the  sage  Cid  Hamet  Benen- 
geli,  the  short-faced  president  of  the  Spectator's  Club,  poor  Ben  Silton,  and 
many  others,  who  have  acted  as  gentlemen-ushers  to  works  which  have 
cheered  our  heaviest,  and  added  wings  to  our  lightest  hours. 

What  I  have  remarked  as  peculiar  to  Editors  of  the  class  in  which  I  ven- 
ture to  enrol  you,  is  the  happy  combination  of  fortuitous  circumstances 
which  usually  put  you  in  possession  of  the  works  which  you  have  the  good- 
ness to  bring  into  public  notice.  One  walks  on  the  seashore,  and  a  wave 
casts  on  land  a  small  cylindrical  trunk  or  casket,  containing  a  manuscript 
much  damaged  with  sea-water,  which  is  with  difficulty  deciphered,  and  so 
forth.3  Another  steps  into  a  chandler's  shop,  to  purchase  a  pound  of  butter, 
and,  behold  !  the  waste  paper  on  which  it  is  laid  is  the  manuscript  of  a 
cabalist.4  A  third  is  so  fortunate  as  to  obtain  from  a  woman  who  lets 
lodgings,  the  curious  contents  of  an  antique  bureau,  the  property  of  a 
deceased  lodger.5  All  these  are  certainly  possible  occurrences  ;  but  I  know 
not  how,  they  seldom  occur  to  any  Editors  save  those  of  your  country.  At 
least  I  can  answer  for  myself,  that  in  my  solitary  walks  by  the  sea,  I  never 
saw  it  cast  ashore  anything  but  dulse  and  tangle,  and  now  and  then  a 
deceased  star-fish  ;  my  landlady  never  presented  me  with  any  manuscript 
save  her  cursed  bill  ;  and  the  most  interesting  of  my  discoveries  in  the 
way  of  waste-paper,  was  finding  a  favourite  passage  of  one  of  my  own 
novels  wrapt  round  an  ounce  of  snuff.  No,  Captain,  the  funds  from  which| 
I  have  drawnStny  power  of  amusing  the  public,  have  been  bought  otherwise 
than  by  fortuitous  adventure.  I  have  buried  myself  in  libraries,  to  extraci 
from  the  nonsense  of  ancient  days  new  nonsense  of  my  own.    I  have  turned 

1  See  The  Persian  Letters,  and  the  Citizen  of  the  World. 

2  See  Lea  Voyages  Imaginaires. 
8  Seethe  History  of  Automathes. 

4  Adventures  of  a  Guinea. 

5  Adventures  of  an  Atom. 
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over  volumes,  which,  from  the  pot-hooks  I  was  obliged  to  decipher,  might 
have  been  the  cabalistic  manuscripts  of  Cornelius  Agrippa,  although  I 
never  saw  "  the  door  open  and  the  devil  come  in." J  But  all  the  domestic 
inhabitants  of  the  libraries  were  disturbed  by  the  vehemence  of  my 
studies  ; — 

'*  From  my  research  the  boldest  spider  fled, 
And  moths,  retreating,  trembled  as  I  read." 

From  this  learned  sepulchre  I  emerged  like  the  Magician  in  the  Persian 
Tales,  from  his  twelvemonth's  residence  in  the  mountain,  not  like  him  to 
soar  over  the  heads  of  the  multitude,  but  to  mingle  in  the  crowd,  and  to 
elbow  amongst  the  throng,  making  my  way  from  the  highest  society  to  the 
lowest,  undergoing  the  scorn,  or,  what  is  harder  to  brook,  the  patronising 
condescension  of  the  one,  and  enduring  the  vulgar  familiarity  of  the  other, 
— and  all,  you  will  say,  for  what  ? — to  collect  materials  for  one  of  those 
manuscripts  with  which  mere  chance  so  often  accommodates  your  country- 
men ;  in  other  words,  to  write  a  successful  novel. — "  0  Athenians,  how 
hard  we  labour  to  deserve  your  praise  !  " 

I  might  stop  here,  my  dear  Clutterbuck  ;  it  would  have  a  touching  effect, 
and  the  air  of  proper  deference  to  our  dear  Public.  But  I  will  not  be  false 
with  you — (though  falsehood  is — excuse  the  observation — the  current  coin 
of  your  country),  the  truth  is,  I  have  studied  and  lived  for  the  purpose  of 
gratifying  my  own  curiosity,  and  passing  my  own  time ;  and  though  the 
result  has  been,  that,  in  one  shape  or  other,  I  have  been  frequently  before 
the  Public,  perhaps  more  frequently  than  prudence  warranted,  yet  I  cannot 
claim  from  them  the  favour  due  to  those  who  have  dedicated  their  ease  and 
leisure  to  the  improvement  and  entertainment  of  others. 

Having  communicated  thus  freely  with  you,  my  dear  Captain,  it  follows, 
of  course,  that  I  will  gratefully  accept  of  your  communication,  which,  as 
your  Benedictine  observed,  divides  itself  both  by  subject,  manner,  and  age, 
into  two  parts.  But  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  gratify  your  literary  ambition,  by 
suffering  your  name  to  appear  upon  the  title-page  ;  and  I  will  candidly  tell 
you  the  reason. 

The  Editors  of  your  country  are  of  such  a  soft  and  passive  disposition, 
that  they  have  frequently  done  themselves  great  disgrace  by  giving  up  the 
coadjutors  who  first  brought  them  into  public  notice  and  public  favour,  and 
suffering  their  names  to  be  used  by  those  quacks  and  impostors  who  live 
upon  the  ideas  of  others.  Thus  I  shame  to  tell  how  the  sage  Cid  Hamet 
Benengeli  was  induced  by  one  Juan  Avellaneda  to  play  the  Turk  with  the 
ingenious  Miguel  Cervantes,  and  to  publish  a  Second  Part  of  the  adventures 
of  his  hero  the  renowned  Don  Quixote,  without  the  knowledge  or  co-opera- 
tion of  his  principal  aforesaid.  It  is  true,  the  Arabian  sage  returned  to  his 
allegiance,  and  thereafter  composed  a  genuine  continuation  of  the  Knight 
of  La  Mancha,  in  which  the  said  Avellaneda  of  Tordesillas  is  severely  chas- 
tised. For  in  this  you  pseudo- editors  resemble  the  juggler's  disciplined 
ape,  to  which  a  sly  old  Scotsman  likened  James  I.,  "  if  you  have  Jackoo  in 
your  hand,  you  can  make  him  bite  me  ;  if  I  have  Jackoo  in  my  hand,  I  can 
make  him  bite  you."  Yet,  notwithstanding  the  amende  honorable  thus 
made  by  Cid  Hamet  Benengeli,  his  temporary  defection  did  not  the  less 
occasion  the  decease  of  the  ingenious  Hidalgo  Don  Quixote,  if  he  can  be 
said  to  die,  whose  memory  is  immortal.  Cervantes  put  him  to  death,  lest 
he  should  again  fall  into  bad  hands.  Awful,  yet  just  consequence  of  Cid 
Hamet' s  defection  ! 

To  quote  a  more  modern  and  much  less  important  instance.  I  am  sorry 
to  observe  my  old  acquaintance  Jedediah  Cleishbotham  has  misbehaved 

1  See  Southey's  Ballad  on  the  Young  Man  who  read  in  a  Conjuror's  Books. 
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himself  so  far  as  to  desert  his  original  patron,  and  set  up  for  himself.  I 
am  afraid  the  poor  pedagogue  will  make  little  by  his  new  allies,  unless  the 
pleasure  of  entertaining  the  public,  and,  for  aught  I  know,  the  gentlemen 
of  the  long  robe,  with  disputes  about  his  identity.1  Observe,  therefore, 
Captain  Clutterbuck,  that,  wise  by  these  great  examples,  I  receive  you  as 
a  partner,  but  a  sleeping  partner  only.  As  I  give  you  no  title  to  employ 
or  use  the  firm  of  the  copartnery  we  are  about  to  form,  I  will  announce  my 
property  in  my  title-page,  and  put  my  own  mark  on  my  own  chattels, 
which  the  attorney  tells  me  it  will  be  a  crime  to  counterfeit,  as  much  as  it 
would  to  imitate  the  autograph  of  any  other  empiric — a  crime  amounting,  as 
advertisements  upon  little  vials  assure  to  us,  to  nothing  short  of  felony.  If, 
therefore,  my  dear  friend,  your  name  should  hereafter  appear  in  any  title- 
page  without  mine,  readers  will  know  what  to  think  of  you.  I  scorn  to  use 
either  arguments  or  threats  ;  but  you  cannot  but  be  sensible  that,  as  you 
owe  your  literary  existence  to  me  on  the  one  hand,  so,  on  the  other,  your 
very  all  is  at  my  disposal.  I  can  at  pleasure  cut  off  your  annuity,  strike 
your  name  from  the  half-pay  establishment,  nay,  actually  put  you  to  death, 
without  being  answerable  to  any  one.  These  are  plain  words  to  a  gentle- 
man who  has  served  during  the  whole  war  ;  but,  I  am  aware,  you  will  take 
nothing  amiss  at  iny  hands. 

And  now,  my  good  sir,  let  us  address  ourselves  to  our  task,  and  arrange 
as  we  best  can  the  manuscript  of  your  Benedictine,  so  as  to  suit  the  taste 
of  this  critical  age.  You  will  find  I  have  made  very  liberal  use  of  his 
permission,  to  alter  whatever  seemed  too  favourable  to  the  Church  of  Rome, 
which  I  abominate,  were  it  but  for  her  fasts  and  penances. 

Our  reader  is  doubtless  impatient,  and  we  must  own  with  John  Bunyan, 

"  We  have  too  long  detain M  him  in  the  porch, 
And  kept  him  from  the  sunshine  with  a  torch.'* 

Adieu,  therefore,  my  dear  Captain —remember  me  respectfully  to  the 
parson,  the  schoolmaster,  and  the  bailie,  and  all  friends  of  the  happy  club 
in  the  village  of  Kennaquhair.  I  have  never  seen,  and  never  shall  see,  one 
of  their  faces  ;  and  notwithstanding,  I  believe  that  as  yet  I  am  better  ac- 
quainted with  them  than  any  other  man  who  lives.  —I  shall  soon  introduce 
you  to  my  jocund  friend,  Mr  John  Ballantyne  of  Trinity  Grove,  whom  you 
will  find  warm  from  his  match  at  single-stick  with  a  brother  Publisher.2 
Peace  to  their  differences  !  It  is  a  wrathful  trade,  and  the  irritable  genus 
comprehends  the  bookselling  as  well  as  the  book-writing  species. — Once 
more  adieu  ! 

THE  AUTHOR  OF  WAVERLEY. 

1  I  am  since  more  correctly  informed,  that  Mr  Cleishbotham  died  some  months 
since  at  Gandercleugh,  and  that  the  person  assuming  his  name  is  an  impostor.) 
The  real  Jedediah  made  a  most  Christian  and  edifying  end  ;  and,  as  I  am  credibly 
informed,  having  sent  for  a  Cameronian  clergyman  when  he  was  in  extremis, 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  convince  the  good  man,  that,  after  all,  he  had  no  wish 
to  bring  down  on  the  scattered  remnant  of  Mountain  folks,  "  the  bonnets  of  Bonnj 
Dundee."  Hard  that  the  speculators  in  print  and  paper  will  not  allow  a  good  mar 
to  rest  quiet  in  his  grave  ! 

This  note,  and  the  passages  in  the  text,  were  occasioned  by  a  London  bookseller 
having  printed,  as  a  speculation,  an  additional  collection  of  Tales  of  My  Landlord 
which  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  succeed  in  passing  on  the  world  as  genuine. 

2  In  consequence  of  the  pseudo  Tnles  of  My  Landlord,  printed  in  London,  a 
already  mentioned,  the  late  Mr  John  Ballantyne,  the  author's  publisher,  had  i 
controversy  with  the  interloping  bibliopolist,  each  insisting  that  his  Jededial 
Cleishbotham  was  the  real  Simon  Pure. 
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CHAPTER   1. 

0  ay  !  the  Monks,  the  Monks  they  did  the  mischief  ! 
Theirs  all  the  grossness,  all  the  superstition 

Of  a  most  gross  and  superstitious  age — 

May  He  be  praised  that  sent  the  healthful  tempest, 

And  scatter'd  all  these  pestilential  vapours  ! 

But  that  we  owed  them  all  to  yonder  Harlot 

Throned  on  the  seven  hills  with  her  cup  of  gold, 

1  will  as  soon  believe,  with  kind  Sir  Roger, 

That  old  Moll  White  took  wing  with  cat  and  broomstick, 
And  raised  the  last  night's  thunder. 

Old  Play. 

The  village  described  in  the  Benedictine's  manuscript  by  the  name 
of  Kennaquhair,  bears  the  same  Celtic  termination  which  occurs  in 
Traquhair,  Caquhair,  and  other  compounds.  The  learned  Chalmers 
derives  this  word  Quhair,  from  the  winding"  course  of  a  stream ;  a 
definition  which  coincides,  in  a  remarkable  degree,  with  the  serpen- 
tine turns  of  the  river  Tweed  near  the  village  of  which  we  speak. 
It  has  been  long  famous  for  the  splendid  Monastery  of  Saint  Mary, 
founded  by  David  the  First  of  Scotland,  in  whose  reign  were  formed, 
in  the  same  county,  the  no  less  splendid  establishments  of  Melrose, 
Jedburgh,  and  Kelso.  The  donations  of  land  with  which  the  King 
endowed  these  wealthy  fraternities  procured  him  from  the  Monkish 
historians  the  epithet  of  Saint,  and  from  one  of  his  impoverished 
descendants  the  splenetic  censure,  "  that  he  had  been  a  sore  saint  for 
the  Crown." 

It  seems^  probable,  notwithstanding,  that  David,  who  was  a  wise  as 
well  as  a  pious  monarch,  was  not  moved  solely  by  religious  motives  to 
those  great  acts  of  munificence  to  the  church,  but  annexed  political 
views  to  his  pious  generosity.  His  possessions  in  Northumberland 
and  Cumberland  became  precarious  after  the  loss  of  the  Battle  of  the 
Standard ;  and  since  the  comparatively  fertile  valley  of  Teviotdale 
was  likely  to  become  the  frontier  of  his  kingdom,  it  is  probable  he 
wished  to  secure  at  least  a  part  of  these  valuable  possessions  by 
placing  them  in  the  hands  of  the  monks,  whose  property  was  for  a 
long  time  respected,  even  amidst  the  rage  of  a  frontier  war.  In  this 
manner  alone  had  the  King  some  chance  of  insuring  protection  and 
security  to  the  cultivators  of  the  soil ;  and,  in  fact,  for  several  ages 
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the  possessions  of  these  Abbeys  were  each  a  sort  of  Goshen,  enjoying 
the  calm  light  of  peace  and  immunity,  while  the  rest  of  the  country, 
occupied  by  wild  clans  and  marauding  barons,  was  one  dark  scene 
of  confusion,  blood,  and  unremitted  outrage. 

But  these  immunities  did  not  continue  down  to  the  union  of  the 
crowns.  Long  before  that  period  the  wars  betwixt  England  and  Scot- 
land had  lost  their  original  character  of  international  hostilities,  and 
had  become  on  the  part  of  the  English^  struggle  for  subjugation,  on 
that  of  the  Scots  a  desperate  and  infuriated  defence  of  their  liberties. 
This  introduced  on  both  sides  a  degree  of  fury  and  animosity  un- 
known to  the  earlier  period  of  their  history ;  and  as  religious  scruples 
soon  gave  way  to  national  hatred,  spurred  by  a  love  of  plunder, 
the  patrimony  of  the  Church  was  no  longer  sacred  from  incursions 
on  either  side.  Still,  however,  the  tenants  and  vassals  of  the  great 
Abbeys  had  many  advantages  over  those  of  the  lay  barons,  who  were 
harrassed  by  constant  military  duty,  until  they  became  desperate,  and 
lost  all  relish  for  the  arts  of  peace.  The  vassals  of  the  Church,  on 
the  other  hand,  were  only  liable  to  be  called  to  arms  on  general  oc- 
casions, and  at  other  times  were  permitted  in  comparative  quiet  to 
possess  their  farms  and  feus.1  They  of  course  exhibited  superior 
skill  in  everything  that  related  to  the  cultivation  of  the  soil,  and 
were  therefore  both  wealthier  and  better  informed  than  the  mili- 
tary retainers  of  the  restless  chiefs  and  nobles  in  their  neighbour- 
hood. 

The  residence  of  these  church  vassals  was  usually  in  a  small  village 
or  hamlet,  where,  for  the  sake  of  mutual  aid  and  protection,  some 
thirty  or  forty  families  dwelt  together.  This  was  called  the  Town, 
and  the  land  belonging  to  the  various  families  by  whom  the  Town 
was  inhabited,  was  called  the  Township.  They  usually  possessed 
the  land  in  common,  though  in  various  proportions,  according  to 
their  several  grants.  The  part  of  the  Township  properly  arable,  and 
kept  as  such  continually  under  the  plough,  was  called  in-field.  Here 
the  use  of  quantities  of  manure  supplied  in  some  degree  the  exhaus- 
tion of  the  soil,  and  the  feuars  raised  tolerable  oats  and  bear,2  usually 
sowed  on  alternate  ridges,  on  which  the  labour  of  the  whole  com- 
munity was  bestowed  without  distinction,  the  produce  being  divided 
after  harvest,  agreeably  to  their  respective  interests. 

There  was,  besides,  out-field  land,  from  which  it  was  thought  pos- 
sible to  extract  a  crop  now  and  then,  after  which  it  was  abandoned  to 
the  "  skiey  influences,"  until  the  exhausted  powers  of  vegetation 
were  restored.  These  outfield  spots  were  selected  by  any  feuar  at 
his  own  choice,  amongst  the  sheep-walks  and  hills  which  were  always 
annexed  to  the  Township,  to  serve  as  pasturage  to  the  community. 
The  trouble  of  cultivating  these  patches  of  outfield,  and  the  preca- 
rious chance  that  the  crop  would  pay  the  labour,  were  considered  as 

1  Small  possessions  conferred  upon  vassals  and  their  heirs,  held  for  a  small  quit* 
rent,  or  a  moderate  proportion  of  the  produce.  This  was  a  favourite  manner,  by 
which  the  churchmen  peopled  the  patrimony  of  their  convents  ;  and  many  descend- 
ants of  such  feuars,  as  they  are  called,  are  still  to  be  found  in  possession  of  their 
family  inheritances  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  great  Monasteries  of  Scotland. 

2  Or  bigg ;  a  coarse  kind  of  barley. 
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giving  a  right  to  any  feuar,  who  chose  to  undertake  the  adventure, 
to  the  produce  which  might  result  from  it. 

There  remained  the  pasturage  of  extensive  moors,  where  the 
valleys  often  afforded  good  grass,  and  upon  which  the  whole  cattle 
belonging  to  the  community  fed  indiscriminately  during  the  sum- 
mer, under  the  charge  of  the  Town-herd,  who  regularly  drove  them 
out  to  pasture  in  the  morning,  and  brought  them  back  at  night, 
without  which  precaution  they  would  have  fallen  a  speedy  prey  to 
some  of  the  Snatchers  in  the  neighbourhood.  These  are  things  to 
make  modern  agriculturists  hold  up  their  hands  and  stare ;  but  the 
same  mode  of  cultivation  is  not  yet  entirely  in  desuetude  in  some 
distant,  parts  of  North  Britain,  and  maybe  witnessed  in  full  force 
and  exercise  in  the  Zetland  Archipelago. 

The  habitations  of  the  church-feuars  were  not  less  primitive  than 
their  agriculture.  In  each  village  or  Town  were  several  small 
towers,  having  battlements  projecting  over  the  side-walls,  and  usually 
an  advanced  angle  or  two  with  shot-holes  for  flanking  the  door-way, 
which  was  always  defended  by  a  strong  door  of  oak,  studded  with 
nails,  and  often  by  an  exterior  grated  door  of  iron.  These  small 
peel-houses  were  ordinarily  inhabited  by  the  principal  feuars  and 
their  families ;  but,  upon  the  alarm  of  approaching  danger,  the  whole 
inhabitants  thronged  from  their  own  miserable  cottages,  which  were 
situated  around,  to  garrison  these  points  of  defence.  It  was  then 
no  easy  matter  for  a  hostile  party  to  penetrate  into  the  village,  for 
the  men  were  habituated  to  the  use  of  bows  and  fire-arms,  and  the 
towers  being  generally  so  placed,  that  the  discharge  from  one 
crossed  that  of  another,  it  was  impossible  to  assault  any  of  them 
individually. 

The  interior  of  these  houses  was  usually  sufficiently  wretched,  for 
it  would  have  been  folly  to  have  furnished  them  in  a  manner  which 
could  excite  the  avarice  of  their  lawless  neighbours.  Yet  the  fami- 
lies themselves  exhibited  in  their  appearance  a  degree  of  comfort, 
information,  and  independence,  which  could  hardly  have  been  ex- 
pected. Their  in-field  supplied  them  with  bread  and  home-brewed 
ale,  their  herds  and  flocks  with  beef  and  mutton  (the  extravagance 
of  killing  lambs  or  calves  was  never  thought  of).  Each  family 
killed  a  mart,  or  fat  bullock,  in  November,  which  was  salted  up  for 
winter  use,  to  which  the  goodwife  could,  upon  great  occasions,  add 
a  dish  of  pigeons  or  a  fat  capon, — the  ill-cultivated  garden  afforded 
"  lang-cale," — and  the  river  gave  salmon  to  serve  as  a  relish  during 
the  season  of  Lent. 

Offeul  they  had  plenty,  for  the  bogs  afforded  turf;  and  the  re- 
mains of  the  abused  woods  continued  to  give  them  logs  for  burning, 
as  well  as  timber  for  the  usual  domestic  purposes.  In  addition  to 
these  comforts,  the  goodman  would  now  and  then  sally  forth  to  the 
greenwood,  and  mark  down  a  buck  of  season  with  his  gun  or  his 
crossbow ;  and  the  Father  Confessor  seldom  refused  him  absolution 
for  the  trespass,  if  duly  invited  to  take  his  share  of  the  smoking 
haunch.  Some,  still  bolder,  made,  either  with  their  own  domestics, 
or  by  associating  themselves  with  the  moss- troopers,  in  the  language 
of  shepherds,  "a  start  and  owerloup;"  and  the  golden  ornaments 
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and  silken  head-gear  worn  by  the  females  of  one  or  two  families  of 
note,  were  invidiously  traced  by  their  neighbours  to  such  successful 
excursions.  This,  however,  was  a  more  inexpiable  crime  in  the  eyes 
of  the  Abbot  and  Community  of  Saint  Mary's,  than  the  borrowing' 
one  of  the  "  gude  king's  deer  ; "  and  they  failed  not  to  discountenance 
and  punish,  by  every  means  in  their  power,  offences  which  were  sure 
to  lead  to  severe  retaliation  upcn  the  property  of  the  church,  and 
which  tended  to  alter  the  character  of  their  peaceful  vassalage. 

As  for  the  information  possessed  by  those  dependents  of  the 
Abbacies,  they  might  have  been  truly  said  to  be  better  fed  than 
taught,  even  though  their  fare  had  been  worse  than  it  was.  Still, 
however,  they  enjoyed  opportunities  of  knowledge  from  which  others 
were  excluded.  The  Monks  were  in  general  well  acquainted  with 
their  vassals  and  tenants,  and  familiar  in  the  families  of  the  better 
class  among  them,  where  they  were  sure  to  be  received  with  the 
respect  due  to  their  twofold  character  of  spiritual  father  and  secular 
landlord.  Thus  it  often  happened,  when  a  boy  displayed  talents  and 
inclination  for  study,  one  of  the  brethren,  with  a  view  to  his  being 
bred  to  the  church,  or  out  of  good-nature,  in  order  to  pass  away  his 
own  idle  time,  if  he  had  no  better  motive,  initiated  him  into  the 
mysteries  of  reading  and  writing,  and  imparted  to  him  such  other 
knowledge  as  he  himself  possessed.  And  the  heads  of  these  allied 
families,  having  more  time  for  reflection,  and  more  skill,  as  well  as 
stronger  motives  for  improving  their  small  properties,  bore  amongst 
their  neighbours  the  character  of  shrewd,  intelligent  men,  who 
claimed  respect  on  account  of  their  comparative  wealth,  even  while 
they  were  despised  for  a  less  warlike  and  enterprising  turn  than  the 
other  Borderers.  They  lived  as  much  as  they  wrell  could  amongst 
themselves,  avoiding  the  company  of  others,  and  dreading  nothing 
more  than  to  be  involved  in  the  deadly  feuds  and  ceaseless  conten- 
tions of  the  secular  landholders. 

Such  is  a  general  picture  of  these  communities.  During  the  fatal 
wars  in  the  commencement  of  Queen  Mary's  reign,  they  had  suffered 
dreadfully  by  the  hostile  invasions.  For  the  English,  now  a  Protest- 
ant people,  were  so  far  from  sparing  the  church-lands,  that  they 
forayed  them  with  more  unrelenting  severity  than  even  the  posses- 
sions of  the  laity.  But  the  peace  of  1550  had  restored  some  degree 
of  tranquillity  to  these  distracted  and  harassed  regions,  and  matters 
began  again*  gradually  to  settle  upon  the  former  footing.  The 
monks  repaired  their  ravaged  shrines — the  feuar  again  roofed  his 
small  fortalice  which  the  enemy  had  ruined — the  poor  labourer  re- 
built his  cottage— an  easy  task,  where  a  few  sods,  stones,  and  some 
pieces  of  wood  from  the  next  copse,  furnished  all  the  materials  i 
necessary.  The  cattle,  lastly,  were  driven  out  of  the  wastes  and 
thickets  in  which  the  remnant  of  them  had  been  secreted ;  and  the 
mighty  bull  moved  at  the  head  of  his  seraglio  and  their  followers,  to 
take  possession  of  their  wonted  pastures.  There  ensued  peace  and 
quiet,  the  state  of  the  age  and  nation  considered,  to  the  Monastery 
of  Saint  Mary  and  its  dependencies,  for  several  tranquil  years. 
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In  yon  lone  vale  his  early  youth  was  bred, 

Not  solitary  then— the  bugle-liorn 

Of  fell  Alecto  often  waked  its  windings. 

From  where  the  brook  joins  the  majestic  river, 

To  the  wild  northern  bog,  the  curlew's  haunt, 

Where  oozes  forth  its  first  and  feeble  streamlet. 

Old  Play. 

We  have  said  that  most  of  the  feuars  dwelt  in  the  village  belong- 
ing1 to  their  townships.  This  was  not,  however,  universally  the  case. 
A  lonely  tower,  to  which  the  reader  must  now  be  introduced,  was  at 
least  one  exception  to  the  general  rule. 

It  was  of  small  dimensions,  yet  larger  than  those  which  occurred 
in  the  village,  as  intimating  that,  in  case  of  assault,  the  proprietor 
would  have  to  rely  upon  his  own  unassisted  strength.  Two  or  three 
miserable  huts,  at  the  foot  of  the  fortalice,  held  the  bondsmen  and 
tenants  of  the  feuar.  The  site  was  a  beautiful  green  knoll,  which 
started  up  suddenly  in  the  very  throat  of  a  wild  and  narrow  glen,  and 
which,  being  surrounded,  except  on  one  side,  by  the  winding  of  a 
small  stream,  afforded  a  position  of  considerable  strength. 

But  the  great  security  of  Glendearg,  for  so  the  place  was  called, 
lay  in  its  secluded  and  almost  hidden  situation.  To  reach  the  tower, 
it  was  necessary  to  travel  three  miles  up  the  glen,  crossing  about 
twenty  times  the  little  stream,  which,  winding  through  the  narrow 
valley,  encountered  at  every  hundred  yards  the  opposition  of  a  rock 
or  precipitous  bank  on  the  one  side,  which  altered  its  course,  and 
caused  it  to  shoot  off  in  an  oblique  direction  to  the  other.  The  hills 
which  ascend  on  each  side  of  this  glen  are  very  steep,  and  rise  boldly 
over  the  stream,  which  is  thus  imprisoned  within  their  barriers.  The 
sides  of  the  glen  are  impracticable  for  horse,  and  are  only  to  be 
traversed  by  means  of  the  sheep-paths  which  lie  along  their  sides. 
It  would  not  be  readily  supposed  that  a  road  so  hopeless  and  so  diffi- 
cult could  lead  to  any  habitation  more  important  than  the  summer 
shealing  of  a  shepherd. 

Yet  the  glen,  though  lonely,  nearly  inaccessible,  and  sterile,  was  not 
then  absolutely  void  of  beauty.  The  turf  which  covered  the  small 
portion  of  level  ground  on  the  sides  of  the  stream,  was  as  close  and 
verdant  as  if  it  had  occupied  the  scythes  of  a  hundred  gardeners 
once  a-fortnight ;  and  it  was  garnished  with  an  embroidery  of  daisies 
and  wildflowers,  which  the  scythes  would  certainly  have  destroyed. 
The  little  brook,  now  confined  betwixt  closer  limits,  now  left  at  large 
to  choose  its  course  through  the  narrow  valley,  danced  carelessly  on 
from  stream  to  pool,  light  and  un turbid  as  that  better  class  of  spirits 
who  pass  their  way  through  life,  yielding  to  insurmountable  obstacles, 
but  as  far  from  being  subdued  by  them  as  the  sailor  who  meets  by 
chance  with  an  unfavourable  wind,  and  shapes  his  course  so  as  to  be 
driven  back  as  little  as  possible. 

The  mountains,  as  they  would  have  been  called  in  England,  Scottice 
the  steep  braes,  rose  abruptly  over  the  little  glen,  here  presenting 
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the  grey  face  of  a  rock,  from  which  the  turf  had  been  peeled  by  the 
torrents,  and  there  displaying"  patches  of  wood  and  copse,  which  had 
escaped  the  waste  of  the  cattle  and  the  sheep  of  the  feuars,  and 
which,  feathering  naturally  up  the  beds  of  empty  torrents,  or  occupy- 
ing" the  concave  recesses  of  the  bank,  gave  at  once  beauty  and  variety 
to  the  landscape.  Above  these  scattered  woods  rose  the  hill,  in 
barren  but  purple  majesty  ;  the  dark  rich  hue,  particularly  in 
autumn,  contrasting  beautifully  with  the  thickets  of  oak  and  birch, 
the  mountain-ashes  and  thorns,  the  alders  and  quivering  aspens, 
which  checkered  and  varied  the  descent,  and  not  less  with  the  dark- 
green  and  velvet  turf  which  composed  the  level  part  of  the  narrow 
glen. 

Yet,  though  thus  embellished,  the  scene  could  neither  be  strictly 
termed  sublime  nor  beautiful,  and  scarcely  even  picturesque  or  strik- 
ing. But  its  extreme  solitude  pressed  on  the  heart ;  the  traveller 
felt  that  uncertainty  whither  he  was  going,  or  in  what  so  wild  a  path 
was  to  terminate,  which  at  times  strikes  more  on  the  imagination 
than  the  grand  features  of  a  show-scene,  when  you  know  the  exact 
distance  of  the  inn  where  your  dinner  is  bespoke,  and  at  the  moment 
preparing.  These  are  ideas,  however,  of  a  far  later  age ;  for  at  the 
time  we  treat  of,  the  picturesque,  the  beautiful,  the  sublime,  and  all 
their  intermediate  shades,  were  ideas  absolutely  unknown  to  the 
inhabitants  and  occasional  visitors  of  Glendearg. 

These  had,  however,  attached  to  the  scene  feelings  fitting  the  time. 
Its  name,  signifying  the  Red  Valley,  seems  to  have  been  derived, 
not  only  from  the  purple  colour  of  the  heath,  with  which  the  upper 
part  of  the  rising  banks  was  profusely  clothed,  but  also  from  the  dark- 
red  colour  of  the  rocks,  and  of  the  precipitous  earthen  banks,  which 
in  that  country  are  called  scaurs.  Another  glen,  about  the  head  of 
Ettrick,  has  acquired  the  same  name  from  similar  circumstances ; 
and  there  are  probably  more  in  Scotland  to  which  it  has  been  given. 

As^  our  Glendearg  did  not  abound  in  mortal  visitants,  superstition, 
that  it  might  not  be  absolutely  destitute  of  inhabitants,  had  peopled 
its  recesses  with  beings  belonging  to  another  world.  The  savage 
and  capricious  Brown  Man  of  the  Moors,  a  being  which  seems  the 
genuine  descendant  of  the  northern  dwarfs,  was  supposed  to  be  seen 
there  frequently,  especially  after  the  autumnal  equinox,  when  the 
fogs  were  thick,  and  objects  not  easily  distinguished.  The  Scottish 
fairies,  too,  a  whimsical,  irritable,  and  mischievous  tribe,  who,  though 
at  times  capriciously  benevolent,  were  more  frequently  adverse  to 
mortals,  were  also  supposed  to  have  formed  a  residence  in  a  particu- 
larly wild  recess  of  the  glen,  of  which  the  real  name  was,  in  allusion 
to  that  circumstance,  Corrie  nan  Shian,  which,  in  corrupted  Celtic, 
signifies  the  Hollow  of  the  Fairies.  But  the  neighbours  were  more 
cautious  in  speaking  about  this  place,  and  avoided  giving  it  a  name, 
from  an  idea  common  then  throughout  all  the  British  and  Celtic  pro- 
vinces of  Scotland,  and  still  retained  in  many  places,  that  to  speak 
either  good  or  ill  of  this  capricious  race  of  imaginary  beings,  is  to 
provoke  their  resentment,  and  that  secresy  and  silence  are  what  they 
chiefly  desire  from  those  who  may  intrude  upon  their  revels,  or  dis- 
cover their  haunts. 
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A  mysterious  terror  was  thus  attached  to  the  dale,  which  afforded 
access  from  the  broad  valley  of  the  Tweed,  up  the  little  glen  we  have 
described,  to  the  fortalice  called  the  Tower  of  Glendearg.  Beyond 
the  knoll,  where,  as  we  have  said,  the  tower  was  situated,  the  hills 
grew  more  steep,  and  narrowed  on  the  slender  brook,  so  as  scarce 
to  leave  a  footpath'-,  and  there  the  glen  terminated  in  a  wild  water- 
fall, where  a  slender  thread  of  water  dashed  in  a  precipitous  line  of 
foam  over  two  or  three  precipices.  Yet  farther  in  the  same  direc- 
tion, and  above  these  successive  cataracts,  lay  a  wild  and  extensive 
morass,  frequented  only  by  waterfowl,  wide,  waste,  apparently  almost 
interminable,  and  serving  in  a  great  measure  to  separate  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  glen  from  those  who  lived  to  the  northward. 

To  restless  and  indefatigable  moss-troopers,  indeed,  these  morasses 
were  well  known,  and  sometimes  afforded  a  retreat.  They  often 
rode  down  the  glen— called  at  this  tower — asked  and  received  hospi- 
tality—but still  with  a  sort  of  reserve  on  the  part  of  its  more  peaceful 
inhabitants,  who  entertained  them  as  a  party  of  North-American 
Indians  might  be  received  by  a  new  European  settler,  as  much  out 
of  fear  as  hospitality,  while  the  uppermost  wish  of  the  landlord  is  the 
speedy  departure  of  the  savage  guests. 

This  had  not  always  been  the  current  of  feeling  in  the  little  valley 
and  its  tower.  Simon  Glendinning,  its  former  inhabitant,  boasted 
his  connection  by  blood  to  that  ancient  family  of  Glendonwyne,  on 
the  western  border.  He  used  to  narrate,  at  his  fireside,  in  the 
autumn  evenings,  the  feats  of  the  family  to  which  he  belonged,  one 
of  whom  fell  by  the  side  of  the  brave  Earl  of  Douglas  at  Otterbourne. 
On  these  occasions  Simon  usually  held  upon  his  knee  an  ancient 
broadsword,  which  had  belonged  to  his  ancestors  before  any  of  the 
family  had  consented  to  accept  a  fief  under  the  peaceful  dominion 
of  the  monks  of  Saint  Mary's.  In  modern  days,  Simon  might  have 
lived  at  ease  on  his  own  estate,  and  quietly  murmured  against  the 
fate  that  had  doomed  him  to  dwell  there,  and  cut  off  his  access  to 
martial  renown.  But  so  many  opportunities,  nay,  so  many  calls  there 
were  for  him,  who  in  those  days  spoke  big,  to  make  good  his  words 
by  his  actions,  that  Simon  Glendinning  was  soon  under  the  necessity 
of  marching  with  the  men  of  the  Halidome,  as  it  was  called,  of  Saint 
Mary's,  in  that  disastrous  campaign  which  was  concluded  by  the 
battle  of  Pinkie. 

The  Catholic  clergy  were  deeply  interested  in  that  national  quarrel, 
the  principal  object  of  which  was,  to  prevent  the  union  of  the  infant 
Queen  Mary  with  the  son  of  the  heretical  Henry  VIII.  The  monks 
had  called  out  their  vassals,  under  an  experienced  leader.  Many  of 
themselves  had  taken  arms,  and  marched  to  the  field,  under  a  banner 
representing  a  female,  supposed  to  personify  the  Scottish  Church, 
kneeling  in  the  attitude  of  prayer,  with  the  legend,  Afflictce  Sponsce 
ne  obliviscaris.1 

The  Scots,  however,  in  all  their  wars,  had  more  occasion  for  good 
and  cautious  generals,  than  for  excitation,  whether  political  or  enthu- 
siastic.    Their  headlong  and  impatient  courage  uniformly  induced 

1  Forget  not  the  afflicted  spouse. 


8  THE  MONASTERY. 

them  to  rush  into  action,  without  duly  weighing*  either  their  own 
situation,  or  that  of  their  enemies,  and  the  inevitahle  consequence 
was  frequent  defeat.  With  the  dolorous  slaughter  of  Pinkie  we  have 
nothing  to  do,  excepting  that,  among  ten  thousand  men  of  low  and 
high  degree,  Simon  Glendinning,  of  the  Tower  of  Glendearg,  hit 
the  dust,  no  way  disparaging  in  his  death  that  ancient  race  from 
which  he  claimed  his  descent. 

When  the  doleful  news,  which  spread  terror  and  mourning  through 
the  whole  of  Scotland,  reached  the  Tower  of  Glendearg,  the  widow 
of  Simon,  Elspeth  Brydone  by  her  family  name,  was  alone  in  that 
desolate  habitation,  excepting  a  hind  or  two,  alike  past  martial  and 
agricultural  labour,  and  the  helpless  widows  and  families  of  those 
who  had  fallen  with  their  master.  The  feeling  of  desolation  was 
universal ; — but  what  availed  it  ?  The  monks,  their  patrons  and  pro- 
tectors, were  driven  from  their  Abbey  by  the  English  forces,  who 
now  overran  the  country,  and  enforced  at  least  an  appearance  of 
submission  on  the  part  of  the  inhabitants.  The  Protector,  Somer- 
set, formed  a  strong  camp  among  the  ruins  of  the  ancient  Castle  of 
Roxburgh,  and  compelled  the  neighbouring  country  to  come  in,  pay 
tribute,  and  take  assurance  from  him,  as  the  phrase  then  went.  In- 
deed, there  was  no  power  of  resistance  remaining ;  and  the  few 
barons,  whose  high  spirit  disdained  even  the  appearance  of  surren- 
der, could  only  retreat  into  the  wildest  fastnesses  of  the  country, 
leaving  their  houses  and  property  to  the  wrath  of  the  English,  who 
detached  parties  everywhere  to  distress,  by  military  exaction,  those 
whose  chiefs  had  not  made  their  submission.  The  Abbot  and  his 
community  having  retreated  beyond  the  Forth,  their  lands  were 
severely  forayed,  as  their  sentiments  were  held  peculiarly  inimical  to 
the  alliance  with  England. 

Amongst  the  troops  detached  on  this  service  was  a  small  party, 
commanded  by  Stawarth  Bolton,  a  captain  in  the  English  army, 
and  full  of  the  blunt  and  unpretending  gallantry  and  generosity  which 
has  so  often  distinguished  that  nation.  Resistance  was  in  vain. 
Elspeth  Brydone,  when  she  descried  a  dozen  of  horsemen  threading 
their  way  up  the  glen,  with  a  man  at  their  head,  whose  scarlet  cloak, 
bright  armour,  and  dancing  plume,  proclaimed  him  a  leader,  saw  no 
better  protection  for  herself  than  to  issue  from  the  iron  grate,  covered 
with  a  long  mourning  veil,  and  holding  one  of  her  two  sons  in  each 
hand,  to  meet  the  Englishman— state  her  deserted  condition— place 
the  little  tower  at  his  command — and  beg  for  his  mercy.  She  stated, 
in  a  few  brief  words,  her  intention,  and  added,  "  I  submit,  because  1 
have  nae  means  of  resistance." 

"  And  I  do  not  ask  your  submission,  mistress,  for  the  same  reason," 
replied  the  Englishman.  "  To  be  satisfied  of  your  peaceful  inten- 
tions is  all  I  ask ;  and,  from  what  you  tell  me,  there  is  no  reason  to 
doubt  them." 

"  At  least,  sir,"  said  Elspeth  Brydone,  "  take  share  of  what  our 
spence  and  our  garners  afford.  Your  horses  are  tired — your  folk 
want  refreshment." 

"  Not  a  whit — not  a  whit,"  answered  the  honest  Englishman  ;  "  it 
shall  never  be  said  we  disturbed  by  carousal  the  widow  of  a  brave 
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soldier,  while  she  was  mourning  for  her  husband. — Comrades,  face 
about. — Yet  stay/'  he  added,  checking  his  war-horse,  "my  parties 
are  out  in  every  direction ;  they  must  have  some  token  that  your 
family  are  under  my  assurance  of  safety. — Here,  my  little  fellow/'  said 
he,  speaking  to  the  eldest  boy,  who  might  be  about  nine  or  ten  years 
old,  "  lend  me  thy  bonnet." 

The  child  reddened,  looked  sulky,  and  hesitated,  while  the  mother, 
with  many  a  fye  and  nay  pshaw,  and  such  sarsenet  chidings  as  ten- 
der mothers  give  to  spoiled  children,  at  length  succeeded  in  snatching 
the  bonnet  from  him,  and  handing  it  to  the  English  leader. 

Stawarth  Bolton  took  his  embroidered  red  cross  from  his  barret- 
cap,  and  putting  it  into  the  loop  of  the  boy's  bonnet,  said  to  the  mis- 
tress (for  the  title  of  lady  was  not  given  to  dames  of  her  degree), 
"  By  this  token,  which  all  my  people  will  respect,  you  will  be  freed 
from  any  importunity  on  the  part  of  our  forayers." l  He  placed  it 
on  the  boy's  head ;  but  it  was  no  sooner  there  than  the  little  fellow, 
his  veins  swelling,  and  his  eyes  shooting  fire  through  tears,  snatched 
the  bonnet  from  his  head,  and,  ere  his  mother  could  interfere,  skim- 
med it  into  the  brook.  The  other  boy  ran  instantly  to  fish  it  out 
again,  threw  it  back  to  his  brother,  first  taking  out  the  cross,  which, 
with  great  veneration,  he  kissed  and  put  into  his  bosom.  The  Eng- 
lishman was  half  diverted,  half  surprised,  with  the  scene. 

"What  mean  ye  by  throwing  away  Saint  George's  red  cross?"  said 
he  to  the  eider  boy,  in  a  tone  betwixt  jest  and  earnest. 

"  Because  Saint  George  is  a  southern  saint,"  said  the  child  sulkily. 

"Good,"  said  Stawarth  Bolton "And  what   did  you  mean  by 

taking  it  out  of  the  brook  again,  my  little  fellow  ? "  he  demanded  of 
the  younger. 

"Because  the  priest  says  it  is  the  common  sign  of  salvation  to  all 
good  Christians." 

« Why,  good  again ! "  said  the  honest  soldier.  "  I  protest  unto  you, 
mistress,  I  envy  you  these  boys.     Are  they  both  yours  ?  " 

Stawarth  Bolton  had  reason  to  put  the  question,  for  Halbert 
Glend inning,  the  elder  of  the  two,  had  hair  as  dark  as  the  raven's 
plumage,  black  eyes,  large,  bold,  and  sparkling,  that  glittered  under 
eyebrows  of  the  same  complexion ;  a  skin  deep  embrowned,  though 
it  could  not  be  termed  swarthy,  and  an  air  of  activity,  frankness, 
and  determination,  far  beyond  his  age.  On  the  other  hand,  Edward, 
the  younger  brother,  was  light-haired,  blue-eyed,  and  of  fairer  com- 

Elexion,  in  countenance  rather  pale,  and  not  exhibiting  that  rosy 
ue  which  colours  the  sanguine  cheek  of  robust  health.  Yet  the  boy 
had  nothing  sickly  or  ill-conditioned  in  his  look,  but  was,  on  the 
contrary,  a  fair  and  handsome  child,  with  a  smiling  face,  and  mild,  yet 
cheerful  eye. 

The  mother  glanced  a  proud  motherly  glance,  first  at  the  one,  and 
then  at  the  other,  ere  she  answered  the  Englishman,  "  Surely,  sir, 
they  are  both  my  children." 

"And  by  the  same  father,  mistress  ?"  said  Stawarth ;  but,  seeing  a 
blush  of  displeasure  arise  on  her  brow,  he  instantly  added,  "  Nay,  1 

1  See  note  A,    Stawarth  Bolton. 


10  THE  MONASTERY. 

mean  no^  offence ;  I  would  have  asked  the  same  question  at  any  of  my 
gossips  in  merry  Lincoln. — Well  dame,  you  have  two  fair  boys ;  I 
would  I  could  borrow  one,  for  Dame  Bolton  and  I  live  childless  in  our 
old  hall. — Come,  little  fellows,  which  of  you  will  go  with  me  ?  " 

The  trembling'  mother,  half-fearing  as  he  spoke,  drew  the  children 
towards  her,  one  with  either  hand,  while  they  both  answered  the 
stranger.  "  I  will  not  go  with  you,"  said  Halbert,  boldly,  "  for  you 
are  a  false-hearted  Southern  ;  and  the  Southerns  killed  my  father ; 
and  I  will  war  on  you  to  the  death,  when  I  can  draw  my  father's 
sword. " 

"  God-a-mercy,  my  little  levin-bolt,"  said  Stawarth,  "the  goodly 
custom  of  deadly  feud  will  never  go  down  in  thy  day,  I  presume. — 
And  you,  my  fine  white-head,  will  you  not  go  with  me,  to  ride  a  cock- 
horse ? " 

"No,"  said  Edward  demurely,  "for  you  are  a  heretic." 

"Why,  God-a-mercy  still!"  said  Stawarth  Bolton.  "Well,  dame, 
I  see  I  shall  find  no  recruits  for  my  troop  from  you ;  and  yet  I  do 
envy  you  these  two  little  chubby  knaves."  He  sighed  a  moment,  as 
was  visible,  in  spite  of  gorget  and  corslet,  and  then  added,  "  And  yet, 
my  dame,  and  I  would  but  quarrel  which  of  the  knaves  we  should 
like  best;  for  I  should  wish  for  the  black-eyed  rogue — and  she,  1 
warrant  me,  for  that  blue-eyed,  fair-haired  darling.  Natheless,  we 
must  brook  our  solitary  wedlock,  and  wish  joy  to  those  that  are  more 
fortunate. — Sergeant  Brittson,  do  thou  remain  here  till  recalled — 
protect  this  family,  as  under  assurance — do  them  no  wrong,  and 
suifer  no  wrong  to  be  done  to  them,  as  thou  wilt  answer  it  —Dame 
Brittson  is  a  married  man,  old  and  steady ;  feed  him  on  what  you 
will,  but  give  him  not  over  much  liquor." 

Dame  Glen  dinning  again  offered  refreshments,  but  with  a  falter- 
ing voice,  and  an  obvious  desire  her  invitation  should  not  be  accepted. 
The  fact  was,  that,  supposing  her  boys  as  precious  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Englishman  as  in  her  own  (the  most  ordinary  of  parental  errors), 
she  was  half  afraid,  that  the  admiration  he  expressed  of  them  in  his 
blunt  manner  might  end  in  his  actually  carrying  off*  one  or  other  of 
the  little  darlings  whom  he  appeared  to  covet  so  much.  She  kept 
hold  of  their  hands,  therefore,  as  if  her  feeble  strength  could  have 
been  of  service,  had  any  violence  been  intended,  and  saw  with  joy 
she  could  not  disguise,  the  little  party  of  horse  countermarch,  in 
order  to  descend  the  glen.  Her  feelings  did  not  escape  Stawarth 
Bolton,  "  I  forgive  you,  dame,"  he  said,  "  for  being  suspicious  that 
an  English  falcon  was  hovering  over  your  Scottish  moor-brood. 
But  fear  not — those  who  have  fewest  children  have  fewest  cares ;  nor 
does  a  wise  man  covet  those  of  another  household.  Adieu,  dame ;  l 
when  the  black-eyed  rogue  is  able  to  drive  a  foray  from  England, 
teach  him  to  spare  women  and  children,  for  the  sake  of  Stawarth 
Bolton." 

"God  be  with  you,  gallant  Southern!"  said  Elspeth  Glendinning, 
but  not  till  he  was  out  of  hearing,  spurring  on  his  good  horse  to  re- 
gain the  head  of  his  party,  whose  plumage  and  armour  were  now 
glancing  and  gradually  disappearing  in  the  distance,  as  they  winded 
down  the  glen. 
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"  Mother,"  said  the  elder  boy,  "  I  will  not  say  amen  to  a  prayer  for 
a  Southern." 

"Mother,"  said  the  younger,  more  reverentially,  " is  it  right  to 
pray  for  a  heretic  ?  " 

"  The  God  to  whom  I  pray  only  knows,"  answered  poor  Elspeth  ; 
"but  these  two  words,  Southern  and  heretic,  have  already  cost 
Scotland  ten  thousand  of  her  best  and  bravest,  and  me  a  husband, 
and  you  a  father;  and,  whether  blessing1  or  banning*,  I  never  wish  to 
hear  them  more. — Follow  me  to  the  Place,  sir,"  she  said  to  Brittson, 
"  and  such  as  we  have  to  offer  you  shall  be  at  your  disposal." 


CHAPTER    III. 

They  lighted  down  on  Tweed  water, 

And  blew  their  coals  sae  het, 
And  fired  the  March  and  Teviotdale, 

Ail  in  an  evening  late. 

Auld  Maitland. 

The  report  soon  spread  through  the  patrimony  of  Saint  Mary's 
and  its  vicinity,  that  the  Mistress  of  Glendearg  had  received  assur- 
ance from  the  English  Captain,  and  that  her  cattle  were  not  to  be 
driven  off,  or  her  corn  burned.  Among-  others  who  heard  this 
report,  it  reached  the  ears  of  a  lady,  who,  once  much  higher  in  rank 
than  Elspeth  Glendinning,  was  now  by  the  same  calamity  reduced  to 
even  greater  misfortune. 

She  was  the  widow  of  a  brave  soldier,  Walter  Avenel,  descended 
of  a  very  ancient  Border  family,  who  once  possessed  immense  estates 
in  Eskdale.  These  had  long  since  passed  from  them  into  other 
hands,  but  they  still  enjoyed  an  ancient  Barony  of  considerable 
extent,  not  very  far  from  the  patrimony  of  Saint  Mary's,  and  lying 
upon  the  same  side  of  the  river  with  the  narrow  vale  of  Glendearg, 
at  the  head  of  which  was  the  little  tower  of  the  Glendinnings.  Here 
they  had  lived,  bearing  a  respectable  rank  amongst  the  gentry  of 
their  province,  though  neither  wealthy  nor  powerful.  This  general 
regard  had  been  much  augmented  by  the  skill,  courage,  and  enter- 
prise which  had  been  displayed  by  Walter  Avenel,  the  last  Baron. 

When  Scotland  began  to  recover  from  the  dreadful  shock  she  had 
sustained  after  the  battle  of  Pinkie-cleugh,  Avenel  was  one  of  the 
first  who,  assembling  a  small  force,  set  an  example  in  those  bloody 
and  unsparing  skirmishes,  which  showed  that  a  nation,  though  con- 
quered and  overrun  by  invaders,  may  yet  wage  against  them  such  a 
war  of  detail  as  shall  in  the  end  become  fatal  to  the  foreigners.  In 
one  of  these,  however,  Walter  Avenel  fell,  and  the  news  which  came 
to  the  house  of  his  fathers  was  followed  by  the  distracting  intelli- 
gence, that  a  party  of  Englishmen  were  coming  to  plunder  the 
mansion  and  lands  of  his  widow,  in  order,  by  this  act  of  terror,  to 
prevent  others  from  following  the  example  of  the  deceased. 

The  unfortunate  lady  had  no  better  refuge  than  the  miserable 
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cottage  of  a  shepherd  among1  the  hills,  to  which  she  was  hastily  re- 
moved, scarce  conscious  where  or  for  what  purpose  her  terrified 
attendants  were  removing1  her  and  her  infant  daughter  from  her  own 
house.  Here  she  was  tended  with  all  the  duteous  service  of  ancient 
times  by  the  shepherd's  wife,  Tibb  Tacket,  who  in  better  days  had 
been  her  own  bowerwoman.  For  a  time  the  lady  was  unconscious 
of  her  misery;  but  when  the  first  stunning  effect  of  grief  was  so  far 
passed  away  that  she  could  form  an  estimate  of  her  own  situation, 
the  widow  of  Avenel  had  cause  to  envy  the  lot  of  her  husband  in  his 
dark  and  silent  abode.  The  domestics  who  had  guided  her  to  her 
place  of  refuge,  were  presently  obliged  to  disperse  for  their  own 
safety,  or  to  seek  for  necessary  subsistence ;  and  the  shepherd  and 
his  wife,  whose  poor  cottage  she  shared,  were  soon  after  deprived  of 
the  means  of  affording  their  late  mistress  even  that  coarse  sustenance 
which  they  had  gladly  shared  with  her.  Some  of  the  English  foray- 
ers  had  discovered  and  driven  off  the  few  sheep  which  had  escaped 
the  first  researches  of  their  avarice.  Two  cows  shared  the  fate  of 
the  remnant  of  their  stock ;  they  had  afforded  the  family  almost  their 
sole  support,  and  now  famine  appeared  to  stare  them  in  the  face. 

"  We  are  broken  and  beggared  now,  out  and  out,"  said  old  Martin 
the  shepherd— and  he  wrung  his  hands  in  the  bitterness  of  agony, 
"  the  thieves,  the  harrying  thieves !  not  a  cloot  left  of  the  hail  hirsel !  " 

"  And  to  see  poor  Grizzy  and  Crumble,"  said  his  wife,  "  turning 
back  their  necks  to  the  byre,  and  routing  while  the  stony-hearted 
villains  were  brogging  them  on  wi'  their  lances ! " 

"  There  were  but  four  of  them,"  said  Martin,  "  and  I  have  seen 
the  day  forty  wad  not  have  ventured  this  length.  But  our  strength 
and  manhood  is  gane  with  our  puir  maister." 

"  For  the  sake  of  the  holy  rood,  whisht,  man,"  said  the  goodwife, 
"our  leddy  is  half  gane  already,  as  ye  may  see  by  thatfleighteringof 
the  ee-lid — a  word  mair  and  she's  dead  outright." 

"  I  could  almost  wish,"  said  Martin,  "  we  were  a'  gane,  for  what  to 
do  passes  my  puir  wit.  I  care  little  for  mysell,  or  you,  Tibb, — we  can 
make  a  fend — work  or  want — we  can  do  baith,  but  she  can  do  neither." 
^  They  canvassed  their  situation  thus  openly  before  the  lady,  con- 
vinced by  the  paleness  of  her  look,  her  quivering  lip,  and  dead-set 
eye,  that  she  neither  heard  nor  understood  what  they  were  saying. 

"  There  is  a  way,"  said  the  shepherd,  "  but  I  kenna  if  she  could 
bring  her  heart  to  it, — there's  Simon  Glendinning's  widow  of  the 
glen  yonder,  has  had  assurance  from  the  Southern  loons,  and  nae 
soldier  to  steer  them  for  one  cause  or  other.  Now,  if  the  leddy  could 
bow  her  mind  to  take  quarters  with  Elspeth  Glendinning  till  better 
days  cast  up,  nae  doubt  it  wad  be  doing  an  honour  to  the  like  of  her, 
but " 

"  An  honour,"  answered  Tibb,  "  ay,  by  my  word,  sic  an  honour  as 
wad  be  pride  to  her  kin  mony  a  lang  year  after  her  banes  were  in 
the  mould.  Oh !  gudeman,  to  hear  ye  even  the  Lady  of  Avenel  to 
seeking  quarters  wi'  a  Kirk-vassal's  widow !  " 

"  Loath  should  I  be  to  wish  her  to  it,"  said  Martin ;  "  but  what 
may  we  do  ? — to  stay  here  is  mere  starvation ;  and  where  to  go,  I  'm 
sure  I  ken  nae  mair  than  ony  tup  I  ever  herded." 
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"  Speak  no  more  of  it,"  said  the  widow  of  Avenel,  suddenly  joining 
in  the  conversation,  "  I  will  go  to  the  tower. — Dame  Elspeth  is  of  good 
folk,  a  widow,  and  the  mother  of  orphans, — she  will  give  us  house- 
room  until  something  be  thought  upon.  These  evil  showers  make 
the  low  bush  better  than  no  bield." 

"  See  there,  see  there,"  said  Martin,  "  you  see  the  leddy  has  twice 
our  sense." 

"  And  natural  it  is,"  said  Tibb,  "  seeing  that  she  is  convent-bred, 
and  can  lay  silk  broidery,  forby  white-seam  and  shell-work." 

"  Do  you  not  think,"  said  the  lady  to  Martin,  still  clasping  her 
child  to  her  bosom,  and  making  it  clear  from  what  motives  she 
desired  the  refuge,  "that  Dame  Glendinning  will  make  us  welcome  ?  " 

"  Blithely  welcome,  blithely  welcome,  my  leddy,"  answered  Martin 
cheerily,  "  and  we  shall  deserve  a  welcome  at  her  hand.  Men  are 
scarce  now,  my  leddy,  with  these  wars ;  and  gie  me  a  thought  of 
time  to  it,  I  can  do  as  gude  a  day's  darg  as  ever  I  did  in  my  life,  and 
Tibb  can  sort  cows  with  ony  living  woman." 

"  And  muckle  mair  could  I  do,"  said  Tibb,  "  were  it  in  ony  feasible 
house ;  but  there  will  be  neither  pearlins  to  mend,  nor  pinners  to 
busk  up,  in  Elspeth  Glendinning's." 

"  Whisht  wi'  your  pride,  woman,"  said  the  shepherd ;  "  eneugh  ye 
can  do,  baith  outside  and  inside,  an  ye  set  your  mind  to  it ;  and  hard 
it  is  if  we  twa  eanna  work  for  three  folk's  meat,  forby  my  dainty  wee 
leddy  there.  Come  awa,  come  awa,  nae  use  in  staying  here  langer ; 
we  nave  five  Scots  miles  over  moss  and  muir,  and  that  is  nae  easy 
walk  for  a  leddy  born  and  bred." 

Household  stuff  there  was  little  or  none  to  remove  or  care  for ; 
an  old  pony  which  had  escaped  the  plunderers,  owing  partly  to  its 
pitiful  appearance,  partly  from  the  reluctance  which  it  showed  to  be 
caught  by  strangers,  was  employed  to  carry  the  few  blankets,  and 
other  trifles  which  they  possessed.  When  Shagram  came  to  his 
master's  well-known  whistle,  he  was  surprised  to  find  the  poor  thing 
had  been  wounded,  though  slightly,  by  an  arrow,  which  one  of  the 
forayers  had  shot  off  in  anger  after  he  had  long  chased  it  in  vain. 

"  Ay,  Shagram,"  said  the  old  man,  as  he  applied  something  to  the 
wound,  "  must  you  rue  the  langbow  as  weel  as  all  of  us  ?  " 

"  What  corner  in  Scotland  rues  it  not ! "  said  the  Lady  of  Avenel. 

"  Ay,  ay,  madam,"  said  Martin,  "  God  keep  the  kindly  Scot  from 
the  cloth-yard  shaft,  and  he  will  keep  himself  from  the  handy  stroke. 
But  let  us  go  our  way ;  the  trash  that  is  left  I  can  come  back  for. 
There  is  nae  ane  to  stir  it  but  the  good  neighbours,  and  they " 

"  For  the  love  of  God,  goodman,"  said  his  wife,  in  a  remonstrating 
tone,  "baud  your  peace!  think  what  ye're  saying,  and  we  hae  sae 
muckle  wild  land  to  go  over  before  we  win  to  the  girth  gate." 

The  husband  nodded  acquiescence  ;  for  it  was  deemed  highly  im- 
prudent to  speak  of  the  fairies  either  by  their  title  of  good  neighbours 
or  by  any  other,  especially  when  about  to  pass  the  places  which  they 
were  supposed  to  haunt.1 

They  set  forward  on  their  pilgrimage  on  the  last  day  of  October. 

1  See  Note  B.     The  Fairies. 
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"  This  is  thy  birthday,  my  sweet  Mary,"  said  the  mother,  as  a  sting 
of  bitter  recollection  crossed  her  mind.  i  "  Oh,  who  could  have  be- 
lieved that  the  head,  which,  a  few  years  since,  was  cradled  amongst 
so  many  rejoicing*  friends,  may  perhaps  this  night  seek  a  cover  in 
vain ! " 

The  exiled  family  then  set  forward, — Mary  Avenel,  a  lovely  girl 
between  five  and  six  years  old,  riding  gipsy  fashion  upon  Shagram, 
betwixt  two  bundles  of  bedding  ;  the  Lady  of  Avenel  walking  by  the 
animal's  side ;  Tibb  leading  the  bridle,  and  old  Martin  walking  a  little 
before,  looking  anxiously  around  him  to  explore  the  way. 

Martin's  task  as  guide,  after  two  or  three  miles'  walking,  became 
more  difficult  than  he  himself  had  expected,  or  than  he  was  willing 
to  avow.  It  happened  that  the  extensive  range  of  pasturage,  with 
which  he  was  conversant,  lay  to  the  west,  and  to  get  into  the  little 
valley  of  Glendearg  he  had  to  proceed  easterly.  In  the  wilder  dis- 
tricts of  Scotland,  the  passage  from  one  vale  to  another,  otherwise 
than  by  descending  that  which  you  leave,  and  reascending  the  other, 
is  often  very  difficult.— Heights  and  hollows,  mosses  and  rocks  inter- 
vene, and  all  those  local  impediments  which  throw  a  traveller  out  of 
his  course.  So  that  Martin,  however  sure  of  his  general  direction, 
became  conscious,  and  at  length  was  forced  reluctantly  to  admit,  that 
he  had  missed  the  direct  road  to  Glendearg,  though  he  insisted  they 
must  be  very  near  it.  "  If  we  can  but  win  across  this  wide  bog,"  he 
said,  "  I  shall  warrant  ye  are  on  the  top  of  the  tower." 

But  to  get  across  the  bo<>1  was  a  point  of  no  small  difficulty.  The 
farther  they  ventured  into  it,  though  proceeding  with  all  the  caution 
which  Martin's  experience  recommended,  the  more  unsound  the 
ground  became,  until,  after  they  had  passed  some  places  of  great 
peril,  their  best  argument  for  going  forward  came  to  be,  that  they 
had  to  encounter  equal  danger  in  returning. 

The  Lady  of  Avenel  had  been  tenderly  nurtured,  but  what  will  not 
a  woman  endure  when  her  child  is  in  danger  ?  Complaining  less  of 
the  dangers  of  the  road  than  her  attendants,  who  had  been  inured  to 
such  from  their  infancy,  she  kept  herself  close  by  the  side  of  the  pony, 
watching  its  every  footstep,  and  ready,  if  it  should  flounder  in  the 
morass,  to  snatch  her  little  Mary  from  its  back. 

At  length  thev  came  to  a  place  where  the  guide  greatly  hesitated, 
for  all  around  nim  was  broken  lumps  of  heath,  divided  from  each 
other  by  deep  sloughs  of  black  tenacious  mire.  After  great  consi- 
deration, Martin,  selecting  what  he  thought  the  safest  path,  began 
himself  to  lead  forward  Shagram,  in  order  to  afford  greater  security 
to  the  child.  But  Shagram  snorted,  laid  his  ears  back,  stretched  his 
two  feet  forward,  and  drew  his  hind  feet  under  him,  so  as  to  adopt 
the  best  possible  posture  for  obstinate  resistance,  and  refused  to  move 
one  yard  in  the  direction  indicated.  Old  Martin,  much  puzzled,  now 
hesitated  whether  to  exert  his  absolute  authority,  or  to  defer  to  the 
contumacious  obstinacy  of  Shagram,  and  was  not  greatly  comforted 
by  his  wife's  observation,  who,  seeing  Shagram  stare  with  his  eyes, 
distend  his  nostrils,  and  tremble  with  terror,  hinted  that  "  he  surely 
saw  more  than  they  could  see." 

In  this  dilemma,  the  child  suddenly  exclaimed,  "Bonny  leddy  signs 
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to  us  to  come  yon  gate."  They  all  looked  in  the  direction  where  the 
child  pointed,  but  saw  nothing-,  save  a  wreath  of  rising  mist,  which 
fancy  might  form  into  a  human  figure ;  but  which  afforded  to  Martin 
only  the  sorrowful  conviction,  that  the  danger  of  their  situation  was 
about  to  be  increased  by  a  heavy  fog.  He  once  more  essayed  to  lead 
forward  Shagram  ;  but  the  animal  was  inflexible  in  its  determination 
not  to  move  in  the  direction  Martin  recommended.  <;  Take  your  awn 
way  for  it,  then,"  said  Martin,  "and  let  us  see  what  you  can  do  for 
us." 

Shagram,  abandoned  to  the  discretion  of  his  own  free-will,  set  off 
boldly  in  the  direction  the  child  had  pointed.  There  was  nothing 
wonderful  in  this,  nor  in  its  bringing  them  safe  to  the  other  side  of 
the  dangerous  morass ;  for  the  instinct  of  these  animals  in  traversing 
bogs  is  one  of  the  most  curious  parts  of  their  nature,  and  is  a  fact 
generally  established.  But  it  was  remarkable,  that  the  child  more 
than  once  mentioned  the  beautiful  lady  and  her  signals,  and  that 
Shagram  seemed  to  be  in  the  secret,  always  moving  in  the  same 
direction  which  she  indicated.  The  Lady  of  Avenel  took  little  notice 
at  the  time,  her  mind  being  probably  occupied  by  the  instant  danger ; 
but  her  attendants  changed  expressive  looks  with  each  other  more 
than  once. 

"  All-Hallow  Eve !  "  said  Tibb,  in  a  whisper  to  Martin. 

"  For  the  mercy  of  Our  Lady,  not  a  word  of  that  now ! "  said  Mar- 
tin in  reply.     "  Tell  your  beads,  woman,  if  you  cannot  be  silent." 

When  they  got  once  more  on  firm  ground,  Martin  recognised  cer- 
tain land-marks,  or  cairns,  on  the  tops  of  the  neighbouring  hills,  by 
which  he  was  enabled  to  guide  his  course,  and  ere  long  they  arrived 
at  the  Tower  of  Glendearg. 

It  was  at  the  sight  of  this  little  fortalice  that  the  misery  of  her  lot 
pressed  hard  on  the  poor  Lady  of  Avenel.  When  by  any  accident 
they  had  met  at  church,  market,  or  other  place  of  public  resort,  she 
remembered  the  distant  and  respectful  air  with  which  the  wife  of  the 
warlike  baron  was  addressed  by  the  spouse  of  the  humble  feuar.  And 
now,  so  much  was  her  pride  humbled,  that  she  was  to  ask  to  share 
the  precarious  safety  of  the  same  feuar 's  widow,  and  her  pittance  of 
food,  which  might  perhaps  be  yet  more  precarious.  Martin  probably 
guessed  what  was  passing  in  her  mind,  for  he  looked  at  her  with  a 
wistful  glance,  as  if  to  deprecate  any  change  of  resolution ;  and 
answering  to  his  looks,  rather  than  his  words,  she  said,  while  the 
sparkle  of  subdued  pride  once  more  glanced  from  her  eye,  "  If  it 
Were  for  myself  alone,  I  could  but  die— but  for  this  infant — the  last 
pledge  of  Avenel " 

"  True,  my  lady,"  said  Martin  hastily ;  and,  as  if  to  prevent  the 
possibility  of  her  retracting,  he  added," "  I  will  step  on  and  see  Dame 
Elspeth — I  kend  her  husband  weel,  and  have  bought  and  sold  with 
him,  for  as  great  a  man  as  he  was." 

Martin's  tale  was  soon  told,  and  met  all  acceptance  from  her  com- 
panion in  misfortune.  The  Lady  of  Avenel  had  been  meek  and  cour- 
teous in  her  prosperity ;  in  adversity,  therefore,  she  met  with  the 
greater  sympathy.  Besides,  there  was  a  point  of  pride  in  sheltering 
and  supporting  a  woman  of  such  superior  birth  and  rank  ;  and,  not 
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to  do  Elspeth  Glendinning  injustice,  she  felt  sympathy  for  one  whose 
fate  resembled  her  own  in  so  many  points,  yet  was  so  much  more 
severe.  Every  species  of  hospitality  was  gladly  and  respectfully 
extended  to  the  distressed  travellers,  and  they  were  kindly  requested 
to  stay  as  long  at  Glendearg  as  their  circumstances  rendered  neces- 
sary, or  their  inclination  prompted. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Ne'er  be  I  found  by  thee  unawed, 
On  that  thrice  hallow'd  eve  abroad, 
When  goblins  haunt  from  flood  and  fen, 
The  steps  of  men, 

Collins's  Ode  to  Fear. 

As  the  country  became  more  settled,  the  Lady  of  Avenel  would  have 
willingly  returned  to  her  husband's  mansion.  But  that  was  no  longer 
in  her  power.  It  was  a  reign  of  minority,  when  the  strongest  had  the 
best  right,  and  when  acts  of  usurpation  were  frequent  amongst  those 
who  had  much  power  and  little  conscience. 

Julian  Avenel,  the  younger  brother  of  the  deceased  Walter,  was 
a  person  of  this  description.  He  hesitated  not  to  seize  upon  his 
brother's  house  and  lands,  so  soon  as  the  retreat  of  the  English  per- 
mitted him.  At  first,  he  occupied  the  property  in  the  name  of  his 
niece,  but  when  the  lady  proposed  to  return  with  her  child  to  the 
mansion  of  its  fathers,  he  gave  her  to  understand,  that  Avenel,  being 
a  male  fief,  descended  to  the  brother,  instead  of  the  daughter,  of  the 
last  possessor.  The  ancient  philosopher  declined  a  dispute  with  the 
emperor  who  commanded  twenty  legions,  and  the  widow  of  Walter 
Avenel  was  in  no  condition  to  maintain  a  contest  with  the  leader  of 
twenty  moss-troopers.  Julian  was  also  a  man  of  service,  who  could 
back  a  friend  in  case  of  need,  and  was  sure,  therefore,  to  find  pro- 
tectors among  the  ruling  powers.  In  short,  however  clear  the  little 
Mary's  right  to  the  possessions  of  her  father,  her  mother  saw  the 
necessity  of  giving  way,  at  least  for  the  time,  to  the  usurpation  of 
her  uncle. 

Her  patience  and  forbearance  were  so  far  attended  with  advan- 
tage, that  Julian,  for  very  shame's  sake,  could  no  longer  suffer  her 
to  be  absolutely  dependant  on  the  charity  of  Elspeth  Glendinning. 
A  drove  of  cattle  and  a  bull  (which  were  probably  missed  by  some 
English  farmer)  were  driven  to  the  pastures  of  Glendearg  ;  presents 
of  raiment  and  household  stuff  were  sent  liberally,  and  some  little 
money,  though  with  a  more  sparing  hand :  for  those  in  the  situation 
of  Julian  Avenel  could  come  more  easily  by  the  goods,  than  the 
representing  medium  of  value,  and  made  their  payments  chiefly  in 
kind. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  widows  of  Walter  Avenel  and  Simon  Glen- 
dinning had  become  habituated  to  each  other's  society,  and  were 
unwilling  to  part.     The  lady  could  hope  no  more  secret  and  secure 
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residence  than  in  the  Tower  of  Glendearg,  and  she  was  now  in  a 
condition  to  support  her  share  of  the  mutual  housekeeping".  Elspeth, 
on  the  other  hand,  felt  pride,  as  well  as  pleasure,  in  the  society  of  a 
guest  of  such  distinction,  and  was  at  all  times  willing"  to  pay  much 
greater  deference  than  the  Lady  of  Walter  Avenel  could  be  prevailed 
on  to  accept. 

Martin  and  his  wife  diligently  served  the  united  family  in  their 
several  vocations,  and  yielded  obedience  to  both  mistresses,  though 
always  considering  themselves  as  the  especial  servants  of  the  Lady 
of  Avenel.  This  distinction  sometimes  occasioned  a  slight  degree  of 
difference  between  Dame  Elspeth  and  Tibb ;  the  former  being  jeal- 
ous of  her  own  consequence,  and  the  latter  apt  to  lay  too  much  stress 
upon  the  rank  and  family  of  her  mistress.  But  both  were  alike 
desirous  to  conceal  such  petty  squabbles  from  the  lady,  her  hostess 
scarce  yielding  to  her  old  domestic  in  respect  for  her  person.  Neither 
did  the  difference  exist  in  such  a  degree  as  to  interrupt  the  general 
harmony  of  the  family,  for  the  one  wisely  gave  way  as  she  saw  the 
other  become  warm ;  and  Tibb,  though  she  often  gave  the  first  pro- 
vocation, had  generally  the  sense  to  be  the  first  in  relinquishing  the 
argument. 

The  world  which  lay  beyond  was  gradually  forgotten  by  the  inha- 
bitants of  this  sequestered  glen,  and  unless  when  she  attended  mass 
at  the  Monastery  Church  upon  some  high  holiday,  Alice  of  Avenel 
almost  forgot  that  she  once  held  an  equal  rank  with  the  proud  wives 
of  the  neighbouring  barons  and  nobles  who  on  such  occasions 
crowded  to  the  solemnity.  The  recollection  gave  her  little  pain. 
She  loved  her  husband  for  himself,  and  in  his  inestimable  loss  all  lesser 
subjects  of  regret  had  ceased  to  interest  her.  At  times,  indeed,  she 
thought  of  claiming  the  protection  of  the  Queen  Regent  (Mary  of 
Guise)  for  her  little  orphan,  but  the  fear  of  Julian  Avenel  always 
came  between.  She  was  sensible  that  he  would  have  neither  scruple 
nor  difficulty  in  spiriting  away  the  child  (if  he  did  not  proceed^  far- 
ther), should  he  once  consider  its  existence  as  formidable  to  his  inte- 
rest. Besides,  he  led  a  wild  and  unsettled  life,  mingling  in  all  feuds 
and  forays,  wherever  there  was  a  spear  to  be  broken ;  he  evinced  no 
purpose  of  marrying,  and  the  fate  which  he  continually  was  braving 
might  at  length  remove  him  from  his  usurped  inheritance.  Alice  of 
Avenel,  therefore,  judged  it  wise  to  check  all  ambitious  thoughts  for 
the  present,  and  remain  quiet  in  the  rude,  but  peaceable  retreat,  to 
which  Providence  had  conducted  her. 

It  was  upon  an  All-Hallow's  eve,  when  the  family  had  resided  to- 
gether for  the  space  of  three  years,  that  the  domestic  circle  was  as- 
sembled round  the  blazing  turf-fire,  in  the  old  narrow  hall  of  the 
Tower  of  Glendearg.  The  idea  of  the  master  or  mistress  of  the 
mansion  feeding  or  living  apart  from  their  domestics,  was  at  this 
period  never  entertained.  k  The  highest  end  of  the  board,  the  most 
commodious  settle  by  the  fire,— these  were  the  only  marks  of  dis- 
tinction ;  and  the  servants  mingled,  with  deference  indeed,  but  unre- 
proved  and  with  freedom,  in  whatever  conversation  was  going  for- 
ward. But  the  two  or  three  domestics,  kept  merely  for  agricultural 
purposes,  had  retired  to  their  own  cottages  without,  and  with  them 
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a  couple  of  wenches,  usually  employed  within  doors,  the  daughters 
of  one  of  the  hinds. 

After  their  departure,  Martin  locked,  first,  the  iron  grate;  and, 
secondly,  the  inner-door  of  the  tower,  when  the  domestic  circle  was 
thus  arranged.  Dame  Elspeth  sate  pulling  the  thread  from  her  dis- 
taff; Tibb  watched  the  progress  of  scalding  the  whey,  which  hung  in 
a  large  pot  upon  the  crook,  a  chain  terminated  by  a  hook,  which  was 
suspended  in  the  chimney  to  serve  the  purpose  of  the  modern  crane. 
Martin,  while  busied  in  repairing  some  of  the  household  articles  (for 
every  man  in  those  days  was  his  own  carpenter  and  smith,  as  well  as 
his  own  tailor  and  shoemaker),  kept  from  time  to  time  a  watchful 
eye  upon  the  three  children. 

They  were  allowed,  however,  to  exercise  their  juvenile  restlessness 
by  running  up  and  down  the  hall,  behind  the  seats  of  the  elder  mem- 
bers of  the  family,  with  the  privilege  of  occasionally  making  excur- 
sions into  one  or  two  small  apartments  which  opened  from  it,  and 
gave  excellent  opportunity  to  play  at  hide-and-seek.  This  night, 
however,  the  children  seemed  not  disposed  to  avail  themselves  of 
their  privilege  of  visiting  these  dark  regions,  but  preferred  carrying 
on  their  gambols  in  the  vicinitv  of  the  light. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Alice  of  Avenel,  sitting  close  to  an  iron  candle- 
stick, which  supported  a  mis-shapen  torch  of  domestic  manufacture, 
read  small  detached  passages  from  a  thick-clasped  volume,  which  she 
preserved  with  the  greatest  care.  The  art  of  reading,  the  lady  had 
acquired  by  her  residence  in  a  nunnery  during  her  youth,  but  she 
seldom,  of  late  years,  put  it  to  any  other  use  than  perusing  this  little 
volume,  which  formed  her  whole  library.  The  family  listened  to  the 
portions  which  she  selected,  as  to  some  good  thing  which  there  was  a 
merit  in  hearing  with  respect,  whether  it  was  fully  understood  or  no. 
To  her  daughter,  Alice  of  Avenel  had  determined  to  impart  their 
mystery  more  fully,  but  the  knowledge  was  at  that  period  attended 
with  personal  danger,  and  was  not  rashly  to  be  trusted  to  a  child. 

The  noise  of  the  romping  children  interrupted,  from  time  to  time, 
the  voice  of  the  lady,  and  drew  on  the  noisv  culprits  the  rebuke  of 
Elspeth. 

"  Could  they  not  go  farther  a-field,  if  they  behoved  to  make  such  a 
din,  and  disturb  the  lady's  good  words?"  And  this  command  was 
backed  with  the  threat  of  sending  the  whole  party  to  bed  if  it  was 
not  attended  to  punctually.  Acting  under  the  injunction,  the  children 
first  played  at  a  greater  distance  from  the  party,  and  more  quietly, 
and  then  began  to  stray  into  the  adjacent  apartments,  as  they  be- 
came impatient  of  the  restraint  to  which  they  were  subjected.  But, 
all  at  once,  the  two  boys  came  open-mouthed  into  the  hall,  to  tell 
that  there  was  an  armed  man  in  the  spence. 

"It  must  be  Christie  of  Clint-hill,"  said  Martin,  rising;  "what  can 
have  brought  him  here  at  this  time  ?  " 

"  Or  how  came  he  in  ? "  said  Elspeth. 

"  Alas !  what  can  he  seek  ? "  said  the  Lady  of  Avenel,  to  whom  this 
man,  a  retainer  of  her  husband's  brother,  and  who  sometimes  exe- 
cuted his  commissions  at  Glendearg,  was  an  object  of  secret  appre- 
hension and  suspicion.      "  Gracious  heavens ! "  she  added,  rising  up, 
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*  where  is  my  child  ? "  All  rushed  to  the  spence,  Halbert  Glendin- 
ning  first  arming-  himself  with  a  rusty  sword,  and  the  younger  seizing" 
upon  the  lady's  book.  They  hastened  to  the  spence,  and  were  re- 
lieved of  a  part  of  their  anxiety  by  meeting  Mary  at  the  door  of  the 
apartment.  She  did  not  seem  in  the  slightest  degree  alarmed,  or 
disturbed.  They  rushed  into  the  spence  (a  sort  of  interior  apart- 
ment in  which  the  family  ate  their  victuals  in  the  summer  season), 
but  there  was  no  one  there. 

"Where  is  Christie  of  Clint-hill?"  said  Martin. 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  little  Mary;  "I  never  saw  him." 

"And  what  made  you,  ye  misleard  loons,"  said  Dame  Elspeth  to 
her  two  boys,  "  come  yon  gate  into  the  ha',  roaring-  like  bullsegs,  to 
frighten  the  leddy,  and  her  far  frae  strong?  "  The  boys  looked  at 
each  other  in  silence  and  confusion,  and  their  mother  proceeded  with 
her  lecture.  "Could  ye  find  nae  night  for  daffin  but  Hallowe'en, 
and  nae  time  but  when  the  leddy  was  reading  to  us  about  the  holy 
Saints  ?  May  ne'er  be  in  my  fingers,  if  I  dinna  sort  ye  baith  for  it !  " 
The  eldest  boy  bent  his  eyes  on  the  ground,  the  younger  began  to 
weep,  but  neither  spoke ;  and  the  mother  would  have  proceeded  to 
extremities,  but  for  the  interposition  of  the  little  maiden. 

"  Dame  Elspeth,  it  was  nty  fault— I  did  say  to  them,  that  I  saw  a 
man  in  the  spence." 

"  And  what  made  you  do  so,  child,"  said  her  mother,  "  to  startle 
us  all  thus  ? " 

"Because,"  said  Mary,  lowering  her  voice,  " I  could  not  help  it." 

"  Not  help  it,  Mary  ! — you  occasioned  all  this  idle  noise,  and  you 
could  not  help  it  ?    How  mean  you  by  that,  minion  ?" 

"  There  really  was  an  armed  man  in  this  spence,"  said  Mary  ;  "  and 
because  I  was  surprised  to  see  him,  I  cried  out  to  Halbert  and 
Edward " 

"  She  has  told  it  herself,"  said  Halbert  Glendinning,  "  or  it  had 
never  been  told  by  me." 

"  Nor  by  me  neither,"  said  Edward  emulously. 

"Mistress  Mary,"  said  Elspeth,  "you  never  told  us  anything 
before  that  was  not  true ;  tell  us  if  this  was  a  Hallowe'en  cantrip, 
and  make  an  end  of  it."  The  Lady  of  Avenel  looked  as  if  she  would 
have  interfered,  but  knew  not  how ;  and  Elspeth,  who  was  top  eagerly 
curious  to  regard  any  distant  hint,  persevered  in  her  inquiries. 
"  Was  it  Christie  of  the  Clint-hill?— I  would  not  for  a  mark  that  he 
were  about  the  house,  and  a  body  no  ken  whare." 

"  It  was  not  Christie,"  said  Mary ;  "  it  was— it  was  a  gentleman— 
a  gentleman  with  a  bright  breastplate,  like  what  I  hae  seen  langsyne, 
when  we  dwelt  at  Avenel " 

"  What  like  was  he  ? "  continued  Tibb,  who  now  took  share  in  the 
investigation. 

"  Black-haired,  black-eyed,  with  a  peaked  black  beard,"  said  the 
child,  "  and  many  a  fold  of  pearling  round  his  neck,  and  hanging 
down  his  breast  ower  his  breastplate  ;  and  he  had  a  beautiful  hawk, 
with  silver  bells,  standing  on  his  left  hand,  with  a  crimson  silk  hood 
upon  its  head " 

"  Ask  her  no  more  questions,  for  the  love  of  God,"  said  the  anx- 
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ious  menial  to  Elspeth,  "  but  look  to  my  leddy ! "  But  the  Lady  of 
Avenel,  taking  Mary  in  her  hand,  turned  hastily  away,  and,  walking* 
into  the  hall,  gave  them  no  opportunity  of  remarking  in  what  manner 
she  received  the  child's  communication,  which  she  thus  cut  short. 
What  Tibb  thought  of  it  appeared  from  her  crossing  herself  repeat- 
edly, and  whispering  into  Elspeth' s  ear,  "  Saint  Mary  preserve  us ! — 
the  lassie  has  seen  her  father !  " 

When  they  reached  the  hall,  they  found  the  lady  holding  her 
daughter  on  her  knee,  and  kissing  her  repeatedly.  When  they 
entered,  she  again  arose,  as  if  to  shun  observation,  and  retired  to  the 
little  apartment  where  her  child  and  she  occupied  the  same  bed. 

The  boys  were  also  sent  to  their  cabin,  and  no  one  remained  by 
the  hall  fire  save  the  faithful  Tibb  and  Dame  Elspeth,  excellent 
persons  both,  and  as  thorough  gossips  as  ever  wagged  a  tongue. 

It  was  but  natural  that  they  should  instantly  resume  the  subject  of 
the  supernatural  appearance,  for  such  they  deemed  it,  which  had 
this  night  alarmed  the  family. 

"  I  could  hae  wished  it  had  been  the  deil  himself— be  good  to  and 
preserve  us !—  rather  than  Christie  o'  the  Clint-hill,"  said  the  matron 
of  the  mansion,  "  for  the  word  runs  rife  in  the  country,  that  he  is 
ane  of  the  maist  masterfu'  thieves  ever  lap  on  horse/' 

"Hout-tout,  Dame  Elspeth/'  said  Tibb,  "fear  ye  n ae thing  frae 
Christie?  tods  keep  their  ain  holes  dean.  You  kirk-folk  make  sic 
a  fasherie  about  men  shifting  a  wee  bit  for  their  living !  Our  Border- 
lairds  would  ride  with  few  men  at  their  back,  if  a'  the  light-handed 
lads  were  out  o'  gate." 

"  Better  they  rade  wi'  nane  than  distress  the  country-side  the  gate 
they  do,"  said  Dame  Elspeth. 

"  But  wha  is  to  baud  back  the  Southron,  then,"  said  Tibb,  "  if  ye 
take  away  the  lances  and  broadswords?  I  trow  we  auld  wives 
couldna  do  that  wi'  rock  and  wheel,  and  as  little  the  monks  wi' 
bell  and  book." 

"  And  sae  weel  as  the  lances  and  broadswords  hae  kept  them  back, 
I  trow !  —I  was  mair  beholden  to  ae  Southron,  and  that  was  Stawarth 
Bolton,  than  to  a'  the  Border-riders  ever  wore  Saint  Andrew's  cross 
— I  reckon  their  skelping  back  and  forward,  and  lifting  honest  men's 
gear,  has  been  a  main  cause  of  a'  the  breach  between  us  and  Eng- 
land, and  I  am  sure  that  cost  me  a  kind  goodman.  ^  They  spoke 
about  the  wedding  of  the  Prince  and  our  Queen,  but  it's  as  like  to 
be  the  driving  of  the  Cumberland  folks'  stocking  that  brought  them 
down  on  us  like  dragons."  Tibb  would  not  have  failed  in  other 
circumstances  to  answer  what  she  thought  reflections  disparaging  to 
her  country  folk ;  but  she  recollected  that  Dame  Elspeth  was  mistress 
of  the  family,  curbed  her  own  zealous  patriotism,  and  hastened  to 
change  the  subject. 

"  And  is  it  not  strange,"  she  said,  "  that  the  heiress  of  Avenel 
should  have  seen  her  father  this  blessed  night  ?  " 

"  And  ye  think  it  was  her  father,  then  ?  "  said  Elspeth  Glendinning. 

"  What  else  can  I  think  ? "  said  Tibb. 

"  It  may  hae  been  something  waur,  in  his  likeness,"  said  Dame 
Glendinning. 
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"  I  ken  naething  about  that,"  said  Tibb, — "  but  his  likeness  it  was, 
that  I  will  be  sworn  to,  just  as  he  used  to  ride  out  a-hawking ;  for 
having'  enemies  in  the  country,  he  seldom  laid  off  the  breastplate ; 
and  for  my  part,"  added  Tibb,  "  I  dinna  think  a  man  looks  like  a 
man  unless  he  has  steel  on  his  breast,  and  by  his  side  too." 

"  I  have  no  skill  of  your  harness  on  breast  or  side  either,"  said 
Dame  Glen  din  ning ;  "  but  I  ken  there  is  little  luck  in  Hallowe'en 
sights,  for  I  have  had  ane  mysell." 

"  Indeed,  Dame  Elspeth  ? w  said  old  Tibb,  edging  her  stool  closer  to 
the  huge  elbow-chair  occupied  by  her  friend,  "  I  should  like  to  hear 
about  that." 

"  Ye  maun  ken  then,  Tibb,"  said  Dame  Glendinning,  "  that  when 
I  was  a  hempie  of  nineteen  or  twenty,  it  wasna  my  fault  if  I  wasna 
at  a'  the  merry-makings  time  about." 

"  That  was  very  natural,"  said  Tibb ;  "  but  ye  hae  sobered  since 
that,  or  ye  wadna  haud  our  braw  gallants  sae  lightly." 

"  I  have  had  that  wad  sober  me  or  ony  ane,"  said  the  matron. 
"  Aweel,  Tibb,  a  lass  like  me  wasna  to  lack  wooers,  for  I  wasna  sae 
ill-favoured  that  the  tikes  wad  bark  after  me." 

"  How  should  that  be,"  said  Tibb ;  "  and  you  sic  a  weel-favoured 
woman  to  this  day  ?  " 

"  Fie,  fie,  cummer,"  said  the  matron  of  Glendearg,  hitching  her 
seat  of  honour,  in  her  turn,  a  little  nearer  to  the  cuttie-stool  on 
which  Tibb  was  seated ;  "  weel-favoured  is  past  my  time  of  day ; 
but  I  might  pass  then,  for  I  wasna  sae  tocherless  but  what  I  had 
a  bit  land  at  my  breast- lace.  My  father  was  portioner  of  Little- 
dearg." 

"  Ye  hae  tell'd  me  that  before,"  said  Tibb ;  "  but  anent  the  Hal- 
lowe'en ?  " 

"Aweel,  aweel,  I  had  mair  joes  than  ane,  but  I  favoured  nane  o' 
them ;  and  sae,  at  Hallowe'en,  Father  Nicolas  the  cellarer — he  was 
cellarer  before  this  father,  Father  Clement,  that  now  is — was  cracking 
his  nuts  and  drinking  his  brown  beer  with  us,  and  as  blithe  as 
might  be,  and  they  would  have  me  try  a  cantrip  to  ken  wha  suld 
wed  me ;  and  the  monk  said  there  was  nae  ill  in  it,  and  if  there  was, 
he  would  assoil  me  for  it.  And  wha  but  I  into  the  barn  to  winnow 
my  three  weights  o'  naething— sair,  sair  my  mind  misgave  me  for 
fear  of  wrang-doing  and  wrang-suffering  Tbaith ;  but  I  had  aye  a 
bauld  spirit.  e  I  had  not  winnowed  the  last  weight  clean  out,  and  the 
moon  was  shining  bright  upon  the  floor,  when  in  stalked  the  presence 
of  my  dear  Simon  Glendinning,  that  is  now  happy.  I  never  saw 
him  plainer  in  my  life  than  I  did  that  moment ;  he  held  up  an  arrow 
as  he  passed  me,  and  I  swarf  d  awa  wi'  fright.  Muckle  wark  there 
was  to  bring  me  to  mysell  again,  and  sair  they  tried  to  make  me 
believe  it  was  a  trick  of  Father  Nicolas  and  Simon  between  them, 
and  that  the  arrow  was  to  signify  Cupid's  shaft,  as  the  Father  called 
it ;  and  mony  a  time  Simon  wad  threep  it  to  me  after  I  was  married 
— gude  man,  he  liked  not  it  should  be  said  that  he  was  seen  out  6' 
the  body !— But  mark  the  end  o'  it,  Tibb ;  we  are  married,  and  the 
grey-goose  wing  was  the  death  o'  him  after  a !  " 

"As  it  has  been  of  ower  mony  brave  men,"  said  Tibb;  "I  wish 
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there  wasna  sic  a  bird  as  a  goose  in  the  wide  warld,  forby  the  decking 
that  we  hae  at  the  burn-side." 

"  But  tell  me,  Tibb,"  said  Dame  Glendinning,  "  what  does  your 
leddy  aye  do  reading  out  o'  that  thick  black  book  wi'  the  silver  clasps  ? 
— there  are  ower  mony  gude  words  in  it  to  come  frae  ony  body  but 
a  priest — An  it  were  about  Robin  Hood,  or  some  o'  David  Lindsay's 
ballants,  ane  wad  ken  better  what  to  say  to  it.  I  am  no  misdoubting 
your  mistress  nae  way,  but  I  wad  like  ill  to  hae  a  decent  house 
haunted  wi'  ghaists  and  gyre-car  lines." 

"  Ye  hae  nae  reason  to  doubt  my  leddy,  or  ony  thing  she  says  or 
does,  Dame  Glendinning,"  said  the  faithful  Tibb,  something  offended  ; 
"  and  touching  the  bairn,  it's  weel  kend  she  was  born  on  Hallowe'en 
was  nine  years  gane,  and  they  that  are  born  on  Hallowe'en  whiles 
see  mair  than  ither  folk." 

"And  that  wad  be  the  cause,  then,  that  the  bairn  didna  mak 
muckle  din  about  what  it  saw  ? — if  it  had  been  my  Halbert  himself, 
forby  Edward,  who  is  of  softer  nature,  he  wad  hae  yammered  the 
haill  night  of  a  constancy.  But  it's  like  Mistress  Mary  has  sic  sights 
mair  natural  to  her." 

"That  may  weel  be,"  said  Tibb;  "for  on  Hallowe'en  she  was 
born,  as  I  tell  ye,  and  our  auld  parish  priest  wad  fain  hae  had  the 
night  ower,  and  All-Hallow  day  begun.  But  for  a'  that,  the  sweet 
bairn  is  just  like  ither  bairns,  as  ye  may  see  yoursell ;  and  except 
this  blessed  night,  and  ance  before  when  we  were  in  that  weary  bog 
on  the  road  here,  I  kenna  that  it  saw  mair  than  ither  folk." 

"  But  what  saw  she  in  the  bog,  then,"  said  Dame  Glendinning, 
"  forby  moor-cocks  and  heather-blutters  ?  " 

"  The  wean  saw  something  like  a  white  leddy  that  weised  us  the 
gate,"  said  Tibb,  "  when  we  were  like  to  hae  perished  in  the  moss- 
hags — certain  it  was  that  Shagram  reisted,  and  I  ken  Martin  thinks 
he  saw  something." 

"  And  what  might  the  white  leddy  be  ? "  said  Elspeth ;  "  have  ye 
ony  guess  o'  that  ? " 

"  It's  weel  kend  that,  Dame  Elspeth,"  said  Tibb ;  "  if  ye  had  lived 
under  grit  folk,  as  I  hae  dune,  ye  wadna  be  to  seek  in  that  matter." 

"  I  hae  aye  keepit  my  ain  ha'  house  abune  my  head,"  said  Elspeth, 
not  without  emphasis,  "  and  if  I  havena  lived  wi'  grit  folk,  grit  folk 
have  lived  wi'  me." 

"  Weel,  weel,  dame,"  said  Tibb,  "  your  pardon's  prayed,  there  was 
nae  offence  meant.  But  ye  maun  ken  the  great  ancient  families 
canna  be  just  served  wi'  the  ordinary  saunts  (praise  to  them!)  like 
Saunt  Anthony,  Saunt  Cuthbert,  and  the  like,  that  come  and  gang 
at  every  sinner's  bidding,  but  they  hae  a  sort  of  saunts  or  angels,  or 
what  not,  to  themsells ;  and  as  for  the  White  Maiden  of  Avenel,  she 
is  kend  ower  the  haill  country.  And  she  is  aye  seen  to  yammer  and 
wail  before  ony  o'  that  family  dies  as  was  weel  kend  by  twenty  folk 
before  the  death  of  Walter  Avenel,  haly  be  his  cast !  " 

"  If  she  can  do  nae  mair  than  that,"  said  Elspeth,  somewhat  scorn- 
fully, "  they  needna  make  mony  vows  to  her,  I  trow.  Can  she  make 
nae  better  fend  for  them  than  that,  and  has  naething  better  to  do 
than  wait  on  them  ?  " 
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"  Mony  braw  services  can  the  White  Maiden  do  for  them  to  the 
boot  of  that,  and  has  dune  in  the  auld  histories,"  said  Tibb,  "  but  I 
mind  o'  naething  in  my  day,  except  it  was  her  that  the  bairn  saw  in 
the  bog"." 

"Aweel,  aweel,  Tibb,"  said  Dame  Glendinning,  rising  and  lighting1 
the  iron  lamp,  "  these  are  great  privileges  of  your  grand  folk.  But 
our  Lady  and  Saunt  Paul  are  good  eneugh  saunts  for  me,  and  I'se 
warrant  them  never  leave  me  in  a  bog  that  they  can  help  me  out  o', 
seeing  I  send  four  waxen  candles  to  their  chapels  every  Candlemas ; 
and  if  they  are  not  seen  to  weep  at  my  death,  I'se  warrant  them  smile 
at  my  joyful  rising*  again,  whilk  Heaven  send  to  all  of  us,  Amen." 

"  Amen,"  answered  Tibb,  devoutly ;  "  and  now  it's  time  I  should 
hap  up  the  wee  bit  gathering  turf,  as  the  fire  is  ower  low." 

Busily  she  set  herself  to  perform  this  duty.  The  relict  of  Simon 
Glendinning  did  but  pause  a  moment  to  cast  a  heedful  and  cautious 
glance  all  around  the  hall,  to  see  that  nothing  was  out  of  its  proper 
place  ;  then,  wishing  Tibb  good-night,  she  retired  to  repose. 

"  The  deiFs  in  the  carline,"  said  Tibb  to  herself,  "  because  she  was 
the  wife  of  a  cock-laird,  she  thinks  herself  grander,  I  trow,  than  the 
bowerwoman  of  a  lady  of  that  ilk !  "  Having  given  vent  to  her  sup- 
pressed spleen  in  this  little  ejaculation,  Tibb  also  betook  herself  to 
slumber. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  priest,  ye  cry,  a  priest ! — lame  shepherds  they. 
How  shall  they  gather  in  the  straggling  flock  ? 
Dumb  dogs  which  bark  not — how  shall  they  compel 
The  loitering  vagrants  to  the  Master's  fold  ? 
Fitter  to  bask  before  the  blazing  fire, 
And  snuff  the  mess  neat-handed  Phillis  dresses, 
Than  on  the  snow-wreath  battle  with  the  wolf. 

The  Reformation. 

The  health  of  the  Lady  of  Avenel  had  been  gradually  decaying 
ever  since  her  disaster.  It  seemed  as  if  the  few  years  which  followed 
her  husband's  death  had  done  on  her  the  work  of  half  a  century. 
She  lost  the  fresh  elasticity  of  form,  the  colour  and  the  mien  of 
health,  and  became  wasted,  wan,  and  feeble.  She  appeared  to  have 
no  formed  complaint ;  yet  it  was  evident  to  those  who  looked  on  her, 
that  her  strength  waned  daily.  Her  lips  at  length  became  blenched 
and  her  eye  dim ;  yet  she  spoke  not  of  any  desire  to  see  a  priest, 
until  Elspeth  Glendinning  in  her  zeal  could  not  refrain  from  touch- 
ing upon  a  point  which  she  deemed  essential  to  salvation.  Alice  of 
Avenel  received  her  hint  kindly,  and  thanked  her  for  it. 

"  If  any  good  priest  would  take  the  trouble  of  such  a  journey," 
she  said,  "  he  should  be  welcome  ;  for  the  prayers  and  lessons  of  the 
good  must  be  at  all  times  advantageous." 

This  quiet  acquiescence  was  not  quite  what  Elspeth  Glendinning 
wished  or  expected.  She  made  up,  however, by  her  own  enthusiasm, 
for  the  lady's  want  of  eagerness  to  avail  herself  of  ghostly  counsel, 
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and  Martin  was  despatched  with  such  haste  as  Shagram  would  make, 
to  pray  one  of  the  religious  men  of  Saint  Mary's  to  come  up  to  ad- 
minister the  last  consolations  to  the  widow  of  Walter  de  Avenel. 

When  the  Sacristan  had  announced  to  the  Lord  Abbot,  that  the 
Lady  of  the  umquhile  Walter  de  Avenel  was  in  very  weak  health  in 
the  Tower  of  Glendearg,  and  desired  the  assistance  of  a  father  con- 
fessor, the  lordly  monk  paused  on  the  request. 

"  We  do  remember  Walter  de  Avenel,"  he  said ;  "  a  good  knight 
and  a  valiant ;  he  was  dispossessed  of  his  lands,  and  slain  by  the 
Southron — May  not  the  lady  come  hither  to  the  sacrament  of  con- 
fession ?  the  road  is  distant  and  painful  to  travel." 

"  The  lady  is  unwell,  holy  father,"  answered  the  Sacristan,  "  and 
unable  to  bear  the  journey." 

"  True — ay — yes — then  must  one  of  our  brethren  go  to  her— 
Knowest  thou  if  she  hath  aught  of  a  jointure  from  this  Walter  de 
Avenel?" 

"  Very  little,  holy  father,"  said  the  Sacristan ;  "  she  hath  resided 
at  Glendearg  since  her  husband's  death,  well-nigh  on  the  charity  of 
a  poor  widow,  called  Elspeth  Glendinning." 

"  Why,  thou  knowest  all  the  widows  in  the  country-side ! "  said 
the  Abbot.  "  Ho !  ho !  ho !  "  and  he  shook  his  portly  sides  at  his 
own  jest. 

"Ho!  ho!  ho!"  echoed  the  Sacristan,  in  the  tone  and  tune  in 
which  an  inferior  applauds  the  jest  of  his  superior. — Then  added, 
with  a  hypocritical  snuffle,  and  a  sly  twinkle  of  his  eye,  "It  is  our 
duty,  most  holy  father,  to  comfort  the  widow — He  !  he !  he  ! " 

This  last  laugh  was  more  moderate,  until  the  Abbot  should  put  his 
sanction  on  the  jest. 

"  Ho  !  ho  ! "  said  the  Abbot ;  "  then,  to  leave  jesting,  Father 
Philip,  take  thou  thy  riding  gear,  and  go  to  confess  this  Dame 
Avenel." 

"But,"  said  the  Sacristan 

"  Give  me  no  Buts ;  neither  But  nor  If  pass  between  monk  and 
Abbot,  Father  Philip ;  the  bands  of  discipline  must  not  be  relaxed — 
heresy  gathers  force  like  a  snow-ball — the  multitude  expect  confes- 
sions and  preachings  from  the  Benedictine,  as  they  would  from  so 
many  beggarly  friars — and  we  may  not  desert  the  vineyard,  though 
the  toil  be  grievous  unto  us." 

"  And  with  so  little  advantage  to  the  Holy  monastery,"  said  the 
Sacristan. 

"  True,  Father  Philip ;  but  wot  you  not  that  what  preventeth  harm 
doth  good  ?  This  Julian  de  Avenel  lives  a  light  and  evil  life,  and 
should  we  neglect  the  widow  of  her  brother,  he  might  foray  our  lands, 
and  we  never  able  to  show  who  hurt  us— moreover  it  is  our  duty  to 
an  ancient  family,  who,  in  their  dav,  have  been  benefactors  to  the 
Abbey.  Away  with  thee  instantly,  brother ;  ride  night  and  day,  an 
it  be  necessary,  and  let  men  see  how  diligent  Abbot  Boniface  and 
his  faithful  children  are  in  the  execution  of  their  spiritual  duty — toil 
not  deterring  them,  for  the  glen  is  five  miles  in  length— fear  not 
withholding  them,  for  it  is  said  to  be  haunted  of  spectres — nothing 
moving  them  from  pursuit  of  their  spiritual  calling ;  to  the  confusion 
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of  calumnious  heretics,  and  the  comfort  and  edification  of  all  true 
and  faithful  sons  of  the  Catholic  Church.  I  wonder  what  our  brother 
Eustace  will  say  to  this  3 " 

Breathless  with  his  own  picture  of  the  dangers  and  toil  which  he 
was  to  encounter,  and  the  fame  which  he  was  to  acquire  (both  by 
proxy),  the  Abbot  moved  slowly  to  finish  his  luncheon  in  the  refec- 
tory, and  the  Sacristan,  with  no  very  good  will,  accompanied  old 
Martin  in  his  return  to  Glendearg ;  the  greatest  impediment  in  the 
journey  being  the  trouble  of  restraining  his  pampered  mule,  that  she 
might  tread  in  something  like  an  equal  pace  with  poor  jaded  Shagrain. 

After  remaining  an  hour  in  private  with  his  penitent,  the  monk 
returned  moody  and  full  of  thought.  Dame  Elspeth,  who  had  placed 
for  the  honoured  guest  some  refreshment  in  the  hall,  was  struck  with 
the  embarrassment  which  appeared  in  his  countenance.  Elspeth 
watched  him  with  great  anxiety.  She  observed  there  was  that  on 
his  brow  which  rather  resembled  a  person  come  from  hearing  the 
confession  of  some  enormous  crime,  than  the  look  of  a  confessor 
who  resigns  a  reconciled  penitent,  not  to  earth,  but  to  heaven.  After 
long  hesitating,  she  could  not  at  length  refrain  from  hazarding  a 
question.  She  was  sure,  she  said,  the  Teddy  had  made  an  easy  shrift. 
Five  years  had  they  resided  together,  ana"  she  could  safely  say,  no 
woman  lived  better. 

"  Woman,"  said  the  Sacristan  sternly,  "  thou  speakest  thou  know- 
est  not  what — What  avails  cleaning  the  outside  of  the  platter,  if  the 
inside  be  foul  with  heresy  ?  " 

"  Our  dishes  and  trenchers  are  not  so  clean  as  they  could  be  wished, 
holy  father,"  said  Elspeth,  but  half  understanding  what  he  said,  and 
beginning  with  her  apron  to  wipe  the  dust  from  the  plates,  of  which 
she  supposed  him  to  complain. 

"Forbear,  Dame  Elspeth,"  said  the  monk;  "your  plates  are  as 
clean  as  wooden  trenchers  and  pewter  flagons  can  well  be ;  the  foul- 
ness of  which  I  speak  is  of  that  pestilential  heresy  which  is  daily 
becoming  ingrained  in  this  our  Holy  Church  of  Scotland,  and  as  a 
canker-worm  in  the  rose-garland  of  the  Spouse." 

"  Holy  Mother  of  Heaven  ! "  said  Dame  Elspeth,  crossing  herself, 
"  have  I  kept  house  with  a  heretic  ?  " 

"  No,  Elspeth,  no,"  replied  the  monk ;  "  it  were  too  strong  a  speech 
for  me  to  make  of  this  unhappy  lady,  but  I  would  I  could  say  she  is 
free  from  heretical  opinions.  Alas !  they  fly  about  like  the  pestilence 
by^  noon-day,  and  infect  even  the  first  and  fairest  of  the  flock  !  For 
it  is  easy  to  see  of  this  dame,  that  she  hath  been  high  in  judgment 
as  in  rank." 

"  And  she  can  write  and  read,  I  had  almost  said,  as  weel  as  your 
reverence,"  said  Elspeth. 

"Whom  doth  she  write  to,  and  what  doth  she  read?"  said  the 
monk  eagerly. 

*  Nay,"  replied  Elspeth,  "  I  cannot  say  I  ever  saw  her  write  at  all, 
but  her  maiden  that  was— she  now  serves  the  family— says  she  can 
write — And  for  reading,  she  has  often  read  to  us  good  things  out  of 
a  thick  black  volume  with  silver  clasps." 

"  Let  me  see  it,"  said  the  monk  hastily,  "  on  your  allegiance  as  a 
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true  vassal— on  your  faith  as  a  Catholic  Christian — instantly — instant- 
ly let  me  see  it." 

The  good  woman  hesitated,  alarmed  at  the  tone  in  which  the  con- 
fessor took  up  her  information ;  and  being  moreover  of  opinion,  that 
what  so  good  a  woman  as  the  Lady  of  Avenel  studied  so  devoutly, 
could  not  be  of  a  tendency  actually  evil.  But  borne  down  by  the 
clamour,  exclamations,  and  something  like  threats  used  by  Father 
Philip,  she  at  length  brought  him  the  fatal  volume.  It  was  easy  to 
do  this  without  suspicion  on  the  part  of  the  owner,  as  she  lay  on  her 
bed  exhausted  with  the  fatigue  of  a  long  conference  with  her  confes- 
sor, and  as  the  small  round,  or  turret  closet,  in  which  was  the  book 
and  her  other  trifling  property,  was  accessible  by  another  door.  Of 
all  her  effects  the  book  was  the  last  she  would  have  thought  of  secur- 
ing, for  of  what  use  or  interest  could  it  be  in  a  family  who  neither 
read  themselves,  nor  were  in  the  habit  of  seeing  any  who  did  ?  so 
that  Dame  Elspeth  had  no  difficulty  in  possessing  herself  of  the 
volume,  although  her  heart  all  the  while  accused  her  of  an  ungen- 
erous and  an  inhospitable  part  towards  her  friend  and  inmate.  The 
double  power  of  a  landlord  and  a  feudal  superior  was  before  her 
eyes ;  and  to  say  truth,  the  boldness,  with  which  she  might  otherwise 
have  resisted  this  double  authority,  was,  I  grieve  to  say  it,  much 
qualified  by  the  curiosity  she  entertained,  as  a  daughter  of  Eve,  to 
have  some  explanation  respecting  the  mysterious  volume  which  the 
lady  cherished  with  so  much  care,  yet  whose  contents  she  imparted 
with  such  caution.  For  never  had  Alice  of  Avenel  read  them  any 
passage  from  the  book  in  question  until  the  iron  door  of  the  tower 
was  locked,  and  all  possibility  of  intrusion  prevented.  Even  then 
she  had  shown,  by  the  selection  of  particular  passages,  that  she  was 
more  anxious  to  impress  on  their  minds  the  principles  which  the 
volume  contained,  than  to  introduce  them  to  it  as  a  new  rule  of  faith. 

When  Elspeth,  half  curious,  half  remorseful,  had  placed  the  book 
in  the  monk's  hands,  he  exclaimed,  after  turning  over  the  leaves, 
"  Now,  by  mine  order,  it  is  as  I  suspected ! — My  mule,  my  mule ! 
— I  will  abide  no  longer  here — well  hast  thou  done,  dame,  in  placing 
in  my  hands  this  perilous  volume." 

"  Is  it  then  witchcraft  or  devil's  work  ? "  said  Dame  Elspeth,  in 
great  agitation. 

"  Nay,  God  forbid !  "  said  the  monk,  signing  himself  with  the  cross, 
"  it  is  the  Holy  Scripture.  But  it  is  rendered  into  the  vulgar  tongue, 
and  therefore,  by  the  order  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church,  unfit  to  be 
in  the  hands  of  any  lay  person." 

"  And  yet  is  the  Holy  Scripture  communicated  for  our  common 
salvation,"  said  Elspeth.  "  Good  father,  you  must  instruct  mine  ig- 
norance better ;  but  lack  of  wit  cannot  be  a  deadly  sin ;  and  truly, 
to  my  poor  thinking,  I  should  be  glad  to  read  the  Holy  Scripture." 

"  I  daresay  thou  wouldst,"  said  the  monk ;  "  and  even  thus  did  our 
mother  Eve  seek  to  have  knowledge  of  good  and  evil,  and  thus  Sin 
came  into  the  world,  and  Death  by  Sin." 

"  I  am  sure,  and  its  true,"  said  Elspeth.  "  Oh,  if  she  had  dealt  by 
the  counsel  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul !  " 

"If  she  had  reverenced  the  command  of  Heaven, ".said  the  monk, 
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"  which,  as  it  gave  her  birth,  life,  and  happiness,  fixed  upon  the  grant 
such  conditions  as  best  corresponded  with  its  holy  pleasure.  I  tell 
thee,  Elspeth,  the  Word  slayeth — that  is,  the  text  alone,  read  with 
unskilled  eye  and  unhallowed  lips,  is  like  those  strong*  medicines 
which  sick  men  take  by  the  advice  of  the  learned.  Such  patients 
recover  and  thrive ;  while  those  dealing  in  them  at  their  own  hand 
shall  perish  by  their  own  deed." 

"Nae  doubt,  nae  doubt,"  said  the  poor  woman,  "your  reverence 
knows  best." 

"Not  I,"  said  Father  Philip,  in  a  tone  as  deferential  as  he 
thought  could  possibly  become  the  Sacristan  of  Saint  Mary's, — "  Not 
I,  but  the  Holy  Father  of  Christendom,  and  our  own  holy  father  the 
Lord  Abbot,  know  best.  I,  the  poor  Sacristan  of  Saint  Mary's  can 
but  repeat  what  I  hear  from  others  my  superiors.  Yet  of  this,  good 
woman,  be  assured,— the  Word— the  mere  Word,  slayeth.  But  the 
Church  hath  her  ministers  to  gloze  and  to  expound  the  same  unto 
her  faithful  congregation ;  and  this  I  say,  not  so  much,  my  beloved 
brethren — I  mean  my  beloved  sister  "  (for  the  Sacristan  had  got  unto 
the  end  of  one  of  his- old  sermons),—"  This  I  speak  not  so  much  of 
the  rectors,  curates,  and  secular  clergy,  so  called  because  they  live 
after  the  fashion  of  the  seculum  or  age,  unbound  by  those  ties  which 
sequestrate  us  from  the  world ;  neither  do  I  speak  this  of  the  mendi- 
cant friars,  whether  black  or  grey,  whether  crossed  or  uncrossed  ;  but 
of  the  Monks,  and  especially  of  the  Monks  Benedictine,  reformed  on 
the  rule  of  Saint  Bernard  of  Clairvaux,  thence  called  Cistercian,  of 
which  Monks,  Christian  brethren— sister,  I  would  say— great  is  the 
happiness  and  glory  of  the  country  in  possessing  the  holy  ministers  of 
Saint  Mary's,  whereof  I,  though  an  unworthy  brother,  may  say  it  hath 
produced  more  saints,  more  bishops,  more  popes — may  our  patrons 
make  us  thankful ! — than  any  holy  foundation,  in  Scotland.  Where- 
fore     But  I  see  Martin  hath  my  mule  in  readiness,  and  I  will  but 

salute  you  with  the  kiss  of  sisterhood,  which  maketh  not  ashamed,  and 
so  betake  me  to  my  toilsome  return,  for  the  glen  is  of  bad  reputation 
for  the  evil  spirits  which  haunt  it.  Moreover,  I  may  arrive  too  late  at 
the  bridge,  whereby  I  may  be  obliged  to  take  the  river,  which  I  ob- 
served to  be  somewhat  waxen." 

Accordingly,  he  took  his  leave  of  Dame  Elspeth,  who  was  confound- 
ed by  the  rapidity  of  his  utterance,  and  the  doctrine  he  gave  forth, 
and  by  no  means  easy  on  the  subject  of  the  book,  which  her  conscience 
told  her  she  should  not  have  communicated  to  any  one,  without  the 
knowledge  of  its  owner. 

Notwithstanding  the  haste  which  the  monk  as  well  as  his  mule 
made  to  return  to  better  quarters  than  they  had  left  at  the  head  of 
Glendearg ;  notwithstanding  the  eager  desire  Father  Philip  had  to 
be  the  very  first  who  should  acquaint  the  Abbot  that  a  copy  of  tho 
book  they  most  dreaded  had  been  found  within  the  Halidome,  or 
patrimony  of  the  Abbey  ;  notwithstanding,  moreover,  certain  feelings 
which  induced  him  to  hurry  as  fast  as  possible  through  the  gloomy 
and  evil-reputed  glen,  still  the  difficulties  of  the  road,  and  the  rider's 
want  of  habitude  of  quick  motion,  were  such,  that  twilight  came  upon 
him  ere  he  had  nearly  cleared  the  narrow  valley. 
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It  was  indeed  a  gloomy  ride.  The  two  sides  of  the  vale  were  so 
near,  that  at  every  double  of  the  river  the  shadows  from  the  western 
sky  fell  upon,  and  totally  obscured,  the  eastern  bank ;  the  thickets  of 
copse  wood  seemed  to  wave  with  a  portentous  agitation  of  boughs 
and  leaves,  and  the  very  crags  and  scaurs  seemed  higher  and  grim- 
mer than  they  had  appeared  to  the  monk  while  he  was  travelling  in 
daylight  and  in  company.  Father  Philip  was  heartily  rejoiced,  when, 
emerging  from  the  narrow  glen,  he  gained  the  open  valley  of  the 
Tweed,  which  held  on  its  majestic  course  from  current  to  pool,  and 
from  pool  stretched  away  to  other  currents,  with  a  dignity  peculiar 
to  itself  amongst  the  Scottish  rivers  ;  for  whatever  may  have  been  the 
drought  of  the  season,  the  Tweed  usually  fills  up  the^  space  between 
its  banks,  seldom  leaving  those  extensive  sheets  of  shingle  which  de- 
form the  margins  of  many  of  the  celebrated  Scottish  streams. 

The  monk,  insensible  to  beauties  which  the  age  had  not  regarded 
as  deserving  of  notice,  was,  nevertheless,  like  a  prudent  general, 
pleased  to  find  himself  out  of  the  narrow  glen  in  which  the  enemy 
might  have  stolen  upon  him  unperceived.  He  drew  up  his  bridle, 
reduced  his  mule  to  her  natural  and  luxurious  amble,  instead  of  the 
agitating  and  broken  trot  at  which,  to  his  no  small  inconvenience,  she 
had  hitherto  proceeded,  and,  wiping  his  brow,  gazed  forth  at  leisure 
on  the  broad  moon,  which,  now  mingling  with  the  lights  of  evening, 
was  rising  over  field  and  forest,  village  and  fortalice,  and,  above  all, 
over  the  stately  Monastery,  seen  far  and  dim  amid  the,  yellow  light. 

The  worst  part  of  the  magnificent  view,  in  the  monk's  apprehen- 
sion, was,  that  the  Monastery  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river, 
and  that  of  the  many  fine  bridges  which  have  since  been  built  across 
that  classical  stream,  not  one  then  existed.  There  was,  however,  in 
recompense,  a  bridge  then  standing  which  has  since  disappeared, 
although  its  ruins  may  still  be  traced  by  the  curious. 

It  was  of  a  very  peculiar  form.  Two  strong  abutments  were  built 
on  either  side  of  the  river,  at  a  part  where  the  stream  was  peculiarly 
contracted.  Upon  a  rock  in  the  centre  of  the  current  was  built 
a  solid  piece  of  masonry,  constructed  like  the  pier  of  a  bridge,  and 
presenting,  like  a  pier,  an  angle  to  the  current  of  the  stream.  The 
masonry  continued  solid  until  the  pier  rose  to  a  level  with  the  two 
abutments  upon  either  side,  and  from  thence  the  building  rose  in  the 
form  of  a  tower.  The  lower  story  of  this  tower  consisted  only  of  an 
archway  or  passage  through  the  building,  over  either  entrance  to 
which  hung  a  drawbridge  with  counterpoises,  either  of  which,  when 
dropped,  connected  the  archway  with  the  opposite  abutment,  where 
the  farther  end  of  the  drawbridge  rested.  When  both  bridges  were 
thus  lowered,  the  passage  over  the  river  was  complete. 

The  bridge-keeper,  who  was  the  dependant  of  a  neighbouring 
baron,  resided  with  his  family  in  the  second  and  third  stories  of  the 
tower,  which,  when  both  drawbridges  were  raised,  formed  an  insu- 
lated fortalice  in  the  midst  of  the  river.  He  was  entitled  to  a  small 
toll  or  custom  for  the  passage,  concerning  the  amount  of  which  dis- 
putes sometimes  arose  between  him  and  the  passengers.  It  is  need- 
less to  say,  that  the  bridge-ward  had  usually  the  better  in  these 
questions,  since  he  could  at  pleasure  detain  the  traveller  on  the 
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opposite  side;  or,  suffering-  him  to  pass  half  way,  might  keep  him 
prisoner  in  his  tower  till  they  were  agreed  on  the  rate  of  pontage.1 

But  it  was  most  frequently  with  the  Monks  of  Saint  Mary's  that  the 
warder  had  to  dispute  his  perquisites.  These  holy  men  insisted  for, 
and  at  length  obtained,  a  right  of  gratuitous  passage  to  themselves, 
greatly  to  the  discontent  of  the  bridge-keeper.  But  when  they 
demanded  the  same  immunity  for  the  numerous  pilgrims  who  visited 
the  shrine,  the  bridge-keeper  waxed  restive,  and  was  supported  by  his 
lord  in  his  resistance.  The  controversy  grew  animated  on  both  sides ; 
the  Abbot  menaced  excommunication,  and  the  keeper  of  the  bridge, 
though  unable  to  retaliate  in  kind,  yet  made  each  individual  monk 
who  had  to  cross  and  recross  the  river,  indure  a  sort  of  purgatory, 
ere  he  would  accommodate  them  with  a  passage.  This  was  a  great 
inconvenience,  and  would  have  proved  a  more  serious  one,  but  that 
the  river  was  fordable  for  man  and  horse  in  ordinary  weather. 

It  was  a  fine  moonlight  night,  as  we  have  already  said,  when 
Father  Philip  approached  this  bridge,  the  singular  construction  of 
which  gives  a  curious  idea  of  the  insecurity  of  the  times.  The  river 
was  not  in  flood,  but  it  was  above  its  ordinary  level— a  heavy  water, 
as  it  is  called  m  that  country,  through  which  the  monk  had  no  parti- 
cular inclination  to  ride,  if  he  could  manage  the  matter  better. 

"  Peter,  my  good  friend/'  cried  the  Sacristan,  raising  his  voice ; 
"  my  very  excellent  friend,  Peter,  be  so  kind  as  to  lower  the  draw- 
bridge. Peter,  I  say,  dost  thou  not  hear  ?— it  is  thy  gossip,  Father 
Philip,  who  calls  thee." 

Peter  heard  him  perfectly  well,  and  saw  him  into  the  bargain  ;  but 
as  he  had  considered  the  Sacristan  as  peculiarly  his  enemy  in  his 
dispute  with  the  convent,  he  went  quietly  to  bed,  after  reconnoitring 
the  monk  through  his  loop-hole,  observing  to  his  wife,  that  "  riding 
the  water  in  a  moonlight  night  would  do  the  Sacristan  no  harm,  and 
would  teach  him  the  value  of  a  brig  the  neist  time,  on  whilk  a  man 
might  pass  high  and  dry,  winter  and  summer,  flood  and  ebb." 

After  exhausting  his  voice  in  entreaties  and  threats,  which  were 
equally  unattended  to  by  Peter  of  the  Brig,  as  he  was  called,  Father 
Philip  at  length  moved  down  the  river  to  take  the  ordinary  ford  at 
the  head  of  the  next  stream.  Cursing  the  rustic  obstinacy  of  Peter, 
he  began,  nevertheless,  to  persuade  himself  that  the  passage  of  the 
river  by  the  ford  was  not  only  safe,  but  pleasant.  The  banks  and 
scattered  trees  were  so  beautifully  reflected  from  the  bosom  of  the 
dark  stream,  the  whole  cool  and  delicious  picture  formed  so  pleasing 
a  contrast  to  his  late  agitation,  to  the  warmth  occasioned  by  his  vain 
endeavours  to  move  the  relentless  porter  of  the  bridge,  that  the 
result  was  rather  agreeable  than  otherwise. 

As  Father  Philip  came  close  to  the  water's  edge,  at  the  spot  where 
he  was  to  enter  it,  there  sat  a  female  under  a  large  broken  scathed 
oak-tree,  or  rather  under  the  remains  of  such  a  tree,  weeping,  wring- 
ing her  hands,  and  looking  earnestly  on  the  current  of  the  river. 
The  monk  was  struck  with  astonishment  to  see  a  female  there  at 
that  time  of  night.    But  he  was,  in  all  honest  service, — and  if  a  step 

1  See  Note  C.    Drawbridge  at  Bridge-end, 


30  THE  MONASTERY. 

farther,  I  put  it  upon  his  own  conscience, — a  devoted  squire  of  dames. 
After  observing  the  maiden  for  a  moment,  although  she  seemed  to 
take  no  notice  of  his  presence,  he  was  moved  by  her  distress,  and  will- 
ing to  offer  his  assistance.  "  Damsel,"  said  he,  "  thou  seemest  in  no 
ordinary  distress  ;  peradventure,  like  myself,  thou  hast  been  refused 
passage  at  the  bridge  by  the  churlish  keeper,  and  thy  crossing  may 
concern  thee  either  for  performance  of  a  vow,  or  some  other  weighty 
charge/' 

The  maiden  uttered  some  inarticulate  sounds,  looked  at  the  river, 
and  then  in  the  face  of  the  Sacristan.  It  struck  Father  Philip  at 
that  instant,  that  a  Highland  Chief  of  distinction  had  been  for  some 
time  expected  to  pay  his  vows  at  the  shrine  of  Saint  Mary's ;  and 
that  possibly  this  fair  maiden  might  be  one  of  his  family,  travelling 
alone  for  accomplishment  of  a  vow,  or  left  behind  by  some  accident, 
to  whom,  therefore,  it  would  be  but  right  and  prudent  to  use  every 
civility  in  his  power,  especially  as  she  seemed  unacquainted  with  the 
Lowland  tongue.  Such  at  least  was  the  only  motive  the  Sacristan 
was  ever  known  to  assign  for  his  courtesy ;  if  there  was  any  other,  I 
once  more  refer  it  to  his  own  conscience. 

To  express  himself  by  signs,  the  common  language  of  all  nations, 
the  cautious  Sacristan  first  pointed  to  the  river,  then  to  his  mule's 
crupper,  and  then  made,  as  gracefully  as  he  could,  a  sign  to  induce 
the  fair  solitary  to  mount  behind  him.  She  seemed  to  understand 
his  meaning,  for  she  rose  up  as  if  to  accept  his  offer ;  and  while  the 
good  monk,  who,  as  we  have  hinted,  was  no  great  cavalier,  laboured, 
with  the  pressure  of  the  right  leg  and  the  use  of  the  left  rein,  to 
place  his  mule  with  her  side  to  the  bank  in  such  a  position  that  the 
lady  might  mount  with  ease,  she  rose  from  the  ground  with  rather 
portentous  activity,  and  at  one  bound  sate  behind  the  monk  upon  the 
animal,  much  the  firmer  rider  of  the  two.  The  mule  by  no  means 
seemed  to  approve  of  this  double  burden ;  she  bounded,  bolted,  and 
would  soon  have  thrown  Father  Philip  over  her  head,  had  not  the 
maiden  with  a  firm  hand  detained  him  in  the  saddle. 

At  length  the  restive  brute  changed  her  humour  ;  and,  from  refus- 
ing to  budge  off  the  spot,  suddenly  stretched  her  nose  homeward, 
and  dashed  into  the  ford  as  fast  as  she  could  scamper.  A  new  terror 
now  invaded  the  monk's  mind — the  ford  seemed  unusually  deep,  the 
water  eddied  off  in  strong  ripple  from  the  counter  of  the  mule,  and 
began  to  rise  upon  her  side.  Philip  lost  his  presence  of  mind, 
which  was  at  no  time  his  most  ready  attribute,  the  mule  yielded  to 
the  weight  of  the  current,  and  as  the  rider  was  not  attentive  to  keep 
her  head  turned  up  the  river,  she  drifted  downward,  lost  the  ford 
and  her  footing  at  once,  and  began  to  swim  with  her  head  down  the 
stream.  And  what  was  sufficiently  strange,  at  the  same  moment, 
notwithstanding  the  extreme  peril,  the  damsel  began  to  sing,  thereby 
increasing,  if  anything  could  increase,  the  bodily  fear  of  the  worthy 
Sacristan. 

I. 

"  Merrily  swim  we,  the  moon  shines  bright, 
Both  current  and  ripple  are  dancing  in  light. 
We  have  roused  the  night  raven,  I  heard  him  croak, 
As  we  plashed  along  beneath  the  oak 
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That  flings  its  broad  brandies  so  far  and  so  wide, 
Their  shadows  are  dancing  in  midst  of  the  tide. 

*  Who  wakens  my  nestlings,'  the  raven  he  said, 

*  My  beak  shall  ere  morn  in  his  blood  be  red, 
For  a  blue  swoln  corpse  is  a  dainty  meal, 

And  I'll  have  my  share  with  the  pike  and  the  eel.' 

II. 

Merrily  swim  we,  the  moon  shines  bright, 

There's  a  golden  gleam  on  the  distant  height ; 

There's  a  silver  shower  on  the  alder's  dank, 

And  the  drooping  willows  that  wave  on  the  bank. 

I  see  the  Abbey,  both  turret  and  tower, 

It  is  all  astir  for  the  vesper  hour ; 

The  monks  for  the  chapel  are  leaving  each  cell, 

But  Where's  Father  Philip,  should  toll  the  bell? 

III. 

Merrily  swim  we,  the  moon  shines  bright, 
Downward  we  drift  through  shadow  and  light, 
Under  yon  rock  the  eddies  sleep, 
Calm  and  silent,  dark  and  deep, 
The  Kelpy  has  risen  from  the  fathomless  pool, 
He  has  lighted  his  candle  of  death  and  of  dool ; 
Look,  Father,  look,  and  you'll  laugh  to  see 
How  he  gapes  and  glares  with  his  eyes  on  thee  ! 

IV. 

Good  luck  to  your  fishing,  whom  watch  ye  to-night  ? 

A  man  of  mean  or  a  man  of  might  ? 

Is  it  layman  or  priest  that  must  float  in  your  cove, 

Or  lover  who  crosses  to  visit  his  love  ? 

Hark !  heard  ye  the  Kelpy  reply,  as  we  pass'd, — 

*  God's  blessing  on  the  warder,  he  lock'd  the  bridge  fast ! 
All  that  come  to  my  cove  are  sunk, 

Priest  or  layman,  lover  or  monk.'  " 

How  long  the  damsel  might  have  continued  to  sing,  or  where  the 
terrified  monk's  journey  might  have  ended,  is  uncertain.  As  she 
sung  the  last  stanza,  they  arrived  at,  or  rather  in,  a  broad  tranquil 
sheet  of  water,  caused  by  a  strong  wear  or  damhead,  running  across 
the  river,  which  dashed  in  a  broad  cataract  over  the  barrier.  The 
mule,  whether  from  choice,  or  influenced  by  the  suction  of  the  cur- 
rent, made  towards  the  cut  intended  to  supply  the  convent  mills,  and 
entered  it  half  swimming  half  wading,  and  pitching  the  unlucky 
monk  to  and  fro  in  the  saddle  at  a  fearful  rate. 

As  his  person  flew  hither  and  thither,  his  garment  became  loose, 
and  in  an  effort  to  retain  it,  his  hand  lighted  on  the  volume  of  the 
Lady  of  Avenel  which  was  in  his  bosom.  No  sooner  had  he  grasped 
it,  than  his  companion  pitched  him  out  of  the  saddle  into  the  stream, 
where,  still  keeping  her  hand  on  his  collar,  she  gave  him  two  or 
three  good  souses  in  the  watery  fluid,  so  as  to  insure  that  every 
other  part  of  him  had  its  share  of  wetting,  and  then  quitted  her  hold 
when  he  was  so  near  the  side  that  by  a  slight  effort  (of  a  great  one 
he  was  incapable)  he  might  scramble  on  shore.  This  accordingly 
he  accomplished,  and  turning  his  eyes  to  see  what  had  become  of  his 
extraordinary  companion,  she  was  nowhere  to  be  seen ;  but  still  he 
heard,  as  if  from  the  surface  of  the  river,  and  mixing  with  the  noise 
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of  the  water  breaking*  over  the  damhead,  a  fragment  of  her  wild 
song,  which  seemed  to  run  thus  : — 

"  Landed — landed  !  the  black  book  hath  won, 
Else  had  you  seen  Berwick  with  morning  sun  ! 
Sain  ye,  and  save  ye,  and  blithe  mot  ye  be, 
For  seldom  they  land  that  go  swimming  with  me.'* 

#  The  ecstasy  of  the  monk's  terror  could  be  endured  no  longer ; 
his  head  grew  dizzy,  and,  after  staggering  a  few  steps  onward  and 
running  himself  against  a  wall,  he  sunk  down  in  a  state  of  insensi- 
bility. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Now  let  us  sit  in  conclave.    That  these  weeds 

Be  rooted  from  the  vineyard  of  the  church, 

That  these  foul  tares  be  sever'd  from  the  wheat, 

We  are,  I  trust,  agreed. — Yet  how  to  do  this, 

Nor  hurt  the  wholesome  crop  and  tender  vine-plants, 

Craves  good  advisement. 

The  Reformation. 

The  vesper  service  in  the  Monastery  Church  of  Saint  Mary's  was 
now  over.  The  Abbot  had  disrobed  himself  of  his  magnificent 
vestures  of  ceremony,  and  resumed  his  ordinary  habit,  which  was  a 
black  gown,  worn  over  a  white  cassock,  with  a  narrow  scapulary  ;  a 
decent  and  venerable  dress,  which  was  well  calculated  to  set  off  to 
advantage  the  portly  mien  of  Abbot  Boniface. 

In  quiet  times  no  one  could  have  filled  the  state  of  a  mitred  Abbot 
(for  such  was  his  dignity),  more  respectably  than  this  worthy  prelate. 
He  had,  no  doubt,  many  of  those  habits  of  self-indulgence  which  men 
are  apt  to  acquire  wlio  live  for  themselves  alone.  He  was  vain, 
moreover;  and  when  boldly  confronted, had  sometimes  shown  symp- 
toms of  timidity,  not  very  consistent  with  the  high  claims  which  he 
preferred  as  an  eminent  member  of  the  Church,  or  with  the  punctual 
deference  which  he  exacted  from  his  religious  brethren,  and  all  who 
were  placed  under  his  command.  But  he  was  hospitable,  charitable, 
and  by  no  means  of  himself  disposed  to  proceed  with  severity  against 
any  one.  In  short,  he  would  in  other  times  have  slumbered  out  his 
term  of  preferment  with  as  much  credit  as  any  other  "  purple  Abbot," 
who  lived  easily,  but  at  the  same  time  decorously — slept  soundly, 
and  did  not  disquiet  himself  with  dreams. 

But  the  wide  alarm  spread  through  the  whole  Church  of  Rome  by 
the  progress  of  the  reformed'doctrines,  sorely  disturbed  the  repose 
of  Abbot  Boniface,  and  opened  to  him  a  wide  field  of  duties  and  cares 
which  he  had  never  so  much  as  dreamed  of.  There  were  opinions 
to  be  combated  and  refuted — practices  to  be  inquired  into — heretics  to 
be  detected  and  punished— the  fallen  off  to  be  reclaimed^-- the  waver- 
ing to  be  confirmed — scandal  to  be  removed  from  the  clergy,  and  the 
vigour  of  discipline  to  be  re-established.  Post  upon  post  arrived  at 
the  Monastery  of  St  Mary's—horses  reeking,  and  riders  exhausted 
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— this  from  the  Privy  Council,  that  from  the  Primate  of  Scot- 
land, and  this  other  again  from  the  Queen  Mother,  exhorting",  ap- 
proving, condemning,  requesting  advice  upon  this  subject,  and 
requiring  information  upon  that. 

These  missives  Abbot  Boniface  received  with  an  important  air  of 
helplessness,  or  a  helpless  air  of  importance,  whichever  the  reader 
may  please  to  term  it,  evincing  at  once  gratified  vanity,  and  profound 
trouble  of  mind. 

The  sharp-witted  Primate  of  Saint  Andrews  had  foreseen  the 
deficiencies  of  the  Abbot  of  St  Mary's,  and  endeavoured  to  provide 
for  them  by  getting  admitted  into  his  Monastery  as  Sub-Prior  a 
brother  Cistercian,  a  man  of  parts  and  knowledge,  devoted  to  the 
service  of  the  Catholic  Church,  and  very  capable  not  only  to  advise 
the  Abbot  on  occasions  of  difficulty,  but  to  make  him  sensible  of  his 
duty  in  case  he  should,  from  good-nature  or  timidity,  be  disposed  to 
shrink  from  it. 

Father  Eustace  played  the  same  part  in  the  Monastery  as  the  old 
general  who,  in  foreign  armies,  is  placed  at  the  elbow  of  the  Prince  of 
the  Blood,  who  nominally  commands  in  chief,  on  condition  of  attempt- 
ing nothing  without  the  advice  of  his  dry-nurse ;  and  he  shared  the 
fate  of  all  such  dry-nurses,  being  heartily  disliked  as  well  as  feared 
by  his  principal.  Still,  however,  the  Primate's  intention  was  fully 
answered.  Father  Eustace  became  the  constant  theme  and  often 
the  bugbear  of  the  worthy  Abbot,  who  hardly  dared  to  turn  himself 
in  his  bed  without  considering  what  Father  Eustace  would  think  of 
it.  In  every  case  of  difficulty,  Father  Eustace  was  summoned,  and 
his  opinion  asked ;  and  no  sooner  was  the  embarrassment  re- 
moved, than  the  Abbot's  next  thought  was  how  to  get  rid  of  his 
adviser.  In  ever  letter  which  he  wrote  to  those  in  power,  he  recom- 
mended Father  Eustace  to  some  high  church  preferment,  a  bishopric, 
or  an  abbey ;  and  as  they  dropped  one  after  another,  and  were  other- 
wise conferred,  he  began  to  think,  as  he  confessed  to  the  Sacristan 
in  the  bitterness  of  his  spirit,  that  the  Monastery  of  St  Mary's  had 
got  a  liferent  lease  of  their  Sub-Prior. 

Yet  more  indignant  he  would  have  been,  had  he  suspected  that 
Father  Eustace's  ambition  was  fixed  upon  his  own  mitre,  which, 
from  some  attacks  of  an  apoplectic  nature,  deemed  by  the  Abbot's 
friends  to  be  more  serious  than  by  himself,  it  was  supposed  might  be 
shortly  vacant.  But  the  confidence  which,  like  other  dignitaries^  he 
reposed  in  his  own  health,  prevented  Abbot  Boniface  from  imagining' 
that  it  held  any  concatenation  with  the  motions  of  Father  Eustace. 

The  necessity  under  which  he  found  himself  of  consulting  with  his 
grand  adviser,  in  cases  of  real  difficulty,  rendered  the  worthy  Abbot 
particularly  desirous  of  doing  without  him  in  all  ordinary  cases  of 
administration,  though  not  without  considering  what  Father  Eustace 
would  have  said  of  the  matter.  He  scorned,  therefore,  to  give  a 
hint  to  the  Sub-Prior  of  the  bold  stroke  by  which  he  had  despatched 
Brother  Philip  to  Glendearg ;  but  when  the  vespers  came  without 
his  re-appearance  he  became  a  little  uneasy,  the  more  as  other 
matters  weighed  upon  his  mind.  The  feud  with  the  warder  or 
keeper  of  the  bridge  threatened  to  be  attended  with  bad  conse- 
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quences,  as  the  man's  quarrel  was  taken  up  by  the  martial  baron 
under  whom  he  served ;  and  pressing  letters  of  an  unpleasant  ten- 
dency had  just  arrived  from  the  Primate.  Like  a  gouty  man,  who 
catches  hold  of  his  crutch  while  he  curses  the  infirmity  that  reduces 
him  to  use  it,  the  Abbot,  however  reluctant,  found  himself  obliged  to 
require  Eustace's  presence,  after  the  service  was  over,  in  his  house, 
or  rather  palace,  which  was  attached  to,  and  made  part  of,  the 
Monastery. 

Abbot  Boniface  was  seated  in  his  high-backed  chair,  the  grotesque 
carved  back  of  which  terminated  in  a  mitre,  before  a  fire  where  two 
or  three  large  logs  were  reduced  to  one  red  glowing  mass  of  char- 
coal. At  his  elbow,  on  an  oaken  stand,  stood  the  remains  of  a 
roasted  capon,  on  which  his  reverence  had  made  his  evening  meal, 
flanked  by  a  goodly  stoup  of  Bourdeaux  of  excellent  flavour.  He 
was  gazing  indolently  on  the  fire,  partly  engaged  in  meditation  on 
his  past  and  present  fortunes,  partly  occupied  by  endeavouring  to 
trace  towers  and  steeples  in  the  red  embers. 

"  Yes,"  thought  the  Abbot  to  himself,  "  in  that  red  perspective  I 
could  fancy  to  myself  the  peaceful  towers  of  Dundrennan,  where  1 

Eassed  my  life  ere  I  was  called  to  pomp  and  to  trouble.  A  quiet 
rotherhood  we  were,  regular  in  our  domestic  duties  ;  and  when  the 
frailties  of  humanity  prevailed  over  us,  we  confessed,  and  were 
absolved  by  each  other,  and  the  most  formidable  part  of  the  penance 
was  the  jest  of  the  convent  on  the  culprit.  I  can  almost  fancy  that 
I  see  the  cloister  garden,  and  the  pear-trees  which  I  grafted  with  my 
own  hands.  And  for  what  have  I  changed  all  this,  but  to  be  over- 
whelmed with  business  which  concerns  me  not,  to  be  called  My  Lord 
Abbot,  and  to  be  tutored  by  Father  Eustace  ?  I  would  these  towers 
were  the  Abbey  of  Aberbrothwick,  and  Father  Eustace  the  Abbot, — 
or  I  would  he  were  in  the  fire  on  any  terms,  so  I  were  rid  of  him ! 
The  Primate  says  our  Holy  Father  the  Pope  hath  an  adviser — I  am 
sure  he  could  not  live  a  week  with  such  a  one  as  mine.  Then  there 
is  no  learning  what  Father  Eustace  thinks  till  you  confess  your  own 
difficulties — No  hint  will  bring  forth  his  opinion — he  is  like  a  miser, 
who  will  not  unbuckle  his  purse  to  bestow  a  farthing,  until  the 
wretch  who  needs  it  has  owned  his  excess  of  poverty,  and  wrung  out 
the  boon  by  importunitj'.  And  thus  I  am  dishonoured  in  the  eyes  of 
my  religious  brethren,  who  behold  me  treated  like  a  child  which  hath 
no  sense  of  its  own — I  will  bear  it  no  longer ! — Brother  Bennet " — 
(a  lay  brother  answered  to  his  call) — "  tell  Father  Eustace  that  I  need 
not  his  presence." 

"  I  came  to  say  to  vour  reverence,  that  the  holy  father  is  entering 
even  now  from  the  cloisters." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  he  is  welcome, — remove  these  things 
— or  rather,  place  a  trencher,  the  holy  father  may  be  a  little  hungry 
— yet,  no— remove  them,  for  there  is  no  good  fellowship  in  him — Let 
the  stoup  of  wine  remain,  however,  and  place  another  cup." 

The  lay  brother  obeyed  these  contradictory  commands  in  the  way 
he  judged  most  seemly — he  removed  the  carcass  of  the  half-sacked 
capon,  and  placed  two  goblets  beside  the  stoup  of  Bourdeaux.  At 
the  same  instant  entered  Father  Eustace. 
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He  was  a  thin,  sharp-faced,  slight-made  little  man,  whose  keen 
grey  eyes  seemed  almost  to  look  through  the  person  to  whom  he 
addressed  himself.  His  body  was  emaciated  not  only  with  the  fasts 
which  he  observed  with  rigid  punctuality,  but  also  by  the  active  and 
unwearied  exercise  of  his  sharp  and  piercing  intellect ; — 

'■'  A  fiery  soul,  which,  working  out  its  way, 
Fretted  the  puny  body  to  decay, 
And  o'er  informed  the  tenement  of  clay." 

He  turned  with  conventual  reverence  to  the  Lord  Abbot ;  and  as 
they  stood  together,  it  was  scarce  possible  to  see  a  more  complete 
difference  of  form  and  expression.  The  good-natured  rosy  face  and 
laughing  eye  of  the  Abbot,  which  even  his  present  anxiety  could 
not  greatly  ruffle,  was  a  wonderful  contrast  to  the  thin  palid  cheek 
and  quick  penetrating  glance  of  the  monk,  in  which  an  eager  and 
keen  spirit  glanced  through  eyes  to  which  it  seemed  to  give  super- 
natural lustre. 

The  Abbot  opened  the  conversation  by  motioning  to  his  monk  to 
take  a  stool,  and  inviting  to  a  cup  of  wine.  The  courtesy  was  de- 
clined with  respect,  yet  not  without  a  remark,  that  the  vesper-service 
was  past. 

"  For  the  stomach's  sake,  brother,"  said  the  Abbot,  colouring  a 
little — "you  know  the  text." 

"  It  is  a  dangerous  one,"  answered  the  monk,  "  to  handle  alone, 
or  at  late  hours.  Cut  off  from  human  society,  the  juice  of  the 
grape  becomes  a  perilous  companion  of  solitude,  and  therefore  I 
ever  shun  it." 

Abbot  Boniface  had  poured  himself  out  a  goblet  which  might 
hold  about  half  an  English  pint ;  but,  either  struck  with  the  truth 
of  the  observation,  or  ashamed  to  act  in  direct  opposition  to  it,  he 
suffered  it  to  remain  untasted  before  him,  and  immediately  changed 
the  subject. 

"  The  Primate  hath  written  to  us,"  said  he,  "  to  make  strict  search 
within  our  bounds  after  the  heretical  persons  denounced  in  this  list, 
who  have  withdrawn  themselves  from  the  justice  which  their  opinions 
deserve.  It  is  deemed  probable  that  they  will  attempt  to  retire  to 
England  by  our  Borders,  and  the  Primate  requireth  me  to  watch 
with  vigilance,  and  what  not." 

"  Assuredly,"  said  the  monk,  "  the  magistrate  should  not  bear  the 
sword  in  vain — those  be  they  that  turn  the  world  upside  down — and 
doubtless  your  reverend  wisdom  will  with  due  diligence  second  the 
exertions  of  the  Right  Reverend  Father  in  God,  being  in  the  per- 
emptory defence  of  the  Holy  Church." 

"Ay,  but  how  is  this  to  be  done?"  answered  the  Abbot;  "Saint 
Mary  aid  us !  The  Primate  writes  to  me  as  if  I  were  a  temporal 
baron — a  man  under  command,  having  soldiers  under  him !  He  says, 
send  forth— scour  the  country — guard  the  passes — Truly  these  men 
do  not  travel  as  those  who  would  give  their  lives  for  nothing — the 
last  who  went  south  passed  the  dry-march  at  the  Ridingburn  with 
an  escort  of  thirty  spears,  as  our  reverend  brother  the  Abbot  of  Kelso 
did  write  unto  us.     How  are  cowls  and  scapularies  to  stop  the  way  ?" 
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"  Your  bailiff  is  accounted  a  good  man-at-arms,  holy  father,"  said 
Eustace ;  "  your  vassals  are  obliged  to  rise  for  the  defence  of  the 
Holy  Kirk— it  is  the  tenure  on  which  they  hold  their  lands — if  they 
will  not  come  forth  for  the  Church  which  gives  them  bread,  let  their 
possessions  be  given  to  others." 

"  We  shall  not  be  wanting,"  said  the  Abbot,  collecting  himself  with 
importance,  "  to  do  whatever  may  advantage  Holy  Kirk — thyself  shall 
hear  the  charge  to  our  bailiff  and  our  officials— but  here  again  is  our 
controversy  with  the  warden  of  the  bridge  and  the  Baron  of  Meigal- 
lot — Saint  Mary !  vexations  do  so  multiply  upon  the  House,  and  upon 
the  generation,  that  a  man  wots  not  where  to  turn  to !  Thou  didst 
say,  Father  Eustace,  thou  wouldst  look  into  our  evidents  touching 
this  free  passage  for  the  pilgrims  ?  " 

"  I  have  looked  into  the  Chartulary  of  the  House,  holy  father," 
said  Eustace,  "  and  therein  I  find  a  written  and  formal  grant  of  all 
duties  and  customs  payable  at  the  drawbridge  of  Brigton,  not  only 
by  ecclesiastics  of  this  foundation,  but  by  every  pilgrim  truly  designed 
to  accomplish  his  vows  at  this  House,  to  the  Abbot  Ailford,  and  the 
Monks  of  the  House  of  Saint  Mary  in  Kennaquhair,  from  that  time 
and  for  ever.  The  deed  is  dated  on  Saint  Bridget's  Even,  in  the 
year  of  Redemption  1137,  and  bears  the  sign  and  seal  of  the  granter, 
Charles  of  Meigallot,  great-great-grandfather  of  this  baron,  and  pur- 
ports to  be  granted  for  the  safety  of  his  own  soul,  and  for  the  weal 
of  the  souls  of  his  father  and  mother,  and  of  all  his  predecessors  and 
successors,  being  Barons  of  Meigallot." 

"  But  he  alleges,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  that  the  bridge- wards  have 
been  in  possession  of  these  dues,  and  have  rendered  them  available 
for  more  than  fifty  years— and  the  baron  threatens  violence— mean- 
while, the  journey  of  the  pilgrims  is  interrupted,  to  the  prejudice  of 
their  own  souls  and  the  diminution  of  the  revenues  of  Saint  Mary. 
The  Sacristan  advised  us  to  put  on  a  boat ;  but  the  warden,  whom 
thou  knowest  to  be  a  godless  man,  has  sworn  the  devil  tear  him,  but 
that  if  they  put  on  a  boat  on  the  laird's  stream,  he  will  rive  her  board 
from  boarcl— and  then  some  say  we  should  compound  the  claim  for  a 
small  sum  in  silver."  Here  the  Abbot  paused  a  moment  for  a  reply, 
but  receiving  none,  he  added,  "  But  what  thinkest  thou,  Father  Eus- 
tace ?  why  art  thou  silent  ?  " 

"  Because  I  am  surprised  at  the  question  which  the  Lord  Abbot  of 
Saint  Mary's  asks  at  the  youngest  of  his  brethren." 

"  Youngest  in  time  of  your  abode  with  us,  Brother  Eustace,"  said 
the  Abbot,  "  not  youngest  in  years,  or  I  think  in  experience — Sub-  ' 
Prior  also  of  this  Convent." 

"  I  am  astonished,"  continued  Eustace,  "  that  the  Abbot  of  this  j 
venerable  house  should  ask  of  any  one  whether  he  can  alienate  the 
patrimony  of  our  holy  and  divine  patroness,  or  give  up  to  an  uncon- 
scientious, and  perhaps  a  heretic  baron,  the  rights  conferred  on  this 
church  by  his  devout  progenitor.  Popes  and  councils  alike  prohibit 
it— the  honour  of  the  living',  and  the  weal  of  departed  souls,  alike 
forbid  it— it  may  not  be.  To  force,  if  he  dare  use  it,  we  must  sur- 
render ;  but  never  by  our  consent  should  we  see  the  goods  of  the 
church  plundered,  with  as  little  scruple  as  he  would  drive  off  a  herd  of 
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English  beeves.  Rouse  yourself,  reverend  father,  and  doubt  nothing: 
but  that  the  good  cause  shall  prevail.  Whet  the  spiritual  sword,  and 
direct  it  against  the  wicked  who  would  usurp  our  holy  rights.  Whet 
the  temporal  sword  if  it  be  necessary,  and  stir  up  the  courage  and 
zeal  of  your  loyal  vassals." 

The  Abbot  sighed  deeply.     "  All  this,"  he  said,  "  is  soon  spoken 

by  him  who  hath  to  act  it  not ;  but "    He  was  interrupted  by  the 

entrance  of  Bennet  rather  hastily.  "  The  mule  on  which  the  Sa- 
cristan had  set  out  in  the  morning  had  returned,"  he  said,  "  to  the 
convent  stable  all  over  wet,  and  with  the  saddle  turned  round  beneath 
her  belly." 

"  Sancta  Maria !  "  said  the  Abbot,  "  our  dear  brother  hath  perished 
by  the  way ! " 

"It  may  not  be,"  said  Eustace  hastily — "let  the  bell  be  tolled — 
cause  the  brethren  to  get  torches  — alarm  the  village — hurry  down  to 
the  river — I  myself  will  be  the  foremost." 

The  real  Abbot  stood  astonished  and  agape,  when  at  once  he  be- 
held his  office  filled,  and  saw  all  which  he  ought  to  have  ordered, 
going  forward  at  the  dictates  of  the  youngest  monk  in  the  convent. 
But  ere  the  orders  of  Eustace,  which  nobody  dreamed  of  disputing, 
were  carried  into  execution,  the  necessity  was  prevented  by  the  sud- 
den apparition  of  the  Sacristan,  whose  supposed  danger  excited  all 
the  alarm. 


CHAPTER    VII. 

Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  tlie  brain, 
Cleanse  the  foul  bosom  of  the  perilous  stuff 
That  weighs  upon  the  heart. 

Macbeth, 

What  betwixt  cold  and  fright  the  afflicted  Sacristan  stood  before 
his  Superior,  propped  on  the  friendly  arm  of  the  convent  miller, 
drenched  with  water,  and  scarce  able  to  utter  a  syllable. 

After  various  attempts  to  speak,  the  first  words  he  uttered  were, 

"  Swim  we  merrily — the  moon  shines  bright." 

"  Swim  we  merrily !  "  retorted  the  Abbot  indignantly  ;  "a  merry 
night  have  ye  chosen  for  swimming,  and  a  becoming  salutation  to 
your  Superior ! " 

"  Our  brother  is  bewildered,"  said  Eustace ;  —  "  speak,  Father 
Philip,  how  is  it  with  you  ?  " 

"  Good  luck  to  your  fishing," 

continued  the  Sacristan,  making  a  most  dolorous  attempt  at  the  tune 
of  his  strange  companion. 

"  Good  luck  to  your  fishing!  "  repeated  the  Abbot,  still  more  sur- 
prised and  displeased ;  "  by  my  halidome  he  is  drunken  with  wine, 
and  comes  to  our  presence  with  his  jolly  catches  in  his  throat !  If 
bread  and  water  can  cure  this  folly " 

"With  your  pardon,  venerable  father,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "of 
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water  our  brother  has  had  enough ;  and  methinks,  the  confusion  ot 
his  eye  is  rather  that  of  terror,  than  of  aught  unbecoming  his  profes- 
sion.    Where  did  you  find  him,  Hob  Miller  ? " 

"An  it  please  your  reverence,  I  did  but  go  to  shut  the  sluice  of 
the  mill — and  as  I  was  going  to  shut  the  sluice,  I  heard  something 
groan  near  to  me  ;  but  judging  it  was  one  of  Giles  Fletcher's  hogs 
—for  so  please  you,  he  never  shuts  his  gate — 1  caught  up  my  lever, 
and  was  about — Saint  Mary  forgive  me  I — to  strike  where  1  heard 
the  sound,  when,  as  the  saints  would  have  it,  I  heard  the  second 
groan  just  like  that  of  a  living  man.  So  I  called  up  my  knaves,  and 
found  the  Father  Sacristan  lying  wet  and  senseless  under  the  wall  of 
our  kiln.  So  soon  as  we  brought  him  to  himself  a  bit,  he  prayed  to 
be  brought  to  your  reverence,  but  I  doubt  me  his  wits  have  gone  a 
bell-wavering  by  the  road.  It  was  but  now  that  he  spoke  in  some- 
what better  form." 

"  Well !  "  said  Brother  Eustace,  "  thou  hast  done  well,  Hob  Miller; 
only  begone  now,  and  remember  a  second  time  to  pause,  ere  you 
strike  in  the  dark." 

"  Please  your  reverence,  it  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me,"  said  the  miller, 
"  not  to  mistake  a  holy  man  for  a  hog  again,  so  long  as  I  live."  And, 
making  a  bow,  with  profound  humility,  the  miller  withdrew. 

"  And  now  that  this  churl  is  gone,  Father  Philip,"  said  Eustace, 
"  wilt  thou  tell  our  venerable  Superior  what  ails  thee  ?  art  thou  vino 
gravatus,  man  ?  if  so,  we  will  have  thee  to  thy  cell." 

"Water!  water!  not  wine,"  muttered  the  exhausted  Sacristan. 

"Nay,"  said  the  monk,  "if  that  be  thy  complaint,  wine  may  per- 
haps cure  thee ; "  and  he  reached  him  a  cup,  which  the  patient  drank 
off*  to  his  great  benefit. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  let  his  garments  be  changed,  or 
rather  let  him  be  carried  to  the  infirmary ;  for  it  will  prejudice  our 
health,  should  we  hear  his  narrative  while  he  stands  there,  steaming 
like  a  rising  hoar-frost." 

"I  will  hear  his  adventure,"  said  Eustace,  "and  report  it  to  your 
reverence."  And,  accordingly,  he  attended  the  Sacristan  to  his  cell. 
In  about  half  an  hour  he  returned  to  the  Abbot. 

"  How  is  it  with  Father  Philip  ?  "  said  the  Abbot ;  "  and  through 
what  came  he  into  such  a  state  ?  " 

"  He  comes  from  Glendearg,  reverend  sir,"  said  Eustace ;  "  and  for 
the  rest,  he  telleth  such  a  legend,  as  has  not  been  heard  in  this 
Monastery  for  many  a  long  day."  He  then  gave  the  Abbot  the  out- 
lines of  the  Sacristan's  adventures  in  the  homeward  journey,  and 
added,  that  for  some  time  he  was  inclined  to  think  his  brain  was 
infirm,  seeing  he  had  sung,  laughed,  and  wept,  all  in  the  same 
breath. 

"A  wonderful  thing  it  is  to  us,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  that  Satan  has 
been  permitted  to  put  forth  his  hand  thus  far  on  one  of  our  sacred 
brethren !  " 

"  True,"  said  Father  Eustace  ;  "  but  for  every  text  there  is  a  para- 
phrase ;  and  I  have  my  suspicions,  that  if  the  drenching  of  Father 
Philip  cometh  of  the  Evil  one,  yet  it  may  not  have  been  altogether 
without  his  own  personal  fault." 
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"  How ! "  said  the  Father  Abbot ;  "  I  will  not  believe  that  thou 
makest  doubt  that  Satan,  in  former  days,  hath  been  permitted  to 
afflict  saints  and  holy  men,  even  as  he  afflicted  the  pious  Job?" 

"  God  forbid  I  should  make  question  of  it,"  said  the  monk,  cross- 
ing* himself;  "yet,  where  there  is  an  exposition  of  the  Sacristan's 
tale,  which  is  less  than  miraculous,  I  hold  it  safe  to  consider  it  at 
least,  if  not  to  abide  by  it.  Now,  this  Hob  the  Miller  hath  a  buxom 
daughter.  Suppose — I  say  only  suppose — that  our  Sacristan  met 
her  at  the  ford  on  her  return  from  her  uncle's  on  the  other  side,  for 
there  she  hath  this  evening'  been — suppose,  that,  in  courtesy,  and  to 
save  her  stripping*  hose  and  shoon,  the  Sacristan  brought  her  across 
behind  him — suppose  he  carried  his  familiarities  farther  than  the 
maiden  was  willing'  to  admit ;  and  we  may  easily  suppose,  farther, 
that  this  wetting-  was  the  result  of  it." 

"  And  this  legend  invented  to  deceive  us !  "  said  the  Superior, 
reddening*  with  wrath;  "but  most  strictly  shall  it  be  sifted  and  in- 
quired into ;  it  is  not  upon  us  that  Father  Philip  must  hope  to  pass 
the  result  of  his  own  evil  practices  for  doings  of  Satan.  To-morrow 
cite  the  wench  to  appear  before  us — we  will  examine,  and  we  will 
punish." 

"  Under  your  reverence's  favour,"  said  Eustace,  "  that  were  but 
poor  policy.  As  things  now  stand  with  us,  the  heretics  catch  hold  of 
each  flying  report  which  tends  to  the  scandal  of  our  clergy.  '  We  must 
abate  the  evil,  not  only  by  strengthening  discipline,  but  also  by  sup- 
pressing and  stifling  the  voice  of  scandal.  If  my  conjectures  are 
true,  the  miller's  daughter  will  be  silent  for  her  own  sake  ;  and  your 
reverence's  authority  may  also  impose  silence  on  her  father,  and  on 
the  Sacristan.  If  he  is  again  found  to  afford  room  for  throwing 
dishonour  on  his  order,  he  can  be  punished  with  severity,  but  at  the 
same  time  with  secrecy.  For  what  say  the  Decretals  ?  Facinora 
ostendi  dum  punientur,  flagltia  autem  abscondi  debent." 

A  sentence  of  Latin,  as  Eustace  had  before  observed,  had  often 
much  influence  on  the  Abbot,  because  he  understood  it  not  fluently, 
and  was  ashamed  to  acknowledge  his  ignorance.  On  these  terms 
they  parted  for  the  night. 

The  next  day,  Abbot  Boniface  strictly  interrogated  Philip  on  the 
real  cause  of  his  disaster  of  the  previous  night.  But  the  Sacristan 
stood  firm  to  his  story  ;  nor  was  he  found  to  vary  from  any  point  of 
it,  although  the  answers  he  returned  were  in  some  degree  incohe- 
rent, owing  to  his  intermingling  with  them  ever  and  anon  snatches 
of  the  strange  damsel's  song,  which  had  made  such  deep  impression 
on  his  imagination,  that  he  could  not  prevent  himself  from  imitating 
it  repeatedly  in  the  course  of  his  examination.  The  Abbot  had  com- 
passion with  the  Sacristan's  involuntary  frailty,  to  which  something 
supernatural  seemed  annexed,  and  finally  became  of  opinion,  that 
Father  Eustace's  more  natural  explanation  was  rather  plausible  than 
just.  And  indeed,  although  we  have  recorded  the  adventure  as  we 
find  it  written  down,  we  cannot  forbear  to  add  that  there  was  a 
schism  on  the  subject  in  the  convent,  and  that  several  of  the  brethren 
pretended  to  have  good  reason  for  thinking  that  the  miller's  black- 
eyed  daughter  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  affair  after  all.     Whichever 
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way  it  might  be  interpreted,  all  agreed  that  it  had  too  ludicrous  a 
sound  to  be  permitted  to  get  abroad,  and  therefore  the  Sacristan 
was  charged,  on  his  vow  of  obedience,  to  say  no  more  of  his  ducking ; 
an  injunction  which,  having  once  eased  his  mind  by  telling  his  story, 
it  may  be  well  conjectured  that  he  joyfully  obeyed. 

The  attention  of  Father  Eustace  was  much  less  forcibly  arrested 
by  the  marvellous  tale  of  the  Sacristan's  danger,  and  his  escape, 
than  by  the  mention  of  the  volume  which  he  had  brought  with 
him  from  the  Tower  of  Glendearg.  A  copy  of  the  Scriptures, 
translated  into  the  vulgar  tongue,  had  found  its  way  even  into  the 
proper  territory  of  the  church,  and  had  been  discovered  in  one  of 
the  most  hidden  and  sequestered  recesses  of  the  Halidome  of  Saint 
Mary's. 

He  anxiously  requested  to  see  the  volume.  In  this  the  Sacristan 
was  unable  to  gratify  him,  for  he  had  lost  it,  as  far  as  he  recollected, 
when  the  supernatural  being,  as  he  conceived  her  to  be,  took  her 
departure  from  him.  Father  Eustace  went  down  to  the  spot  in  per- 
son, and  searched  all  around  it,  in  hopes  of  recovering  the  volume  in 
question ;  but  his  labour  was  in  vain.  He  returned  to  the  Abbot,  and 
reported  that  it  must  have  fallen  into  the  river  or  the  mill-stream ; 
"  for  I  will  hardly  believe,"  he  said,  "  that  Father  Philip's  musical 
friend  would  fly  off  with  a  copy  of  the  Holy  Scriptures." 

"  Being,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  as  it  is,  an  heretical  translation,  it  may 
be  thought  that  Satan  may  have  power  over  it." 

Ay !  "  said  Father  Eustace,  "  it  is  indeed  his  chiefest  magazine  of 
artillery,  when  he  inspireth  presumptuous  and  daring  men  to  set 
forth  their  own  opinions  and  expositions  of  Holy  Writ.  But  though 
thus  abused,  the  Scriptures  are  the  source  of  our  salvation,  and  are 
no  more  to  be  reckoned  unholy,  because  of  these  rash  men's  pro- 
ceedings, than  a  powerful  medicine  is  to  be  contemned,  or  held 
poisonous,  because  bold  and  evil  leeches  have  employed  it  to  the 
prejudice  of  their  patients.  With  the  permission  of  your  reverence, 
I  would  that  this  maHer  were  looked  into  more  closely.  I  will 
myself  visit  the  Tower  of  Glendearg  ere  I  am  many  hours  older,  and 
we  shall  see  if  any  spectre  or  white  woman  of  the  wild  will  venture 
to  interrupt  my  journey  or  return.  Have  I  your  reverend  permis- 
sion and  your  blessing?"  he  added,  but  in  a  tone  that  appeared  to 
set  no  great  store  by  either. 

"  Thou  hast  both,  my  brother,"  said  the  Abbot ;  but  no  sooner  had 
Eustace  left  the  apartment,  than  Boniface  could  not  help  breaking 
on  the  willing  ear  of  the  Sacristan  his  sincere  wish,  that  any  spirit, 
black,  white,  or  grey,  would  read  the  adviser  such  a  lesson,  as  to  cure 
him  of  his  presumption  in  esteeming  himself  wiser  than  the  whole 
community. 

"  I  wish  him  no  worse  lesson,"  said  the  Sacristan,  "  than  to  go 
swimming  merrily  down  the  river  with  a  ghost  behind,  and  Kelpies, 
night-crows,  and  mud-eels,  all  waiting  to  have  a  snatch  at  him. 

11  Merrily  swim  we,  the  moon  shines  bright ! 

Good  luck  to  your  fishing-,  whom  watch  you  to-night  ?  " 

"  Brother  Philip,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  we  exhort  thee  to  say  thy 
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prayers,  compose  thyself,  and  banish  that  foolish  chant  from  thy 
mind  ; — it  is  but  a  deception  of  the  devil's." 

"  I  will  essay,  reverend  Father,"  said  the  Sacristan,  "  but  the  tune 
hangs  by  my  memory  like  a  bur  in  a  beggar's  rags  ;  it  mingles  with 
the  psalter— the  very  bells  of  the  convent  seem  to  repeat  the  words, 
and  jingle  to  the  tune ;  and  were  you  to  put  me  to  death  at  this  very 
moment,  it  is  my  belief  I  should  die  singing  it — 'Now  swim  we 
merrily' — it  is  as  it  were  a  spell  upon  me." 

He  then  again  began  to  warble 

"  Good  luck  to  your  fishing." 

And  checking  himself  in  the  strain  with  difficulty,  he  exclaimed,  "  It 
is  too  certain — I  am  but  a  lost  priest !  Swim  we  merrily — I  shall 
sing  it  at  the  very  mass — Woe  is  me!  I  shall  sing  all  the  remainder 
of  my  life,  and  yet  never  be  able  to  change  the  tune  !  " 

The  honest  Abbot  replied,  "  he  knew  many  a  good  fellow  in  the 
same  condition ; "  and  concluded  the  remark  with  "  ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! " 
for  his  reverence,  as  the  reader  may  partly  have  observed,  was  one 
of  those  dull  folks  who  love  a  quiet  joke. 

The  Sacristan,  well  acquainted  with  his  Superior's  humour,  en- 
deavoured to  join  in  the  laugh,  but  his  unfortunate  canticle  came 
again  across  his  imagination,  and  interrupted  the  hilarity  of  his  cus- 
tomary echo. 

"  By  the  rood,  Brother  Philip,"  said  the  Abbot,  much  moved,  "  you 
become  altogether  intolerable !  and  I  am  convinced  that  such  a  spell 
could  not  subsist  over  a  person  of  religion,  and  in  a  religious  house, 
unless  he  were  under  mortal  sin.  Wherefore,  say  the  seven  peniten- 
tiary psalms — make  diligent  use  of  thy  scourge  and  hair-cloth — 
refrain  for  three  days  from  all  food,  save  bread  and  water — I  myself 
will  shrive  thee,  and  we  will  see  if  this  singing  devil  may  be  driven 
out  of  thee  ;  at  least  I  think  Father  Eustace  himself  could  devise  no 
no  better  exorcism." 

The  Sacristan  sighed  deeply,  but  knew  remonstrance  was  vain.  He 
retired  therefore  to  his  cell,  to  try  how  far  psalmody  might  be  able  to 
drive  off  the  sounds  of  the  syren  tune  which  haunted  his  memory. 

Meanwhile,  Father  Eustace  proceeded  to  the  drawbridge,  in  his 
way  to  the  lonely  valley  of  Glendearg.  In  a  brief  conversation  with 
the  churlish  warder,  he  had  the  address  to  render  him  more  tractable  in 
the  controversy  betwixt  him  and  the  convent.  He  reminded  him  that 
his  father  had  been  a  vassal  under  the  community  ;  that  his  brother 
was  childless ;  and  that  their  possession  would  revert  to  the  Church  on 
his  death,  and  might  be  either  granted  to  himself,  the  warder,  or  to 
some  greater  favourite  of  the  Abbot,  as  matters  chanced  to  stand  be- 
twixt them  at  the  time.  The  Sub- Prior  suggested  to  him  also,  the 
necessary  connection  of  interests  betwixt  the  Monastery  and  the  office 
which  this  man  enjoyed.  He  listened  with  temper  to  his  rude  and 
churlish  answers ;  and  by  keeping  his  own  interest  firm  pitched  in 
his  view,  he  had  the  satisfaction  to  find  that  Peter  gradually  softened 
his  tone,  and  consented  to  let  every  pilgrim  who  travelled  upon  foot 
pass  free  of  exaction  until  Pentecost  next ;  they  who  travelled  on 
horseback  or  otherwise,   consenting  to  pay  the  ordinary  custom. 
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Having'  thus  accommodated  a  matter  in  which  the  weal  of  the  con- 
vent was  so  deeply  interested,  Father  Eustace  proceeded  on  his 
journey. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

Nay,  dally  not  with  time,  the  wise  man's  treasure, 
Though  fools  are  lavish  on't — the  fatal  Fisher 
Hooks  souls,  while  we  waste  moments. 

Old  Play. 

A  November  mist  overspread  the  little  valley,  up  which  slowly 
but  steadily  rode  the  Monk  Eustace.  He  was  not  insensible  to  the 
feeling"  of  melancholy  inspired  by  the  scene  and  by  the  season.  The 
stream  seemed  to  murmur  with  a  deep  and  oppressed  note,  as  if 
bewailing-  the  departure  of  autumn.  Among"  the  scattered  copses 
which  here  and  there  fringed  its  banks,  the  oak-trees  only  retained 
that  pallid  green  that  precedes  their  russet  hue.  The  leaves  of  the 
willows  were  most  of  them  stripped  from  the  branches,  lay  rustling 
at  each  breath,  and  disturbed  by  every  step  of  the  mule ;  while  the 
foliage  of  other  trees,  totally  withered,  kept  still  precarious  posses- 
sion of  the  boughs,  waiting  the  first  wind  to  scatter  them. 

The  monk  dropped  into  the  natural  train  of  pensive  thought  which 
these  autumnal  emblems  of  mortal  hopes  are  peculiarly  calculated  to 
inspire.     "  There,"  he  said,  looking  at  the  leaves  which  lay  strewed 
around,  "  lie  the  hopes  of  early  youth,  first  formed  that  they  may 
soonest  wither,  and  loveliest  in  spring  to  become  most  contemptible 
in  winter ;  but  you,  ye  lingerers,"  he  added,  looking  to  a  knot  of 
beeches  which  still  bore  their  withered  leaves,  "  you  are  the  proud 
plans  of  adventurous  manhood,  formed  later,  and  still  clinging  to  the 
mind  of  age,  although  it  acknowledges  their  inanity!    None  lasts 
— none  endures,  save  the  foliage  of  the  hardy  oak,  which  only  begins 
to  show  itself  when  that  of  the  rest  of  the  forest  has  enjoyed  half  its 
existence.     A  pale  and  decayed  hue  is  all  it  possesses,  but  still  it 
retains  that  symptom  of  vitality  to  the  last. — So  be  it  with  Father 
Eustace !     The  fairy  hopes  of  my  youth  1  have  trodden  under  foot 
like  those  neglected' rustlers — to  the  prouder  dreams  of  my  manhood 
I  look  back  as  to  lofty  chimeras,  of  which  the  pith  and  essence  have 
long  since  faded;  but  my  religious  vows,  the  faithful  profession 
which  I  have  made  in  my  maturer  ag^e,  shall  retain  life  while  aught 
of  Eustace  lives.     Dangerous  it  may  be — feeble  it  must  be— yet  live 
it  shall,  the  proud  determination  to  serve  the  Church  of  which  I  am  al 
member,  and  to  combat  the  heresies  by  which  she  is  assailed."    Thus! 
spoke,  at  least  thus  thought,  a  man  zealous  according  to  his  imperfectl 
knowledge,  confounding  the  vital  interests  of  Christianity  with  the! 
extravagant  and  usurped  claims  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  defend-l 
ing  his  cause  with  ardour  worthy  of  a  better. 

While  moving  onward  in  this  contemplative  mood,  he  could  not] 
help  thinking  more  than  once  that  he  saw  in  his  path  the  form  of  i 
female  dressed  in  white  who  appeared  in  the  attitude  of  lamentation.l 
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But  the  impression  was  only  momentary,  and  whenever  he  looked 
steadily  to  the  point  where  he  conceived  the  figure  appeared,  it 
always  proved  that  he  had  mistaken  some  natural  object,  a  white 
crag,  or  the  trunk  of  a  decayed  birch-tree  with  its  silver  bark,  for  the 
appearance  in  question. 

Father  Eustace  had  dwelt  too  long*  in  Rome  to  partake  the  super- 
stitious feelings  of  the  more  ignorant  Scottish  clergy ;  yet  he  cer- 
tainly thought  it  extraordinary,  that  so  strong  an  impression  should 
have  been  made  on  his  mind  by  the  legend  of  the  Sacristan.  "  It  is 
strange,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  that  this  story,  which  doubtless  was 
the  invention  of  Brother  Philip  to  cover  his  own  impropriety  of  con- 
duct, should  run  so  much  in  my  head,  and  disturb  my  more  serious 
thoughts — I  am  wont,  I  think,  to  have  more  command  over  my 
senses.  I  will  repeat  my  prayers,  and  banish  such  folly  from  my 
recollection. 

The  monk  accordingly  began  with  devotion  to  tell  his  beads,  in 
pursuance  of  the  prescribed  rule  of  his  order,  and  was  not  again  dis- 
turbed by  any  wanderings  of  the  imagination,  until  he  found  himself 
beneath  the  little  fortalice  of  Glendearg. 

Dame  Glendinning,  who  stood  at  the  gate,  set  up  a  shout  of  sur- 
prise and  joy  at  seeing  the  good  father.  "  Martin,"  she  said,  "  Jas- 
per, where  be  a'  the  folk? — help  the  right  reverend  Sub-Prior  to  dis- 
mount, and  take  his  mule  from  him. — O  father!  God  has  sent  you  in 
our  need — 1  was  just  going  to  send  man  and  horse  to  the  convent, 
though  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  give  so  much  trouble  to  your  rever- 
ences." 

"  Our  trouble  matters  not,  good  dame,"  said  Father  Eustace ;  "  in 
what  can  I  pleasure  you?    I  came  hither  to  visit  the  Lady  of  Avenel." 

"  Well-a-day ! "  said  Dame  Alice,  "and  it  was  on  her  part  that  I 
had  the  boldness  to  think  of  summoning  you,  for  the  good  lady  will 
never  be  able  to  wear  over  the  day !— Would  it  please  you  to  go  to 
her  chamber?" 

"Hath  she  not  been  shriven  by  Father  Philip?"  said  the  monk. 

"  Shriven  she  was,"  said  the  Dame  of  Glendearg,  "  and  by  Father 
Philip,  as  your  reverence  truly  says— but — I  wish  it  may  have  been  a 
clean  shrift — Methought  Father  Philip  looked  but  moody  upon  it — 

and  there  was  a  book  which  he  took  away  with  him,  that "     She 

paused  as  if  unwilling  to  proceed. 

"  Speak  out,  Dame  Glendinning,"  said  the  Father ;  "  with  us  it  is 
your  duty  to  have  no  secrets." 

"  Nay,  if  it  please  your  reverence,  it  is  not  that  I  would  keep  any- 
thing from  your  reverence's  knowledge,  but  I  fear  I  should  preju- 
dice the  lady  in  your  opinion ;  for  she  is  an  excellent  lady — months 
and  years  has  she  dwelt  in  this  tower,  and  none  more  exemplary  than 
she ;  but  this  matter,  doubtless,  she  will  explain  it  herself  to  your 
reverence." 

"  I  desire  first  to  know  it  from  you,  Dame  Glendinning,"  said  the 
monk  ;  " and  I  again  repeat,  it  is  your  duty  to  tell  it  to  me." 

"  This  book,  if  it  please  your  reverence,  which  Father  Philip  re- 
i  moved  from  Glendearg,  was  this  morning  returned  to  us  in  a  strange 
manner,"  said  the  good  widow. 
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"  Returned ! "  said  the  monk ;  "  How  mean  you  ?  " 

"  I  mean,"  answered  Dame  Glendinning,  "  that  it  was  brought  back 
to  the  tower  of  Glendearg,  the  saints  best  know  how — that  same  book 
which  Father  Philip  carried  with  him  but  yesterday.  Old  Martin, 
that  is  my  tasker  and  the  lady's  servant,  was  driving1  out  the  cows  to 
the  pasture — for  we  have  three  good  milk-cows,  reverend  father, 
blessed  be  Saint  Waldave,  and  thanks  to  the  holy  Monastery " 

The  monk  groaned  with  impatience ;  but  he  remembered  that  a 
woman  of  the  good  dame's  condition  was  like  a  top,  which,  if  you  let 
it  spin  on  untouched,  must  at  last  come  to  a  pause  ;  but,  if  you  inter- 
rupt it  by  flogging,  there  is  no  end  to  its  gyrations.  "  But  to  speak 
no  more  of  the  cows,  your  reverence,  though  they  are  likely  cattle  as 
ever  were  tied  to  a  stake,  the  tasker  was  driving  them  out,  and  the 
lads,  that  is  my  Halbert  and  my  Edward,  that  your  reverence  has 
seen  at  church  on  holidays,  and  especially  Halbert, — for  you  patted 
him  on  the  head  and  gave  him  a  brooch  of  Saint  Cuthbert,  which  he 
wears  in  his  bonnet,  —  and  little  Mary  Avenel,  that  is  the  lady's 
daughter,  they  ran  all  after  the  cattle,  and  began  to  play  up  and 
down  the  pasture,  as  young  folk  will,  your  reverence.  And  at  length 
they  lost  sight  of  Martin  and  the  cows ;  and  they  began  to  run  up  a 
little  cleugh  which  we  call  Corri-nan-Shian,  where  there  is  a  wee 
bit  stripe  of  a  burn,  and  they  saw  there — Good  guide  us ! — a  White 
Woman  sitting  on  the  burn-side  wringing  her  hands — so  the  bairns 
were  frighted  to  see  a  strange  woman  sitting  there,  all  but  Halbert, 
who  will  be  sixteen  come  Whitsuntide ;  and,  besides,  he  never  feared 
ony  thing — and  when  they  went  up  to  her — behold  she  was  passed 
away ! " 

"  For  shame,  good  woman  ! "  said  Father  Eustace ;  "  a  woman  of 
your  sense  to  listen  to  a  tale  so  idle ! — the  young  folk  told  you  a  lie, 
and  that  was  all." 

"  Nay,  sir,  it  was  more  than  that,"  said  the  old  dame  ;  "  for,  besides 
that  they  never  told  me  a  lie  in  their  lives,  I  must  warn  you  that  on 
the  very  ground  where  the  White  Woman  was  sitting,  they  found  the 
Lady  of  Avenel's  book,  and  brought  it  with  them  to  the  tower." 

"That  is  worthy  of  mark  at  least,"  said  the  monk.  "Know  you 
no  other  copy  of  this  volume  within  these  bounds?" 

"None,  your  reverence,"  returned  Elspeth;  "why  should  there? — 
no  one  could  read  it  were  there  twenty." 

"  Then  you  are  sure  it  is  the  very  same  volume  which  you  gave  to' 
Father  Philip?"  said  the  monk. 

"As  sure  as  that  I  now  speak  with  your  reverence." 

"  It  is  most  singular ! "  said  the  monk ;  and  he  walked  across  the 
room  in  a  musing  posture. 

"  I  have  been  upon  nettles  to  hear  what  your  reverence  would  say," 
continued  Dame  Glendinning,  "respecting  this  matter.  There  is 
nothing  I  would  not  do  for  the  Lady  of  Avenel  and  her  family,  and 
that  has  been  proved,  and  for  her  servants  to  boot,  both  Martin  and 
Tibb,  although  Tibb  is  not  so  civil  sometimes  as  altogether  I  have  a 
right  to  expect ;  but  I  cannot  think  it  beseeming  to  have  angels,  or 
ghosts,  or  fairies,  or  the  like,  waiting  upon  a  leddy  when  she  is  in 
another  woman's  house,  in  respect  it  is  no  ways  creditable.     Ony 
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thing"  she  had  to  do  was  always  done  to  her  hand,  without  costing 
her  either  pain3  or  pence,  as  a  country  body  says ;  and  besides  the 
discredit,  I  cannot  but  think  that  there  is  no  safety  in  having'  such 
unchancy  creatures  about  ane.  But  I  have  tied  red  thread  round 
the  bairns's  throats  "  (so  her  fondness  still  called  them),  "  and  given 
ilk  ane  of  them  a  riding-wand  of  rowan-tree,  forby  sewing  up  a  slip 
of  witch-elm  into  their  doublets  ;  and  I  wish  to  know  of  your  rever- 
ence if  there  be  ony  thing*  mair  that  a  lone  woman  can  do  in  the 
matter  of  ghosts  and  fairies?— -Be  here!  that  I  should  have  named 
their  unlucky  names  twice  ower ! " 

"  Dame  Glendinning,"  answered  the  monk,  somewhat  abruptly, 
when  the  good  woman  had  finished  her  narrative,  "  I  pray  you,  do 
you  know  the  miller's  daughter  ?  " 

"  Did  I  know  Kate  Happer  ? "  replied  the  widow ;  "  as  well  as  the 
beggar  knows  his  dish— a  canty  quean  was  Kate,  and  a  special  cum- 
mer of  my  ain  may  be  twenty  years  syne." 

"  She  cannot  be  the  wench  I  mean,"  said  Father  Eustace ;  "  she 
after  whom  I  inquire  is  scarce  fifteen,  a  black-eyed  girl — you  may 
have  seen  her  at  the  kirk." 

"  Your  reverence  must  be  in  the  right ;  and  she  is  my  cummer's 
niece,  doubtless,  that  you  are  pleased  to  speak  of:  But  I  thank  God 
I  have  always  been  too  duteous  in  attention  to  the  mass,  to  know 
whether  young  wenches  have  black  eyes  or  green  ones." 

The  good  Father  had  so  much  of  the  world  about  him,  that  he  was 
unable  to  avoid  smiling,  when  the  dame  boasted  her  absolute  resist- 
ance to  a  temptation,  which  was  not  quite  so  liable  to  beset  her  as 
those  of  the  other  sex. 

"Perhaps,  then,"  he  said,  "you  know  her  usual  dress,  Dame 
Glendinning  ?  " 

"Ay,  ay,  Father,"  answered  the  dame  readily  enough,  "  a  white 
kirtle  the  wench  wears,  to  hide  the  dust  of  the  mill,  no  doubt — and 
a  blue  hood,  thatrmight  weel  be  spared,  for  pridefulness." 

"  Then,  may  it  not  be  she,"  said  the  Father,  "  who  has  brought 
back  this  book,  and  stepped  out  of  the  way  when  the  children  came 
near  her  ?  " 

The  dame  paused — was  unwilling  to  combat  the  solution  suggested 
by  the  monk — but  was  at  a  loss  to  conceive  why  the  lass  of  the  mill 
should  come  so  far  from  home  into  so  wild  a  corner  merely  to  leave 
an  old  book  with  three  children,  from  whose  observation  she  wished 
to  conceal  herself.  Above  all,  she  could  not  understand  why,  since 
she  had  acquaintances  in  the  family,  and  since  the  Dame  Glendinning 
had  always  paid  her  mulcture  and  knaveship  duly,  the  said  lass  of 
the  mill  had  not  come  in  to  rest  herself  and  eat  a  morsel,  and  tell 
her  the  current  news  of  the  water. 

These  very  objections  satisfied  the  monk  that  his  conjectures  were 
right.  "  Dame,"  he  said,  "  you  must  be  cautious  in  what  you  say. 
This  is  an  instance — I  would  it  were  the  sole  one — of  the  power  of 
the  Enemy  in  these  days.  The  matter  must  be  sifted  with  a  curious 
and  careful  hand." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Elspeth,  trying  to  catch  and  chime  in  with  the  ideas 
of  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I  have  often  thought  the  miller's  folk  at  the 
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Monastery-mill  were  far  over  careless  in  sifting1  our  m elder,  and  m 
bolting*  it  too— some  folk  say  they  will  not  stick  at  whiles  to  put  in 
a  handful  of  ashes  amongst  Christian  folk's  corn-meal." 

"  That  shall  be  looked  after  also,  dame,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  not 
displeased  to  see  that  the  good  old  woman  went  off  on  a  false  scent ; 
"  and  now,  by  your  leave,  I  will  see  this  lady — do  you  go  before,  and 
prepare  her  to  see  me." 

Dame  Glendinning  left  the  lower  apartment  accordingly,  which 
the  monk  paced  in  anxious  reflection,  considering  how  he  might  best 
discharge,  with  humanity  as  well  as  with  eifect,  the  important  duty 
imposed  on  him.  He  resolved  to  approach  the  bedside  of  the  sick 
person  with  reprimands,  mitigated  only  by  a  feeling  for  her  weak 
condition — he  determined,  in  case  of  her  reply,  to  which  late  examples  I 
of  hardened  heretics  might  encourage  her,  to  be  prepared  with 
answers  to  their  customary  scruples.  High  fraught,  also,  with  zeal 
against  her  unauthorised  intrusion  into  the  priestly  function,  by  study 
of  the  Sacred  Scriptures,  he  imagined  to  himself  the  answers  which 
one  of  the  modern  school  of  heresy  might  return  to  him — the  victori- 
ous refutation  which  should  lay  the  disputant  prostrate  at  the  Con- 
fessor's mercy — and  the  healing,  yet  awful  exhortation,  which,  under 
pain  of  refusing  the  last  consolations  of  religion,  he  designed  to  make 
to  the  penitent,  conjuring  her,  as  she  loved  her  own  soul's  welfare, 
to  disclose  to  him  what  she  knew  of  the  dark  mystery  of  iniquity,  by 
which  heresies  were  introduced  into  the  most  secluded  spots  of  the 
very  patrimony  of  the  church  herself— what  agents  they  had  who 
could  thus  glide,  as  it  were  unseen,  from  place  to  place,  bring  back 
the  volume  which  the  Church  had  interdicted  to  the  spots  from  which 
it  had  been  removed  under  her  express  auspices ;  and  who,  by  en- 
couraging the  daring  and  profane  thirst  after  knowledge  forbidden 
and  useless  to  the  laity,  had  encouraged  the  fisher  of  souls  to  use  with 
effect  his  old  bait  of  ambition  and  vain-glory. 

Much  of  this  premeditated  disputation  escaped  the  good  father, 
when  Elspeth  returned,  her  tears  flowing  faster  than  her  apron  could 
dry  them,  and  made  him  a  signal  to  follow  her.  "  How,"  said  the 
monk,  "  is  she  then  so  near  her  end  ? — nay,  the  church  must  not 
break  or  bruise,  when  comfort  is  yet  possible ;"  and  forgetting  his 
polemics,  the  good  Sub-Prior  hastened  to  the  little  apartment,  where, 
on  the  wretched  bed  which  she  had  occupied  since  her  misfortunes 
had  driven  her  to  the  Tower  of  Glendearg,  the  widow  of  Walter 
A ven el  had  rendered  up  her  spirit  to  her  Creator.  "  My  God  ! "  ] 
said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  and  has  my  unfortunate  dallying  suffered  her 
to  depart  without  the  Church's  consolation !  Look  to  her,  dame," 
he  exclaimed  with  eager  impatience ;  "  is  there  not  yet  a  sparkle  of 
the  life  left  ? — may  she  not  be  recalled— recalled  but  for  a  moment  ? 
—  Oh  !  would  that  she  could  express,  but  by  the  most  imperfect  word 
— but  by  the  most  feeble  motion,  her  acquiescence  in  the  needful 
task  of  penitential  prayer ! — Does  she  not  breathe  ? — Art  thou  sure 
she  doth  not?" 

"  She  will  never  breathe  more,"  said  the  matron.  "  Ohl^  the  poor 
fatherless  girl — now  motherless  also — Oh,  the  kind  companion  I  have 
had  these  many  years,  whom  I  shall  never  see  again !    But  she  is  in 
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heaven  for  certain,  if  ever  woman  went  there ;  for  a  woman  of  better 
life " 

"  Wo  to  me,"  said  the  good  monk,  "  if  indeed  she  went  not  hence 
in  good  assurance — wo  to  the  reckless  shepherd,  who  suffered  the 
wolf  to  carry  a  choice  one  from  the  flock,  while  he  busied  himself 
with  trimming'  his  sling  and  his  staff  to  give  the  monster  battle ! 
Oh  !  if  in  the  long  hereafter,  aught  but  weal  should  that  poor  spirit 
share,  what  has  my  delay  cost ! — the  value  of  an  immortal  soul !  " 

He  then  approached  the  body,  full  of  the  deep  remorse  natural  to 
a  good  man  of  his  persuasion,  who  devoutly  believed  the  doctrines  of 
the  Catholic  Church.  "  Ay/'  said  he,  gazing  on  the  pallid  corpse, 
from  which  the  spirit  had  parted  so  placidly  as  to  leave  a  smile  upon 
the  thin  blue  lips,  which  had  been  so  long  wasted  by  decay  that  they 
had  parted  with  the  last  breath  of  animation  without  the  slightest 
convulsive  tremor — "  Ay,"  said  Father  Eustace,  "  there  lies  the  faded 
tree,  and,  as  it  fell,  so  it  lies — awful  thought  for  me,  should  my 
neglect  have  left  it  to  descend  in  an  evil  direction!"  He  then 
again  and  again  conjured  Dame  Glendinning  to  tell  him  what  she 
knew  of  the  demeanour  and  ordinary  walk  of  the  deceased. 

All  tended  to  the  high  honour  of  the  deceased  lady ;  for  her  com- 
panion, who  admired  her  sufficiently  while  alive,  notwithstanding 
some  trifling  points  of  jealousy,  now  idolised  her  after  her  death,  and 
could  think  of  no  attribute  of  praise  with  which  she  did  not  adorn 
her  memory. 

Indeed,  the  Lady  of  Avenel,  however  she  might  privately  doubt 
some  of  the  doctrines  announced  by  the  Church  of  Rome,  and 
although  she  had  probably  tacitly  appealed  from  that  corrupted 
system  of  Christianity  to  the  volume  on  which  Christianity  itself  is 
founded,  had  nevertheless  been  regular  in  her  attendance  on  the 
worship  of  the  church,  not,  perhaps,  extending  her  scruples  so  far  as 
to  break  off  communion.  Such  indeed  was  the  first  sentiment  of  the 
earlier  reformers,  who  seem  to  have  studied,  for  a  time  at  least,  to 
avoid  a  schism,  until  the  violence  of  the  Pope  rendered  it  inevitable. 

Father  Eustace,  on  the  present  occasion,  listened  with  eagerness 
to  everything  which  could  lead  to  assure  him  of  the  lady's  orthodoxy 
in  the  main  points  of  belief;  for  his  conscience  reproached  him 
sorely,  that,  instead  of  protracting  conversation  with  the  Dame  of 
Glendearg,  he  had  not  instantly  hastened  where  his  presence  was  so 
necessary.  "  If,"  he  said,  addressing  the  dead  body,  "  thou  art  yet 
Tee  from  the  utmost  penalty  due  to  the  followers  of  false  doctrine — 
if  thou  dost  but  suffer  for  a  time,  to  expiate  faults  done  in  the  body, 
3ut  partaking  of  mortal  frailty  more  than  of  deadly  sin,  fear  not  that 
thy  abode  shall  be  long  in  the  penal  regions  to  which  thou  mayest  be 
doomed—if  vigils— if  masses — if  penance— if  maceration  of  my  body, 
till  it  resembles  that  extenuated  form  which  the  soul  hath  abandoned, 
may  assure  thy  deliverance.  The  Holy  Church — the  godly  founda- 
tion—our blessed  Patroness  herself,  shall  intercede  for  one  whose 
errors  were  counterbalanced  by  so  many  virtues. — Leave  me,  dame 
—here,  and  by  her  bedside,  will  I  perform  those  duties  which  this 
piteous  case  demands ! " 

Elspeth  left  the  monk,  who  employed  himself  in  fervent  and 
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sincere,  though  erroneous  prayers,  for  the  weal  of  the  departed 
spirit.  For  an  hour  he  remained  in  the  apartment  of  death,  and 
then  returned  to  the  hall,  where  he  found  the  still  weeping  friend  of 
the  deceased. 

But  it  would  be  injustice  to  Mrs  Elspeth  Glendinning's  hospitality, 
if  we  suppose  her  to  have  been  weeping  during  this  long  interval,  or 
rather  if  we  suppose  her  so  entirely  absorbed  by  the  tribute  of  sorrow 
which  she  paid  frankly  and  plentifully  to  her  deceased  friend,  as  to 
be  incapable  of  attending  to  the  rights  of  hospitality  due  to  the  holy 
visitor — who  was  confessor  at  once,  and  Sub-Prior — mighty  in  all 
religious  and  secular  considerations,  so  far  as  the  vassals  of  the 
Monastery  were  interested. 

Her  barley-bread  had  been  toasted — her  choicest  cask  of  home- 
brewed ale  had  been  broached — her  best  butter  had  been  placed  on 
the  hall  table,  along  with  her  most  savoury  ham  and  her  choicest 
cheese,  ere  she  abandoned  herself  to  the  extremity  of  sorrow  ;  and  it 
was  not  till  she  had  arranged  her  little  repast  neatly  on  the  board, 
that  she  sat  down  in  the  chimney  corner,  threw  her  checked  apron 
over  her  head,  and  gave  way  to  the  current  of  tears  and  sobs.  In  this 
there  was  no  grimace  or  affectation.  The  good  dame  held  the 
honours  of  her  house  to  be  as  essential  a  duty,  especially  when  a 
monk  was  her  visitant,  as  any  other  pressing  call  upon  her  con- 
science ;  nor  until  these  were  suitably  attended  to  did  she  find  herselfi 
at  liberty  to  indulge  her  sorrow  for  her  departed  friend. 

When  she  was  conscious  of  the  Sub-Prior's  presence,  she  rose  with 
the  same  attention  to  his  reception  ;  but  he  declined  all  the  offers  of 
hospitality  with  which  she  endeavoured  to  tempt  him.  Not  her 
butter,  as  yellow  as  gold,  and  the  best,  she  assured  him,  that  was 
made  in  the  patrimony  of  Saint  Mary — not  the  barley-scones,  which 
"  the  departed  saint,  God  sain  her  !  used  to  say  were  so  good  " — noj 
the  ale,  nor  any  other  cates  which  poor  Elspeth's  stores  afforded, 
could  prevail  on  the  Sub-Prior  to  break  his  fast. 

"  This  day,"  he  said,  "  I  must  not  taste  food  until  the  sun  go  down, 
happy  if,  in  so  doing,  I  can  expiate  my  own  negligence — happier 
still,  if  my  sufferings  of  this  trifling  nature,  undertaken  in  pure  faith 
and  singleness  of  heart,  may  benefit  the  soul  of  the  deceased.  Yet, 
dame,"  he  added,  "  I  may  not  so  far  forget  the  living  in  my  cares  for 
the  dead,  as  to  leave  behind  me  that  book,  which  is  to  the  ignorant 
what,  to  our  first  parents,  the  tree  of  Knowledge  of  Good  and  Evil 
unhappily  proved — excellent  indeed  in  itself,  but  fatal  because  used 
by  those  to  whom  it  is  prohibited." 

"  Oh,  blithely,  reverend  father,"  said  the  widow  of  Simon  Glen4 
dinning,  "  will  I  give  you  the  book,  if  so  be  I  can  wile  it  from  the 
bairns ;  and  indeed,  poor  things,  as  the  case  stands  with  them  even 
now,  you  might  take  the  heart  out  of  their  bodies,  and  they  nevei 
find  it  out,  they  are  sae  begrutten."  x 

"  Give  them  this  missal  instead,  good  dame,"  said  the  Father, 
drawing  from  his  pocket  one  which  was  curiously  illuminated  with 
paintings,  "  and  I  will  come  myself,  or  send  one  at  a  fitting  time,  and 
teach  them  the  meaning  of  these  pictures." 

1  Begrutten— over-weeped. 
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"  The  bonny  images  !  "  said  Dame  Glendinning,  forgetting"  for  an 
instant  her  grief  in  her  admiration,  "  and  weel  I  wot,"  added  she,  "it 
is  another  sort  of  a  book  than  the  poor  Lady  of  Avenel's ;  and 
blessed  might  we  have  been  this  day,  if  your  reverence  had  found  the 
way  up  the  glen,  instead  of  Father  Philip,  though  the  Sacristan  is  a 
powerful  man  too,  and  speaks  as  if  he  would  ger  the  house  fly  abroad, 
save  that  the  walls  are  gey  thick.  Simon's  forebears  (may  he  and 
they  be  blessed  !)  took  care  of  that." 

The  monk  ordered  his  mule,  and  was  about  to  take  his  leave  ;  and 
the  good  dame  was  still  delaying  him  with  questions  about  the 
funeral,  when  a  horseman,  armed  and  accoutred,  rode  into  the  little 
court-yard  which  surrounded  the  Keep. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

For  since  they  rode  among  our  doors 
With  splent  on  spauld  and  rusty  spurs, 
There  grows  no  fruit  into  our  furs; 

Thus  said  John  Up-on-land. 

Bannatyne  MS. 

The  Scottish  laws,  which  were  as  wisely  and  judiciously  made  as 
they  were  carelessly  and  ineffectually  executed,  had  in  vain  endea- 
voured to  restrain  the  damage  done  to  agriculture,  by  the  chiefs  and 
landed  proprietors  retaining  in  their  service  what  were  called  jack- 
men,  from  the  jack,  or  doublet  quilted  with  iron,  which  they  wore  as 
defensive  armour.  These  military  retainers  conducted  themselves 
with  great  insolence  towards  the  industrious  part  of  the  community 
— lived  in  a  great  measure  by  plunder,  and  were  ready  to  execute 
any  commands  of  their  master,  however  unlawful.  In  adopting  this 
mode  of  life,  men  resigned  the  quiet  hopes  and  regular  labours  of 
industry,  for  an  unsettled,  precarious,  and  dangerous  trade,  which 
yet  had  such  charms  for  those  once  accustomed  to  it,  that  they 
became  incapable  of  following  any  other.  Hence  the  complaint  of 
John  Upland,  a  fictitious  character,  representing  a  countryman,  into 
whose  mouth  the  poets  of  the  day  put  their  general  satires  upon 
men  and  manners : 

'*  They  ride  about  m  such  a  rage, 
By  forest,  frith,  and  field, 

With  buckler,  bow,  and  brand. 
Lo  !  where  they  ride  out  through  the  rye  ! 
The  Devil  mot  save  the  company, 

Quoth  John  Up-on-land." 

Christie  of  the  Clin  thill,  the  horseman  who  now  arrived  at  the 
little  Tower  of  Glendearg,  was  one  of  the  hopeful  company  of  whom 
the  poet  complains,  as  was  indicated  by  his  "  splent  on  spauld " 
(iron-plates  on  his  shoulder),  his  rusted  spurs,  and  his  long  lance. 
An  iron  skull-cap,  none  of  the  brightest,  bore  for  distinction  a  sprig 
of  the  holly,  which  was  Avenel's  badge.     A  long  two-edged  straight 
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sword,  having1  a  handle  made  of  polished  oak,  nung  down  by  his  side. 
The  meagre  condition  of  his  horse,  and  the  wild  and  emaciated  look 
of  the  rider,  showed  their  occupation  could  not  he  accounted  an 
easy  or  a  thriving*  one.  He  saluted  Dame  Glendinning  with  little 
courtesy,  and  the  monk  with  less  ;  for  the  growing*  disrespect  to  the 
religious  orders  had  not  failed  to  extend  itself  among"  a  class  of  men 
of  such  disorderly  habits,  although  it  may  be  supposed  they  were 
tolerably  indifferent  alike  to  the  new  or  the  ancient  doctrines. 

"  So,  our  lady  is  dead,  Dame  Glendinning  ?  "  said  the  jack-man ; 
"  my  master  has  sent  you  even  now  a  fat  bullock  for  her  mart — 
it  may  serve  for  her  funeral.  I  have  left  him  in  the  upper  cleug*h,  as 
he  is  somewhat  kenspeckle,1  and  is  marked  both  with  cut  and  birn — 
the  sooner  the  skin  is  off,  and  he  is  in  saultfat,  the  less  like  you  are  to 
have  trouble — you  understand  me  ?  Let  me  have  a  peck  of  corn  for 
my  horse,  and  beef  and  beer  for  myself,  for  I  must  go  into  the  Monas- 
tery— though  I  think  this  monk  here  might  do  mine  errand." 

"  Thine  errand,  rude  man ! "  said  the  Sub-Prior,  knitting*  his 
brows 

"  For  God's  sake  !"  cried  poor  Dame  Glendinning,  terrified  at  the 
idea  of  a  quarrel  between  them, — "  O  Christie  !— it  is  the  Sub-Prior 
— O  reverend  sir,  it  is  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  the  laird's  chief  jack- 
man  ;  ye  know  that  little  havings  can  be  expected  from  the  like  o' 
them." 

"  Are  you  a  retainer  of  the  Laird  of  Avenel  ? "  said  the  monk,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  the  horseman,  "  and  do  you  speak  thus  rudely  to 
a  brother  of  Saint  Mary's,  to  whom  thy  master  is  so  much  beholden  ?  " 

"  He  means  to  be  yet  more  beholden  to  your  house,  Sir  Monk," 
answered  the  fellow ;  "  for  hearing  his  sister-in-law,  the  widow  of 
Walter  of  Avenel,  was  on  her  death-bed,  he  sent  me  to  say  to  the 
Father  Abbot  and  the  brethren,  that  he  will  hold  the  funeral-feast  at 
their  convent,  and  invites  himself  thereto,  with  a  score  of  horse, 
and  some  friends,  and  to  abide  there  for  three  days  and  three  nights, 
— having  horse-meat  and  men's  meat  at  the  charge  of  the  community ; 
of  which  his  intention  he  sends  due  notice,  that  fitting  preparation 
may  be  timeously  made." 

"  Friend,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  believe  not  that  I  will  do  to  the 
Father  Abbot  the  indignity  of  delivering  such  an  errand — Think'st 
thou  the  goods  of  the  Church  were  bestowed  upon  her  by  holy  princes 
and  pious  nobles,  now  dead  and  gone,  to  be  consumed  in  revelry  by 
every  profligate  layman  who  numbers  in  his  train  more  followers  than 
he  can  support  by  honest  means,  or  by  his  own  incomings  ?  Tell  thy 
master,  from  the  Sub-Prior  of  Saint  Mary's,  that  the  Primate  hath 
issued  his  commands  to  us  that  we  submit  no  longer  to  this  compul- 
sory exaction  of  hospitality  on  slight  or  false  pretences.  Our  lands 
and  goods  were  given  to  relieve  pilgrims  and  pious  persons,  not  to 
feast  bands  of  rude  soldiers." 

"  This  to  me !  "  said  the  angry  spearman,  "  this  to  me  and  to  my 
master — Look  to  yourself  then,  Sir  Priest,  and  try  if  Ave  and  Credo 
will  keep  bullocks  from  wandering,  and  hay-stalks  from  burning." 

1  Kenspeckle — that  which  is  easily  recognised  by  the  eye. 
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"  Dost  thou  menace  the  Holy  Church's  patrimony  with  waste  and 
fire-raising,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  and  that  in  the  face  of  the  sun  ?  1 
call  on  all  who  hear  me  to  bear  witness  to  the  words  this  ruffian  has 
spoken.  Remember  how  the  Lord  James  drowned  such  as  you  by 
scores  in  the  black  pool  at  Jeddart. — To  him  and  to  the  Primate 
will  I  complain."  The  soldier  shifted  the  position  of  his  lance,  and 
brought  it  down  to  a  level  with  the  monk's  body. 

Dame  Glendinning  began  to  shriek  for  assistance.  "  Tibb  Tac- 
ket !  Martin !  where  be  ye  all  ?— Christie,  for  the  love  of  God,  con- 
sider he  is  a  man  of  Holy  Kirk ! " 

"  I  care  not  for  his  spear,"  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  if  I  am  slain  in 
defending  the  rights  and  privileges  of  my  community,  the  Primate 
will  know  how  to  take  vengeance." 

"  Let  him  look  to  himself,"  said  Christie,  but  at  the  same  time  de- 
positing his  lance  against  the  wall  of  the  tower ;  "  if  the  Fife  men 
spoke  true  who  came  hither  with  the  Governor  in  the  last  raid, 
Norman  Leslie  has  him  at  feud,  and  is  like  to  set  him  hard.  We 
know  Norman  a  true  bloodhound,  who  will  never  quit  the  slot.  But 
I  had  no  design  to  offend  the  holy  father,"  he  added,  thinking  per- 
haps he  had  gone  a  little  too  far  ;  "  I  am  a  rude  man,  bred  to  lance  and 
stirrup,  and  not  used  to  deal  with  book-learned  men  and  priests  ;  and 
I  am  willing  to  ask  his  forgiveness  and  his  blessing,  if  I  have  said 
aught  amiss." 

"  For  God's  sake,  your  reverence,"  said  the  widow  of  Glendearg 
apart  to  the  Sub-Prior,  "  bestow  on  him  your  forgiveness — how  shall 
we  poor  folk  sleep  in  security  in  the  dark  nights,  if  the  Convent  is  at 
feud  with  such  men  as  he  is  ?" 

"  You  are  right,  dame,"  said  the  Sub-Prior  ;"  "  your  safety  should, 
and  must,  be  in  the  first  instance  consulted.— Soldier,  I  forgive  thee, 
and  may  God  bless  thee  and  send  thee  honesty." 

Christie  of  the  Clin  thill  made  an  unwilling  inclination  with  his 
head,  and  muttered  apart,  "  That  is  as  much  as  to  say,  God  send  thee 
starvation. — But  now  to  my  master's  demand,  Sir  Priest :  What 
answer  am  I  to  return  ?  " 

"  That  the  body  of  the  wMow  of  Walter  of  Avenel,"  answered  the 
Father,  "  shall  be  interred  as  becomes  her  rank,  and  in  the  tomb  of 
her  valiant  husband.  For  your  master's  proffered  visit  of  three  days, 
with  such  a  company  and  retinue,  I  have  no  authority  to  reply  to  it ; 
you  must  intimate  your  Chiefs  purpose  to  the  Reverend  Lord  Abbot." 

"  That  will  cost  me  a  farther  ride,"  said  the  man,  "  but  it  is  all  in  the 
day's  work. — How  now,  my  lad,"  said  he  to  Halbert,  who  was  hand- 
ling the  long  lance  which  he  had  laid  aside  ;  "  how  do  you  like  such 
a  plaything  ? — will  you  go  with  me  and  be  a  moss-trooper  ? " 

"  The  Saints  in  their  mercy  forbid !  "  said  the  poor  mother ;  and 
then,  afraid  of  having  displeased  Christie  by  the  vivacity  of  her  ex- 
clamation, she  followed  it  up  by  explaining,  that  since  Simon's  death 
she  could  not  look  on  a  spear  or  a  bow,  or  any  implement  of  destruc- 
tion without  trembling. 

"  Pshaw !  "  answered  Christie,  "  thou  shouldst  take  another  hus- 
band, dame,  and  drive  such  follies  out  of  thy  thoughts — what  sayst 
thou  to  such  a  strapping  lad  as  I  ?    Why,  this  old  tower  of  thine  is 
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fencible  enough,  and  there  is  no  want  of  cleughs  and  crags,  and  bogs, 
and  thickets,  if  one  was  set  hard  ;  a  man  might  bide  here  and  keep 
his  half-score  of  lads,  and  as  many  geldings,  and  live  on  what  he 
could  lay  his  hand  on,  and  be  kind  to  thee,  old  wench." 

"Alas!  Master  Christie,"  said  the  matron,  "  that  you  should  talk 
to  a  lone  woman  in  such  a  fashion,  and  death  in  the  house  besides !  " 

"  Lone  woman !— why,  that  is  the  very  reason  thou  shouldst  take  a 
mate.  Thy  old  friend  is  dead,  why,  good— choose  thou  another  of 
somewhat  tougher  frame,  and  that  will  not  die  of  the  pip  like  a  young 
chicken. — Better  still — Come,  dame,  let  me  have  something  to  eat, 
and  we  will  talk  more  of  this.'1 

Dame  Elspeth,  though  she  well  knew  the  character  of  the  man, 
whom  in  fact  she  both  disliked  and  feared,  could  not  help  simpering 
at  the  personal  address  which  he  thought  proper  to  make  to  her. 
She  whispered  to  the  Sub-Prior,  "  ony  thing  just  to  keep  him  quiet," 
and  went  into  the  tower  to  set  before  the  soldier  the  food  he  desired, 
trusting,  betwixt  good  cheer  and  the  power  of  her  own  charms,  to 
keep  Christie  of  the  Clinthill  so  well  amused,  that  the  altercation 
betwixt  him  and  the  holy  father  should  not  be  renewed. 

The  Sub-Prior  was  equally  unwilling  to  hazard  any  unnecessary 
rupture  between  the  community  and  such  a  person  as  Julian  of 
Avenel.  He  was  sensible  that  moderation,  as  well  as  firmness,  was 
necessary  to  support  the  tottering  cause  of  the  Church  of  Rome ; 
and  that,  contrary  to  former  times,  the  quarrels  betwixt  the  clergy 
and  laity  had,  in  the  present,  usually  terminated  to  the  advantage  of 
the  latter.  He  resolved,  therefore,  to  avoid  farther  strife  by  with- 
drawing, but  failed  not,  in  the  first  place,  to  possess  himself  of  the 
volume  which  the  Sacristan  carried  off  the  evening  before,  and  which 
had  been  returned  to  the  glen  in  such  a  marvellous  manner. 
b  Edward,  the  younger  of  Dame  Elspeth's  boys,  made  great  objec- 
tions to  the  books  being  removed,  in  which  Mary  would  probably 
have  joined,  but  that  she  was  now  in  her  little  sleeping-chamber  with 
Tibb,  who  was  exerting  her  simple  skill  to  console  the  young  lady 
for  her  mother's  death.  But  the  younger  Glendinning  stood  up  in 
defence  of  her  property,  and,  with  a  positiveness  which  had  hitherto 
made  no  part  of  his  character,  declared,  that  now  the  kind  lady  was 
dead,  the  book  was  Mary's,  and  no  one  but  Mary  should  have  it. 

"  But  if  it  is  not  a  fit  book  for  Mary  to  read,  my  dear  boy,"  said  the 
Father  gently,  "  you  would  not  wish  it  to  remain  with  her?  " 

"  The  lady  read  it,"  answered  the  young  champion  of  property ; 
"  and  so  it  could  not  be  wrong — it  shall  not  be  taken  away. — I  won- 
der where  Halbert  is?— listening  to  the  bravading  tales  of  gay 
Christie,  I  reckon — he  is  always  wishing  for  fighting,  and  now  he  is 
out  of  the  way." 

"  Why,  Edward,  you  would  not  fight  with  me,  who  am  both  a  priest 
and  an  old  man?" 

"  If  you  were  as  good  a  priest  as  the  Pope,"  said  the  boy,  "  and  as 
old  as  the  hills  to  boot,  you  shall  not  carry  away  Mary's  book  without 
her  leave.     1  will  do  battle  for  it." 

"  But  see  you,  my  love,"  said  the  monk,  amused  with  the  resolute 
friendship  manifested  by  the  boy,  "  I  do  not  take  it ;  I  only  borrow 
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it ;  and  I  leave  in  its  place  my  own  gay  missal,  as  a  pledge  I  will 
bring  it  again." 

Edward  opened  the  missal  with  eager  curiosity,  and  glanced  at  the 
pictures  with  which  it  was  illustrated.  "  Saint  George  and  the 
dragon— Halbert  will  like  that ;  and  Saint  Michael  brandishing  his 
sword  over  the  head  of  the  Wicked  One— and  that  will  do  for  Halbert 
too.  And  see  the  Saint  John  leading  his  lamb  in  the  wilderness, 
with  his  little  cross  made  of  reeds,  and  his  scrip  and  staff— that  shall 
be  my  favourite  ;  and  where  shall  we  find  one  for  poor  Mary  ? — here 
is  a  beautiful  woman  weeping  and  lamenting  herself." 

"  This  is  Saint  Mary  Magdalen  repenting  of  her  sins,  my  dear 
boy,"  said  the  Father. 

"  That  will  not  suit  our  Mary ;  for  she  commits  no  faults,  and  is 
never  angry  with  us,  but  when  we  do  something  wrong." 

"  Then,"  said  the  Father,  "  I  will  show  you  a  Mary,  who  will  pro- 
tect her  and  you,  and  all  good  children.  See  how  fairly  she  is 
represented,  with  her  gown  covered  with  golden  stars." 

The  boy  was  lost  in  wonder  at  the  portrait  of  the  Virgin,  which  the 
Sub-Prior  turned  up  to  him. 

"  This,"  he  said,  "  is  really  like  our  sweet  Mary ;  and  I  think  I  will 
let  you  take  away  the  black  book,  that  has  no  such  goodly  shows  in 
it,  and  leave  this  for  Mary  instead.  But  you  must  promise  to  bring 
back  the  book,  good  Father—for  now  I  think  upon  it,  Mary  may  like 
that  best  which  was  her  mother's." 

"I  will  certainly  return,"  saidthe  monk,  evading  his  answer,  "and 
perhaps  I  may  teach  you  to  write  and  read  such  beautiful  letters  as 
you  see  there 'written,  and  to  paint  them  blue,  green,  and  yellow,  and 
to  blazon  them  with  gold." 

9 "  Ay,  and  to  make  such  figures  as  these  blessed  Saints,  and  espe- 
cially these  two  Marys  ?  "  said  the  boy. 

"  With  their  blessing,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I  can  teach  you  that 
art  too,  so  far  as  I  am  myself  capable  of  showing,  and  you  of  learn- 
ing it." 

"  Then,"  said  Edward,  "  will  I  paint  Mary's  picture — and  remem- 
ber you  are  to  bring  back  the  black  book ;  that  you  must  promise 
me." 

The  Sub-Prior,  anxious  to  get  rid  of  the  boy's  pertinacity,  and  to 
set  forwardon  his  return  to  the  convent,  without  having  any  farther 
interview  with  Christie  the  galloper,  answered  by  giving  the  promise 
Edward  required,  mounted  his  mule,  and  set  forth  on  his  return 
homeward. 

The  November  day  was  well  spent  ere  the  Sub-Prior  resumed  his 
iourney ;  for  the  difficulty  of  the  road,  and  the  various  delays  which 
lie  had  met  with  at  the  tower,  had  detained  him  longer  than  he 
proposed.  A  chill  easterly  wind  was  sighing  among  the  withered 
leaves,  and  stripping  them  from  the  hold  they  had  yet  retained  on 
the  parent  trees. 

"Even  so,"  said  the  monk,  "our  prospects  in  this  vale  of  time 
grow  more  disconsolate  as  the  stream  of  years  passes  on.  Little 
have  I  gained  by  my  journey,  saving  the  certainty  that  heresy  is 
busy  among  us  with  more  than  his  usual  activity,  and  that  the  spirit 
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of  insulting1  religious  orders,  and  plundering  the  Church's  property, 
so  general  in  the  eastern  districts  of  Scotland,  has  now  come  nearer 
home." 

The  tread  of  a  horse  which  came  up  behind  him,  interrupted  his 
reverie,  and  he  soon  saw  he  was  mounted  by  the  same  wild  rider 
whom  he  had  left  at  the  tower. 

"  Good  even,  my  son,  and  benedicite,"  said  the  Sub-Prior  as  he 
passed ;  but  the  rude  soldier  scarce  acknowledged  the  greeting,  by 
bending  his  head  ;  and  dashing  the  spurs  into  his  horse,  went  on  at  a 
pace  which  soon  left  the  monk  and  his  mule  far  behind.  And  there, 
thought  the  Sub-Prior,  goes  another  plague  of  the  times — a  fellow 
whose  birth  designed  him  to  cultivate  the  earth,  but  who  is  perverted 
by  the  unhallowed  and  unchristian  divisions  of  the  country,  into  a 
daring  and  dissolute  robber.  The  barons  of  Scotland  are  now  turned 
masterful  thieves  and  ruffians,  oppressing  the  poor  by  violence,  and 
wasting  the  Church,  by  extorting  free-quarters  from  abbeys  and 
priories,  without  either  shame  or  reason.  I  fear  me  I  shall  be  too 
late  to  counsel  the  Abbot  to  make  a  stand  against  these  daring 
sorners 1 — I  must  make  haste."  Pie  struck  his  mule  with  his  riding- 
wand  accordingly;  but,  instead  of  mending  her  pace,  the  animal 
suddenly  started  from  the  path,  and  the  rider's  utmost  efforts  could 
not  force  her  forward. 

"  Art  thou,  too,  infected  with  the  spirit  of  the  times ! "  said  the 
Sub-Prior ;  "  thou  wert  wont  to  be  ready  and  serviceable,  and  art 
now  as  restive  as  any  wild  jack-man  or  stubborn  heretic  of  them  all." 

While  he  was  contending  with  the  startled  animal,  a  voice,  like 
that  of  a  female,  chanted  in  his  ear,  or  at  least  very  close  to  it, 

"  Good  evening,  Sir  Priest,  and  so  late  as  you  ride, 
With  your  mule  so  fair,  and  your  mantle  so  wide  ; 
But  ride  you  through  valley,  or  ride  you  o'er  hill, 
There  is  one  that  has  warrant  to  wait  on  you  still. 

Back,  back, 

The  volume  black ! 
I  have  a  warrant  to  carry  it  back." 

The  Sub-Prior  looked  around,  but  neither  bush  nor  brake  was  near 
which  could  conceal  an  ambushed  songstress.  "  May  Our  Lady  have 
mercy  on  me  !  "  he  said ;  "  I  trust  my  senses  have  not  forsaken  me — 
yet  how  my  thoughts  should  arrange  themselves  into  rhymes  which 
I  despise,  and  music  which  I  care  not  for,  or  why  there  should  be  the 
sound  of  a  female  voice  in  ears,  in  which  its  melody  has  been  so  long 
indifferent,  baffles  my  comprehension,  and  almost  realises  the  vision 
of  Philip  the  Sacristan.  Come,  good  mule,  betake  thee  to  the  path, 
and  let  us  hence  while  our  judgment  serves  us." 

But  the  mule  stood  as  if  it  had  been  rooted  to  the  spot,  backed 
from  the  point  to  which  it  was  pressed  by  its  rider,  and  by  her  ears 
laid  close  into  her  neck,  and  her  eyes  almost  starting  from  their 
sockets,  testified  that  she  was  under  great  terror. 

While  the  Sub-Prior,  by  alternate  threats  and  soothing,  endea- 
voured to  reclaim  the  wayward  animal  to  her  duty,  the  wild  musical 
voice  was  again  heard  close  beside  him. 

i  See  Note  D.    Sorners. 
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"  What,  ho  !  Sub-Prior,  and  came  you  but  here 
To  conjure  a  book  from  a  dead  woman's  bier  ? 
Sain  you,  and  save  you,  be  wary  and  wise, 
Ride  back  with  the  book,  or  you'll  pay  for  your  prize. 

Back,  back, 

There's  death  in  the  track  ! 
In  the  name  of  my  master,  I  bid  thee  bear  back." 

"In  the  name  of  my  Master/'  said  the  astonished  monk,  "that 
name  before  which  all  things  created  tremble,  I  conjure  thee  to  say 
what  thou  art  that  hauntest  me  thus  ?  " 

The  same  voice  replied, 

"  That  which  is  neither  ill  nor  well, 
That  which  belongs  not  to  Heaven  nor  to  hell, 
A  wreath  of  the  mist,  a  bubble  of  the  stream, 
'Twixt  a  waking  thought  and  a  sleeping  dream  ; 

A  form  that  men  spy 

With  the  half-shut  eye, 
In  the  beams  of  the  setting  sun,  am  I." 

"  This  is  more  than  simple  fantasy,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  rousing1 
himself;  though,  notwithstanding  the  natural  hardihood  of  his  temper, 
the  sensible  presence  of  a  supernatural  being  so  near  him,  failed  not 
to  make  his  blood  run  cold,  and  his  hair  bristle.  "  I  charge  thee," 
he  said  aloud,  "  be  thine  errand  what  it  will,  to  depart  and  trouble  me 
no  more  !  False  spirit,  thou  canst  not  appal  any  save  those  who  do 
the  work  negligently ." 

The  voice  immediately  answered : 

"  Vainly,  Sir  Prior,  wouldst  thou  bar  me  my  right ! 
Like  the  star  when  it  shoots,  I  can  dart  through  the  night ; 
I  can  dance  on  the  torrent  and  ride  on  the  air, 
And  travel  the  world  with  the  bonny  night-mare. 
Again,  again, 
At  the  crook  of  the  glen, 
Where  bickers  the  burnie,  I'll  meet  thee  again." 

The  road  was  now  apparently  left  open ;  for  the  mule  collected 
herself,  and  changed  from  her  posture  of  terror  to  one  which 
promised  advance,  although  a  profuse  perspiration,  and  general 
trembling  of  the  joints,  indicated  the  bodily  terror  she  had  under- 
gone. 

"I  used  to  doubt  the  existence  of  Cabalists  and  Rosicrucians," 
thought  the  Sub-Prior,  "  but,  by  my  Holy  Order,  I  know  no  longer 
what  to  say ! — My  pulse  beats  temperately — my  hand  is  cool — I  am 
fasting  from  everything  but  sin,  and  possessed  of  my  ordinary  facul- 
ties— Either  some  fiend  is  permitted  to  bewilder  me,  or  the  tales  of 
Cornelius  Agrippa,  Paracelsus,  and  others  who  treat  of  occult  philo- 
sophy, are  not  without  foundation. — At  the  crook  of  the  glen?^  I 
could  have  desired  to  avoid  a  second  meeting,  but  I  am  on  the  service 
of  the  church,  and  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  me." 

He  moved  around  accordingly,  but  with  precaution,  and  not  with- 
out fear ;  for  he  neither  knew  the  manner  in  which,  or^  tip  place 
where,  his  journey  might  be  next  interrupted  by  his  invisible  atten- 
dant. He  descended  the  glen  without  interruption  for  about  a  mile 
farther,  when,  just  at  the  spot  where  the  brook  approached  the  steep 
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hill,  with  a  winding  so  abrupt  as  to  leave  scarcely  room  for  a  horse 
to  pass,  the  mule  was  again  visited  with  the  same  symptoms  of 
terror  which  had  before  interrupted  her  course.  Better  acquainted 
than  before  with  the  cause  of  her  restiveness,  the  Priest  employed 
no  effort  to  make  her  proceed,  but  addressed  himself  to  the  object, 
which  he  doubted  not  was  the  same  that  had  formerly  interrupted 
him,  in  the  words  of  solemn  exorcism  prescribed  by  the  Church  of 
Rome  on  such  occasions. 

In  reply  to  his  demand,  the  voice  again  sung  ;— 

"'  Men  of  good  are  bold  as  sackless,1 
Men  of  rude  are  wild  and  reckless, 
Lie  thou  still 
In  the  nook  of  the  hill, 
For  those  be  before  thee  that  wish  thee  ill." 

While  the  Sub-Prior  listened,  with  his  head  turned  in  the  direction 
from  which  the  sounds  seemed  to  come,  he  felt  as  if  something 
rushed  against  him  ;  and  ere  he  could  discover  the  cause,  he  was 
pushed  from  his  saddle  with  gentle  but  irresistible  force.  Before  he 
reached  the  ground  bis  senses  were  gone,  and  he  lay  long  in  a  state 
of  insensibility ;  for  the  sunset  had  not  ceased  to  gild  the  top  of  the 
distant  hill  when  he  fell, — and  when  he  again  became  conscious  of 
existence,  the  pale  moon  was  gleaming  on  the  landscape.  He 
awakened  in  a  state  of  terror,  from  which,  for  a  few  minutes,  he 
found  it  difficult  to  shake  himself  free.  At  length  he  sate  up  on  the 
grass,  and  became  sensible,  by  repeated  exertion,  that  the  only 
personal  injury  which  he  had  sustained  was  the  numbness  arising 
from  extreme  cold.  The  motion  of  something  near  him  made  the 
blood  again  run  to  his  heart,  and  by  a  sudden  effort  he  started  up, 
and  looking  around,  saw  to  his  relief  that  the  noise  was  occasioned 
by  the  footsteps  of  his  own  mule.  The  peaceable  animal  had  re- 
mained quietly  beside  her  master  during  his  trance,  browsing  on  the 
grass  which  grew  plentifully  in  that  sequestered  nook. 

With  some  exertion  he  collected  himself,  remounted  the  animal, 
and  meditating  upon  his  wild  adventure,  descended  the  glen  till  its 
junction  with  "the  broader  valley  through  which  the  Tweed  winds. 
The  drawbridge  was  readily  dropped  at  his  first  summons ;  and  so 
much  had  he  won  upon  the  heart  of  the  churlish  warden,  that  Peter 
appeared  himself  with  a  lantern  to  show  the  Sub-Prior  his  way  over 
the  perilous  pass. 

"  By  my  sooth,  sir,"  he  said,  holding  the  light  up  to  Father  Eustace's 
face,  "  you  look  sorely  travelled  and  deadly  pale— but  a  little  matter 
serves  to  weary  out  you  men  of  the  cell.  I  now  who  speak  to  you — 
I  have  ridden — before  I  was  perched  up  here  on  this  pillar  betwixt 
wind  and  water — it  may  be  thirty  Scots  miles ^  before  I  broke  my 
fast,  and  have  had  the  red  of  a  bramble  rose  in  my  cheek  all  the 
while — But  will  you  taste  some  food,  or  a  cup  of  distilled  waters  ?  " 

"  I  may  not,"  said  Father  Eustace,  "  being  under  a  vow ;  but  I 
thanl^^ou  for  your  kindness,  and  pray  you  to  give  what  I  may  not 
accept  to  the  next  poor  pilgrim  who  comes  hither  pale  and  fainting, 

1  Sackkss— Innocent 


THE  MONASTERY.  67 

for  so  it  shall  be  the  better  both  with  him  here,  and  with  you  here- 
after/' 

"  By  my  faith,  and  I  will  do  so,"  said  Peter  Bridge- Ward,  "  even 
for  thy  sake.  It  is  strange  now,  how  this  Sub-Prior  gets  round  one's 
heart  more  than  the  rest  of  these  cowled  gentry,  that  think  of  no- 
thing but  quaffing  and  stuffing ! — Wife,  I  say — wife,  we  will  give  a 
cup  of  distilled  waters  and  a  crust  of  bread  unto  the  next  pilgrim 
that  comes  over ;  and  ye  may  keep  for  the  purpose  the  grunds  of 
the  last  greybeard,1  and  the  ill-baked  bannock  which  the  bairns 
couldna  eat." 

While  Peter  issued  these  charitable,  and,  at  the  same  time,  prudent 
injunctions,  the  Sub-Prior,  whose  mild  interference  had  awakened 
the  Bridge- Ward  to  such  an  act  of  unwonted  generosity,  was  pacing 
onward  to  the  Monastery.  In  the  way,  he  had  to  commune  with 
and  subdue  his  own  rebellious  heart,  an  enemy,  he  was  sensible, 
more  formidable  than  any  which  the  external  powers  of  Satan  could 
place  in  his  way. 

Father  Eustace  had  indeed  strong  temptation  to  suppress  the  ex- 
traordinary incident  which  had  befallen  him,  which  he  was  the  more 
reluctant  to  confess,  because  he  had  passed  so  severe  a  judgment 
upon  Father  Philip,  who,  as  he  was  not  unwilling  to  allow,  had,  on 
his  return  from  Glendearg,  encountered  obstacles  somewhat  similar 
to  his  own.  Of  this  the  Sub-Prior  was  the  more  convinced,  when, 
feeling  in  his  bosom  for  the  Book  which  he  had  brought  off  from 
the  Tower  of  Glendearg,  he  found  it  was  amissing,  which  he  could 
only  account  for  by  supposing  it  had  been  stolen  from  him  during 
his  trance. 

"  If  I  confess  this  strange  visitation,"  thought  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I 
become  the  ridicule  of  all  my  brethren—  I  whom  the  Primate  sent 
hither  to  be  a  watch,  as  it  were,  and  a  check  upon  their  follies.  I 
give  the  Abbot  an  advantage  over  me  which  I  shall  never  again  re- 
cover, and  Heaven  only  knows  how  he  may  abuse  it,  in  his  foolish 
simplicity,  to  the  dishonour  and  loss  of  Holy  Kirk.  But  then,  if  I 
make  not  true  confession  of  my  shame,  with  what  face  can  I  again 
presume  to  admonish  or  restrain  others  ?— Avow,  proud  heart," 
continued  he,  addressing  himself,  "  that  the  weal  of  -Holy  Church 
interests  thee  less  in  this  matter  than  thine  own  humiliation — Yes, 
Heaven  has  punished  thee  even  in  that  point  in  which  thou  didst 
deem  thyself  most  strong,  in  thy  spiritual  pride  and  >  thy  carnal 
wisdom.  Thou  hast  laughed  at  and  derided  the  inexperience  of  thy 
brethren — stoop  thyself  in  turn  to  their  derision — tell  what  they  may 
not  believe— affirm  that  which  they  will  ascribe  to  idle  fear,  or  per- 
haps to  idle  falsehood — sustain  the  disgrace  of  a  silly  visionary,  or  a 
wilful,  deceiver. — Be  it  so;  I  will  do  my  duty,  and  make  ample 
confession  to  my  Superior.  If  the  discharge  of  this  duty  destroys 
my  usefulness  in  this  house,  God  and  Our  Lady  will  send  me  where 
I  can  better  serve  them." 

There  was  no  little  merit  in  the  resolution  thus  piously  and  gene- 
rously formed  by  Father  Eustace.     To  men  of  any  rank  the  esteem 

1  An  old-fashioned  name  for  an  earthen  jar  for  holding  spirits. 
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of  their  order  is  naturally  most  dear  ;  but  in  the  monastic  establish- 
ment, cut  off,  as  the  brethren  are,  from  other  objects  of  ambition,  as 
well  as  from  all  exterior  friendship  and  relationship,  the  place  which 
they  hold  in  the  opinion  of  each  other  is  all  in  all. 

But  the  consciousness  how  much  he  should  rejoice  the  Abbot  and 
most  of  the  other  monks  of  Saint  Mary's,  who  were  impatient  of  the 
unauthorized,  yet  irresistible  control,  which  he  was  wont  i»  exercise 
in  the  affairs  of  the  convent,  by  a  confession  which  would  put  him  in 
a  ludicrous,  or  perhaps  even  in  a  criminal  point  of  view,  could  not 
weigh  with  Father  Eustace  in  comparison  with  the  task  which  his 
belief  enjoined.  ,  _    .  ,. 

As  strong  in  his  feelings  of  duty,  he  approached  the  exterior  gate 
of  the  Monastery,  he  was  surprised  to  see  torches  gleaming,  and 
men  assembled  around  it,  some  on  horseback,  some  on  foot,  while 
several  of  the  monks,  distinguished  through  the  night  by  their  white 
scapularies,  were  making  themselves  busy  among  the  crowd  lne 
Sub-Prior  was  received  with  a  unanimous  shout  of  joy,  which  at  once 
made  him  sensible  that  he  had  himself  been  the  object  of  their 

aD"  There  he  is '  there  he  is !  God  be  thanked— there  he  is,  hale  and 
fear ' "  exclaimed  the  vassals  ;  while  the  monks  exclaimed,  "TeDeum 
laudamus—the  blood  of  thy  servants  is  precious  in  thy  sight  I 

"  What  is  the  matter,  children  ?  what  is  the  matter,  my  brethren . 
said  Father  Eustace,  dismounting  at  the  gate. 

"  Nay,  brother,  if  thou  knowest  not,  we  will  not  tell  thee  till  thou 
art  in  the  refectory,"  answered  the  monks.  "  Suffice  it  that  the 
Lord  Abbot  had  ordered  these,  our  zealous  and  faithful  vassals,  in- 
stantly to  set  forth  to  guard  thee  from  imminent  peril.  Ye  may 
unrirth  your  horses,  children,  and  dismiss ;  and  to-morrow,  each  who 
was  at  this  rendezvous  may  send  to  the  convent  kitchen  for  a  quarter 
of  a  yard  of  roast  beef,  and  a  black-jack  full  of  double  ale.    i 

The  vassals  dispersed  with  joyful  acclamation,  and  the  monks 
with  equal  jubilee,  conducted  the  Sub-Prior  into  the  refectory. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Here  we  stand .  uim„m  *•«,.»+  i 

Woundless  and  well,  may  Heaven's  high  name  be  bless  d  for  t ! 
As  erst,  ere  treason  couch'd  a  lance  against  us. 

JJECKER. 

No  sooner  was  the  Sub-Prior  hurried  into  the  refectory  by  his  re- 
ioicing  companions,  than  the  first  person  on  whom  he  fixed  his  ey( 
proved  to  be  Christie  of  the  Clinthill.  He  was  seated  m  the  chimney 
corner,  fettered  and  guarded,  his  features  drawn  into  that  air  o 
sully  and  turbid  resolution  with  which  those  hardened  in  guilt  an 

1  It  was  one  of  the  few  reminiscences  of  Old  Parr  or  H W  Jraktoj,  I  f«jW 
which,  that,  at  some  convent  in  the  veteran's ;  neighbourhood  the  community 
before  the  dissolution,  used  to  dole  out  roast-beef  by  the  measure  of  feet  and  yards- 
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accustomed  to  view  the  approach  of  punishment.  But  as  the  Sub- 
Prior  drew  near  to  him,  his  face  assumed  a  more  wild  and  startled 
expression,  while  he  exclaimed — "  The  devil !  the  devil  himself, 
brings  the  dead  back  upon  the  living"  I  n 

"  Nay,"  said  a  monk  to  him,  "  say  rather  that  Our  Lady  foils  the 
attempts  of  the  wicked  on  her  faithful  servants — our  dear  brother 
lives  and  moves." 

"  Lives  and  moves !  "  said  the  ruffian,  rising*  and  shuffling  towards 
the  Sub-Prior  as  well  as  his  chains  would  permit ;  "  nay,  then  I  will 
never  trust  ashen  shaft  and  steel  point  more — It  is  even  so,"  he 
added,  as  he  gazed  on  the  Sub-Prior  with  astonishment ;  "  neither 
wem  nor  wound — not  as  much  as  a  rent  in  his  frock  !  " 

"  And  whence  should  my  wound  have  come  ?  "  said  Father  Eustace. 

"  From  the  good  lance  that  never  failed  me  before,"  replied  Christie 
of  the  Clinthill. 

"  Heaven  absolve  thee  for  thy  purpose ! "  said  the  Sub-Prior ; 
"  wouldst  thou  have  slain  a  servant  of  the  altar  ?  " 

" To  choose!"  answered  Christie,  "  the  Fifemen  say,  an  the  whole 
pack  of  ye  were  slain,  there  were  more  lost  at  Flodden." 

"Villain!  art  thou  heretic  as  well  as  murderer?" 

"Not  I,  by  Saint  Giles,"  replied  the  rider;  "I  listened  blithely 
enough  to  the  Laird  of  Monance,  when  he  told  me  ye  were  all  cheats 
and  knaves ;  but  when  he  would  have  had  me  go  hear  one  Wiseheart, 
a  gospeller,  as  they  call  him,  he  might  as  well  have  persuaded  the 
wild  colt  that  had  Hung  one  rider  to  kneel  down  and  help  another 
into  the  saddle." 

"  There  is  some  goodness  about  him  yet,"  said  the  Sacristan  to  the 
Abbot,  who  at  that  moment  entered — "  He  refused  to  hear  a  heretic 
preacher." 

"The  better  for  him  in  the  next  world,"  answered  the  Abbot. 
"  Prepare  for  death,  my  son, — we  deliver  thee  over  to  the  secular 
arm  of  our  bailie,  for  execution  on  the  Gallow-hill  by  peep  of  light." 

"  Amen ! "  said  the  ruffian ;  "  'tis  the  end  I  must  have  come  by 
sooner  or  later — and  what  care  I  whether  I  feed  the  crows  at  Saint 
Mary's  or  at  Carlisle  ?  " 

"  Let  me  implore  your  reverend  patience  for  an  instant,"  said  the 
Sub-Prior ;  "  until  I  shall  inquire — ■ — ■" 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  observing  him  for  the  first  time — 
"  Our  dear  brother  restored  to  us  when  his  life  was  unhoped  for ! — 
nay,  kneel  not  to  a  sinner  like  me — stand  up — thou  hast  my  blessing. 
When  this  villain  came  to  the  gate,  accused  by  his  own  evil  con- 
science, and  crying  out  he  had  murdered  thee,  I  thought  that  the 
pillar  of  our  main  aisle  had  fallen — no  more  shall  a  life  so  precious 
be  exposed  to  such  risks  as  occur  in  this  border  country ;  no  longer 
shall  one  beloved  and  rescued  of  Heaven  hold  so  low  a  station  in  the 
Church  as  that  of  a  poor  Sub-Prior— I  will  write  by  express  to  the 
Primate  for  thy  speedy  removal  and  advancement." 

"Nay,  but  let  me  understand."  said  the  Sub-Prior;  "did 'this 
soldier  say  he  had  slain  me  ? " 

"  That  he  had  transfixed  you,"  answered  the  Abbot,  "  in  full  career 
with  his  lance.     But  it  seems  he  had  taken  an  indifferent  aim.    But 
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no  sooner  didst  thou  fall  to  the  ground  mortally  gored,  as  he  deemed,  I 
with  his  weapon,  than  our  blessed  Patroness  appeared  to  him,  as  he  | 

averred " 

"  I  averred  no  such  thing/'  said  the  prisoner ;  '■  I  said  a  woman  in  I 
white  interrupted  me,  as  I  was  about  to  examine  the  priest's  cassock, 
for  they  are  usually  well  lined — she  had  a  bulrush  in  her  hand,  with  | 
one  touch  of  which  she  struck  me  from  my  horse,  as  I  might  strike  [ 
down  a  child  of  four  years  old  with  an  iron  mace — and  then,  like  a  I 
singing  fiend  as  she  was,  she  sung  to  me, 

"  Thank  the  holly-bush 

That  nods  on  thy  brow  ; 
Or  with  this  slender  rush 
I  had  strangled  thee  now." 

I  gathered  myself  up  with  fear  and  difficulty,  threw  myself  on  my 
horse,  and  came  hither  like  a  fool  to  get  myself  hanged  for  a  rogue." 

"  Thou  seest,  honoured  brother,"  said  the  Abbot  to  the  Sub-Prior, 
"  in  what  favour  thou  art  with  our  blessed  Patroness,  that  she  herself 
becomes  the  guardian  of  thy  paths — Not  since  the  days  of  our  blessed 
founder  hath  she  shown  such  grace  to  any  one.  All  unworthy  were 
we  to  hold  spiritual  superiority  over  thee,  and  we  pray  thee  to  pre- 
pare for  thy  speedy  removal  to  Aberbrothwick." 

"  Alas  !  my  lord  and  father,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  your  words 
pierce  my  very  soul.  Under  the  seal  of  confession  will  I  presently 
tell  thee  why  I  conceive  myself  rather  the  baffled  sport  of  a  spirit  of 
another  sort,  than  the  protected  favourite  of  the  heavenly  powers. 
But  first  let  me  ask  this  unhappy  man  a  question  or  two." 

"  Do  as  ye  list,"  replied  the  Abbot — "  but  you  shall  not  convince 
me  that  it  is  fitting  you  remain  in  this  inferior  office  in  the  convent 
of  Saint  Mary." 

"  I  would  ask  of  this  poor  man,"  said  Father  Eustace,  "  for  what 
purpose  he  nourished  the  thought  of  putting  to  death  one  who  never 
did  him  evil  ? " 

"  Ay !  but  thou  didst  menace  me  with  evil,"  said  the  ruffian,  "  and 
no  one  but  a  fool  is  menaced  twice.  Dost  thou  not  remember  what 
you  said  touching  the  Primate  and  Lord  James,  and  the  black  pool 
of  Jedwood?  Didst  thou  think  me  fool  enough  to  wait  till  thou 
hadst  betrayed  me  to  the  sack  and  the  fork!  There  were  small 
wisdom  in  that,  methinks — as  little  as  in  coming  hither  to  tell  my 
own  misdeeds — I  think  the  devil  was  in  me  when  I  took  this  road — I 
might  have  remembered  the  proverb,  'Never  Friar  forgot  feud.'" 

"  And  it  was  solely  for  that — for  that  only  hasty  word  of  mine— 
uttered  in  a  moment  of  impatience,  and  forgotten  ere  it  was  well 
spoken  ?  "  said  Father  Eustace. 

"  Ay  !  for  that,  and— for  the  love  of  thy  gold  crucifix,"  said  Christie 
of  the  Clinthill. 

"  Gracious  heaven  !  and  could  the  yellow  metal— the  glittering 
earth — so  far  overcome  every  sense  of  what  is  thereby  represented? 
—Father  Abbot,  I  pray,  as  a  dear  boon,  you  will  deliver  this  guilty 
person  to  my  mercy." 

"  Nay,  brother,"  interposed  the  Sacristan,  "  to  your  doom,  if  you 
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will,  not  to  your  mercy — Remember,  we  are  not  all  equally  favoured 
by  our  blessed  Lady,  nor  is  it  likely  that  every  frock  in  the  convent 
will  serve  as  a  coat  of  proof  when  a  lance  is  couched  against  it." 

"  For  that  very  reason,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I  would  not  that  for 
my  worthless  self  the  community  were  to  fall  at  feud  with  Julian  of 
Avenel,  this  man's  master." 

"  Our  Lady  forbid  ! "  said  the  Sacristan,  "  he  is  a  second  Julian 
the  Apostate." 

M  With  our  reverend  father  the  Abbot's  permission,  then,"  said 
Father  Eustace,  "  I  desire  this  man  be  freed  from  his  chains,  and 
suffered  to  depart  uninjured ; — and  here,  friend,"  he  added,  giving 
him  the  golden  crucifix,  "  is  the  image  for  which  thou  wert  willing 
to  stain  thy  hands  with  murder.  View  it  well,  and  may  it  inspire 
thee  with  other  and  better  thoughts  than  those  which  referred  to  it 
as  a  piece  of  bullion.  Part  with  it,  nevertheless,  if  thy  necessities 
require,  and  get  thee  one  of  such  coarse  substance  that  Mammon 
shall  have  no  share  in  any  of  the  reflections  to  which  it  gives  rise. 
It  was  the  bequest  of  a  dear  friend  to  me  ;  but  dearer  service  can  it 
never  do  than  that  of  winning  a  soul  to  Heaven." 

The  Borderer,  now  freed  from  his  chains,  stood  gazing  alternately 
on  the  Sub-Prior,  and  on  the  golden  crucifix.  "  By  Saint  Giles,"  saicl 
he,  "I  understand  ye  not! — An  ye  give  me  gold  for  couching  my 
lance  at  thee,  what  would  you  give  me  to  level  it  at  a  heretic?  " 

"  The  Church,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  will  try  the  effect  of  her 
spiritual  censures  to  bring  these  stray  sheep  into  the  fold,  ere  she 
employ  the  edge  of  the  sword  of  Saint  Peter." 

"  Ay,  but,"  said  the  ruffian,  "  they  say  the  Primate  recommends  a 
little  strangling  and  burning  in  aid  both  of  censure  and  of  sword.  But 
fare  ye  weel,  I  owe  you  a  life,  and  it  may  be  I  will  not  forget  my  debt." 

The  bailie  now  came  bustling  in,  dressed  in  his  blue  coat  and 
bandaliers,  and  attended  by  two  or  three  halberdiers.  "  I  have  been 
a  thought  too  late  in  waiting  upon  your  reverend  lordship.  I  am 
grown  somewhat  fatter  since  the  field  of  Pinkie,  and  my  leathern 
coat  slips  not  on  so  soon  as  it  was  wont ;  but  the  dungeon  is  ready, 
and  though,  as  I  said,  I  have  been  some  what  late " 

Here  his  intended  prisoner  walked  gravely  up  to  the  officer's  nose, 
to  his  great  amazement. 

"You have  been  indeed  somewhat  late,  bailie,"  said  he,  "and  I  am 
greatly  obligated  to  your  buff-coat,  and  to  the  time  you  took  to  put 
it  on.  If  the  secular  arm  had  arrived  some  quarter  of  an  hour 
sooner,  I  had  been  out  of  the  reach  of  spiritual  grace  ;  but  as  it  is,  I 
wish  you  good  even,  and  a  safe  riddance  out  of  your  garment  of 
durance  in  which  you  have  much  the  air  of  a  hog  in  armour." 

Wroth  was  the  bailie  with  this  comparison,  and  exclaimed  in  ire — 
"  An  it  were  not  for  the  presence  of  the  venerable  Lord  Abbot,  thou 
knave " 

"Nay,  an  thou  wouldst  try  conclusions,"  said  Christie  of  the  Clint- 
hill,  "  1  will  meet  thee  at  daybreak  by  Saint  Mary's  well." 

"Hardened  wretch! " said  Father  Eustace,  "art  thou  but  this  instant 
delivered  from  death,  and  dost  thou  so  soon  morse  thoughts  of 
slaughter?  " 
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"  I  will  meet  with  thee  ere  it  be  long,  thou  knave,"  said  the  bailie, 
"  and  teach  thee  thine  Oremus." 

"I  will  meet  thy  cattle  in  a  moonlight  night  before  that  day,"  said 
he  of  the  Clinthill. 

"I  will  have  thee  by  the  neck  one  misty  morning,  thou  strong  thief," 
answered  the  secular  officer  of  the  Church. 

"  Thou  art  thyself  as  strong  a  thief  as  ever  rode/'  retorted  Christie ; 
"  and  if  the  worms  were  once  feasting  on  that  fat  carcass  of  thine, 
I  might  well  hope  to  have  thine  office,  by  favour  of  these  reverend 
men." 

"  A  cast  of  their  office,  and  a  cast  of  mine,"  answered  the  bailie ; 
"  a  cord  and  a  confessor,  that  is  all  thou  wilt  have  from  us." 

"  Sirs,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  observing  that  his  brethren  began  to 
take  more  interest  than  was  exactly  decorous  in  this  wrangling 
betwixt  justice  and  iniquity,  "  I  pray  you  both  to  depart— Master 
Bailie,  retire  with  your  halberdiers,  and  trouble  not  the  man  whom 
we  have  dismissed. — And  thou,  Christie,  or  whatever  be  thy  name, 
take  thy  departure,  and  remember  thou  owest  thy  life  to  the  Lord 
Abbot's  clemency." 

"  Nay,  as  to  that,"  answered  Christie,  "I  judge  that  I  owe  it  to  your 
own ;  but  impute  it  to  whom  ye  list,  I  owe  a  life  among  ye,  and  there 
is  an  end."  And  whistling  as  he  went,  he  left  the  apartment,  seeming 
as  if  he  held  the  life  which  he  had  forfeited  not  worthy  farther  thanks. 

"  Obstinate  even  to  brutality !  "  said  Father  Eustace  ;  u  and  yet 
who  knows  but  some  better  ore  may  lie  under  so  rude  an  exterior?" 

"  Save  a  thief  from  the  gallows,"  said  the  Sacristan — "  you  know 
the  rest  of  the  proverb  ;  and  admitting,  as  may  Heaven  grant,  that 
our  lives  and  limbs  are  safe  from  this  outrageous  knave,  who  shall 
insure  our  meal  and  our  malt,  our  herds  and  our  flocks  ?  " 

"  Marry,  that  will  I,  my  brethren,"  said  an  aged  monk.  "  Ah, 
brethren,  you  little  know  what  may  be  made  of  a  repentant  robber. 
In  Abbot  lngilram's  days — ay,  and  I  remember  them  as  it  were 
yesterday — the  freebooters  were  the  best  welcome  men  that  came  to 
Saint  Mary's.  Ay,  they  paid  tithe  of  every  drove  that  they  brought 
over  from  the  South,  and  because  they  were  something  lightly  come 
by,  I  have  known  them  make  the  tithe  a  seventh — that  is,  if  their 
confessor  knew  his  business — ay,  when  we  saw  from  the  tower  a  score 
of  fat  bullocks,  or  a  drove  of  sheep  coming  down  the  valley,  with  two 
or  three  stout  men-at-arms  behind,  them  with  their  glittering  steel 
caps,  and  their  black-jacks,  and  their  long  lances,  the  good  Lord 
Abbot  Ingilram  was  wont  to  say — he  was  a  merry  man— there  come 
the  tithes  of  the  spoilers  of  the  Egyptians  !  Ay,  and  I  have  seen 
the  famous  John  the  Armstrang, — a  fair  man  he  was  and  a  goodly, 
the  more  pity  that  hemp  was  ever  heckled  for  him — I  have  seen  him 
come  into  the  Abbey-Church  with  nine  tassels  of  gold  in  his  bonnet, 
and  every  tassel  made  of  nine  English  nobles,  and  he  would  go  from 
chapel  to  chapel,  and  from  image  to  image,  and  from  altar  to  altar, 
on  his  knees — and  leave  here  a  tassel,  and  there  a  noble,  till  there 
was  as  little  gold  on  his  bonnet  as  on  my  hood— you  will  find  no  such 
Border  thieves  now !  " 

"No  truly,  Brother  Nicolas,"  answered  the  Abbot;  "they  are 
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more  apt  to  take  any  gold  the  Church  has  left,  than  to  bequeath  or 
bestow  any — and  for  cattle,  beshrew  me  if  I  think  they  care  whether 
beeves  hare  fed  on  the  meadows  of  Lanercost  Abbey  or  of  Saint 
Mary's ! " 

"  There  is  no  good  thing  left  in  them,"  said  Father  Nicolas  :  "  they 
are  clean  naught — Ah,  the  thieves  that  I  have  seen ! — such  proper 
men  !  and  as  pitiful  as  proper,  and  as  pious  as  pitiful  ! " 

"  It  skills  not  talking  of  it,  Brother  Nicolas,"  said  the  Abbot ;  w  and 
I  will  now  dismiss  you,  my  brethren,  holding  your  meeting  upon  this 
our  inquisition  concerning  the  danger  of  our  reverend  Sub-Prior, 
instead  of  the  attendance  on  the  lauds  this  evening — Yet  let  the  bells 
be  duly  rung  for  the  edification  of  the  laymen  without,  and  also  that 
the  novices  may  give  due  reverence. — And  now,  benedicite,  brethren ! 
The  cellarer  will  bestow  on  each  a  grace-cup  and  a  morsel  as  ye  pass 
the  buttery,  for  ye  have  been  turmoiled  and  anxious,  and  dangerous 
it  is  to  fall  asleep  in  such  case  with  empty  stomach." 

"  Gratias  agimus  quam  maximas,  Domine  reverendissime"  re- 
plied the  brethren,  departing  in  their  due  order. 

But  the  Sub-Prior  remained  behind,  and  falling  on  his  knees  before 
the  Abbot,  as  he  was  about  to  withdraw,  craved  him  to  hear  under  the 
seal  of  confession  the  adventures  of  the  day.  The  reverend  Lord 
Abbot  yawned,  and  would  have  alleged  fatigue;  but  to  Father 
Eustace,  of  all  men,  he  was  ashamed  to  show  indifference  in  his  reli- 
gious duties.  The  confession,  therefore,  proceeded,  in  which  Father 
Eustace  told  all  the  extraordinary  circumstances  which  had  befallen 
him  during  the  journey.  And  being  questioned  by  the  Abbot, 
whether  he  was  not  conscious  of  any  secret  sin,  through  which  he 
might  have  been  subjected  for  a  time  to  the  delusions  of  evil  spirits, 
the  Sub-Prior  admitted  with  frank  avowal,  that  he  thought  he  might 
have  deserved  such  penance  for  having  judged  with  unfraternal  rigour 
of  the  report  of  Father  Philip  the  Sacristan. 

"  Heaven,"  said  the  penitent,  "  may  have  been  willing  to  convince 
me,  not  only  that  he  can  at  pleasure  open  a  communication  betwixt 
us  and  beings  of  a  different,  and,  as  we  word  it,  supernatural  class, 
but  also  to  punish  our  pride  of  superior  wisdom,  or  superior  courage, 
or  superior  learning." 

It  is  well  said  that  virtue  is  it  own  reward ;  and  I  question  if  duty 
tyas  ever  more  completely  recompensed,  than  by  the  audience  which 
|he  reverend  Abbot  so  unwillingly  yielded  to  the  confession  of  the 
Sub-Prior.  To  find  the  object  of  his  fear  shall  we  say,  or  of  his  envy, 
or  of  both,  accusing  himself  of  the  very  error  with  which  he  had  so 
tacitly  charged  him,  was  at  once  a  corroboration^  the  Abbot's  judg- 
ment, a  soothing  of  his  pride,  and  an  allaying  of  his  fears.  The  sense 
of  triumph,  however,  rather  increased  than  diminished  his  natural 
£ood-humour ;  and  so  far  was  Abbot  Boniface  from  being  disposed 
o  tyranise  over  his  Sub- Prior,  in  consequence  of  this  discovery,  that 
n  his  exhortation  he  hovered  somewhat  ludicrously  betwixt  the 
natural  expression  of  his  own  gratified  vanity,  and  his  timid  reluc- 
tance to  hurt  the  feelings  of  Father  Eustace.  ' 

"My  brother,"  said  he,  ex  cathedra,  " it  caunot  have  escaped  your 
iudicious  observation,  that  we  have  often  declined  our  own  judgment 
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in  favour  of  your  opinion,  even  about  those  matters  which  most  nearly 
concerned  the  community.  Nevertheless,  grieved  would  we  be,  coula 
you  think  that  we  did  this  either  because  we  deemed  our  own  opinion 
less  pregnant,  or  our  wit  more  shallow,  than  that  of  our  other  brethren. 
For  it  was  done  exclusively  to  give  our  younger  brethren,  such  as 
your  much-esteemed  self,  my  dearest  brother,  that  courage  which  is 
necessary  to  a  free  deliverance  of  your  opinion, — we  ofttimes  setting 
apart  our  proper  judgment,  that  our  inferiors,  and  especially  our  dear 
brother  the  Sub-Prior,  may  be  comforted  and  encouraged  in  propos- 
ing valiantly  his  own  thoughts,  which  our  deference  and  humility 
may,  in  some  sort,  have  produced  in  your  mind,  most  reverend  brother, 
that  self-opinion  of  parts  and  knowledge,  which  hath  led  unfortunately 
to  your  over-estimating  your  own  faculties,  and  thereby  subjecting 
yourself,  as  is  but  too  visible,  to  the  japes  and  mockeries  of  evil 
spirits.  For  it  is  assured  that  Heaven  always  holdeth  us  in  the  least 
esteem  when  we  deem  of  ourselves  most  highly;  and  also,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  may  be  that  we  have  somewhat  departed  from  what 
became  our  high  seat  in  this  Abbey,  in  suffering  ourselves  to  be 
too  much  guided,  and  even  as  it  were  controlled,  by  the  voice  of  our 
inferior.  Wherefore,"  continued  the  Lord  Abbot,  "  in  both  of  us  suchl 
faults  shall  and  must  be  amended — you  hereafter  presuming  less  upon 
your  gifts  and  carnal  wisdom,  and  I  taking  heed  not  so  easily  to  re- 
linquish mine  own  opinion  for  that  of  one  lower  in  place  and  in  office. 
Nevertheless,  we  would  not  that  we  should  thereby  lose  the  high 
advantage  which  we  have  derived,  and  may  yet  derive,  from  your 
wise  counsels,  which  have  been  so  often  recommended  to  us  by  our 
most  reverend  Primate.  Wherefore,  on  affairs  of  high  moment,  we 
will  call  you  to  our  presence  in  private,  and  listen  to  your  opinion, 
which,  if  it  shall  agree  with  our  own,  we  will  deliver  to  the  Chapter, 
as  emanating  directly  from  ourselves;  thus  sparing  you,  dearest! 
brother,  that  seeming  victory  which  is  so  apt  to  engender  spiritual 
pride,  and  avoiding  ourselves  the  temptation  of  falling  into  that 
modest  facility  of  opinion,  whereby  our  office  is  lessened,  and  our 
person  (were  that  of  consequence)  rendered  less  important  in  the  eyes 
of  the  community  over  which  we  preside." 

Notwithstanding  the  high  notions  which,  as  a  rigid  Catholic,  Father 
Eustace  entertained  of  the  sacrament  of  confession,  as  his  Church  calls 
it,  there  was  some  danger  that  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous  might  have 
stolen  on  him,  when  he  heard  his  Superior,  with  such  simple  cunning, 
lay  out  a  little  plan  for  availing  himself  of  the  Sub-Prior's  wisdom 
and  experience,  while  he  should  take  the  whole  credit  to  himself. 
Yet  Ins  conscience  immediately  told  him  that  he  was  right. 

"I  should  have  thought  more,"  he  reflected,  "of  the  spiritual 
Superior,  and  less  of  the  individual.  I  should  have  spread  my  mantle 
over  the  frailties  of  my  spiritual  father,  and  done  what  I  might  to 
support  his  character,  and,  of  course,  to  extend  his  utility  among  the 
brethren,  as  well  as  with  others.  The  Abbot  cannot  be  humbled,  but 
what  the  community  must  be  humbled  in  his  person.  Her  boast  is, 
that  over  all  her  children,  especially  over  those  called  to  places  of 
distinction,  she  can  diffuse  those  gifts  which  are  necessary  to  render 
them  illustrious." 
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Actuated  by  these #  sentiments,  Father  Eustace  frankly  assented  to 
the  charge  which  his  Superior,  even  in  that  moment  of  authority, 
had  rather  intimated  than  made,  and  signified  his  humble  acquies- 
cence in  any  mode  of  communicating  his  counsel  which  might  be 
most  agreeable  to  the  Lord  Abbot,  and  might  best  remove  from  him- 
self all  temptation  to  glory  in  his  own  wisdom.  He  then  prayed  the 
reverend  Father  to  assign  him  such  penance  as  might  best  suit  his 
offence,  intimating,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  had  already  fasted  the 
whole  day. 

"And  it  is  that  I  complain  of,"  answered  the  Abbot,  instead  of 
giving  him  credit  for  his  abstinence;  "it  is  these  very  penances, 
fasts,  and  vigils,  of  which  we  complain ;  as  tending  only  to  generate 
airs  and  fumes  of  vanity,  which,  ascending  from  the  stomach  into  the 
head,  do  but  puff  us  up  with  vain-glory  and  self-opinion.  It  is  meet 
and  beseeming  that  novices  should  undergo  fasts  and  vigils;  for  some 
part  of  every  community  must  fast,  and  young  stomachs  may  best 
endure  it.  Besides,  in  them  it  abates  wicked  thoughts,  and  the 
desire  of  worldly  delights.  But,  reverend  brother,  for  those  to  fast 
who  are  dead  and  mortified  to  the  world,  as  I  and  thou,  is  work  of 
supererogation,  and  is  but  the  matter  of  spiritual  pride.  Wherefore, 
I  enjoin  thee,  most  reverend  brother,  go  to  the  buttery,  and  drink 
two  cups  at  least  of  good  wine,  eating  withal  a  comfortable  morsel, 
such  as  may  best  suit  thy  taste  and  stomach.  And  in  respect  that 
thine  opinion  of  thy  own  wisdom  hath  at  times  made  thee  less  con- 
formable to,  and  companionable  with,  the  weaker  and  less  learned 
brethren,  I  enjoin  thee,  during  the  said  repast,  to  choose  for  thy 
companion  our  reverend  brother  Nicolas,  and  without  interruption 
or  impatience,  to  listen  for  a  stricken  hour  to  his  narration,  concern- 
ing those  things  which  befell  in  the  times  of  our  venerable  pre- 
decessor, Abbot  Ingilram,  on  whose  soul  may  Heaven  have  mercy ! 
And  for  such  holy  exercises  as  may  farther  advantage  your  soul,  and 
expiate  the  faults  whereof  you  have  contritely  and  humbly  avowed 
yourself  guilty,  we  will  ponder  upon  that  matter,  and  announce  our 
will  unto  you  the  next  morning." 

It  was  remarkable,  that  after  this  memorable  evening,  the  feelings 
of  the  worthy  Abbot  towards  his  adviser  were  much  more  kindly  and 
friendly  than  when  he  deemed  the  Sub-Prior  the  impeccable  and  in- 
fallible person,  in  whose  garment  of  virtue  and  wisdom  no  flaw  was 
to  be  discerned.  It  seemed  as  if  this  avowal  of  his  own  imperfec- 
tions had  recommended  Father  Eustace  to  the  friendship  of  the 
Superior,  although  at  the  same  time  this  increase  of  benevolence  was 
attended  with  some  circumstances,  which,  to  a  man  of  the  Sub- 
Prior's  natural  elevation  of  mind  and  temper,  were  more  grievous 
than  even  undergoing  the  legends  of  the  dull  and  verbose  Father 
Nicolas.  For  instance,  the  Abbot  seldom  mentioned  him  to  the  other 
monks,  without  designing  him  our  beloved  Brother  Eustace,  poor 
man! — and  now  and  then  he  used  to  warn  the  younger  brethren 
against  the  snares  of  vain-glory  and  spiritual  pride,  which  Satan  sets 
for  the  more  rigidly  righteous,  with  such  looks  and  demonstrations 
as  did  all  but  expressly  designate  the  Sub-Prior  as  one  who  had  fal- 
len at  one  time  under  such'  delusions.     Upon  these  occasions,  it  re- 
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quired  all  the  votive  obedience  of  a  monk,  all  the  philosophical  disci- 
pline of  the  schools,  and  all  the  patience  of  a  Christian,  to  enable 
Father  Eustace  to  endure  the  pompons  and  patronising  parade  of  his 
honest  but  somewhat  thick-headed  Superior.  He  began  himself  to 
be  desirous  of  leaving  the  Monastery,  or  at  least  he  manifestly  de- 
clined to  interfere  with  its  affairs,  in  that  marked  and  authoritative 
manner,  which  he  had  at  first  practised. 


CHAPTER  XL 

You  call  this  education,  do  you  not? 
Why,  'tis  the  forced  march  of  a  herd  of  bullocks 
Before  a  shouting  drover.     The  glad  van 
Move  on  at  ease,  and  pause  a  while  to  snatch 
A  passing  morsel  from  the  dewy  greensward, 
While  all  the  blows,  the  oaths,  the  indignation, 
Fall  on  the  croupe  of  the  ill-fated  laggard 
That  cripples  in  the  rear. 

Old  Play. 

Two  or  three  years  glided  on,  during  which  the  storm  of  the  ap- 
proaching alteration  in  church  government  became  each  day  louder 
and  more  perilous.  Owing  to  the  circumstances  which  we  have 
intimated  in  the  end  of  the  last  chapter,  the  Sub-Prior  Eustace  ap- 
peared to  have  altered  considerably  his  habits  of  life.  He  afford- 
ed, on  all  extraordinary  occasions,  to  the  Abbot,  whether  privately, 
or  in  the  assembled  Chapter,  the  support  of  his  wisdom  and  expe- 
rience ;  but  in  his  ordinary  habits  he  seemed  now  to  live  more  for 
himself,  and  less  for  the  community,  than  had  been  his  former  prac- 
tice. 

He  often  absented  himself  for  whole  days  from  the  convent ;  and 
as  the  adventure  of  Glendearg  dwelt  deeply  on  his  memory,  he  was 
repeatedly  induced  to  visit  that  lonely  tower,  and  to  take  an  interest 
in  the  orphans  who  had  their  shelter  under  its  roof.  Besides,  he  felt 
a  deep  anxiety  to  know  whether  the  volume  which  he  had  lost,  when 
so  strangely  preserved  from  the  lance  of  the  murderer,  had  again 
found  its  way  back  to  the  tower  of  Glendearg.  "  It  was  strange," 
he^  thought,  "  that  a  spirit,"  for  such  he  could  not  help  judging  the 
being  whose  voice  he  had  heard,  "  should,  on  the  one  side,  seek  the 
advancement  of  heresy,  and,  on  the  other,  interpose  to  save  the  life 
of  a  zealous  Catholic  priest." 

But  from  no  inquiry  which  he  made  of  the  various  inhabitants  of 
the  Tower  of  Glendearg  could  he  learn  that  the  copy  of  the  translated 
Scriptures,  for  which  he  made  such  diligent  inquiry,  had  again  been 
seen  by  any  of  them. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  good  father's  occasional  visits  were  of  no 
small  consequence  to  Edward  Glendinning  and  to  Mary  Avenel. 
The  former  displayed  a  power  of  apprehending  and  retaining  what- 
ever was  taught  him,  which  filled  Father  Eustace  with  admiration. 
He  was  at  once  acute  and  industrious,  alert  and  accurate :  one  of 
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those  rare  combinations  of  talent  and  industry,  which  are  seldom 
united. 

It  was  the  earnest  desire  of  Father  Eustace  that  the  excellent 
qualities  thus  early  displayed  by  Edward  should  be  dedicated  to  the 
service  of  the  Church,  to  which  he  thought  the  youth's  own  consent 
might  be  easily  obtained,  as  he  was  of  a  calm,  contemplative,  retired 
habit,  and  seemed  to  consider  knowledge  as  the  principal  object,  and 
its  enlargement  as  the  greatest  pleasure,  in  life.  As  to  the  mother, 
the  Sub-Prior  had  little  doubt  that,  trained  as  she  was  to  view  the 
monks  of  Saint  Mary's  with  such  profound  reverence,  she  would  be 
but  too  happy  in  an  opportunity  of  enrolling  one  of  her  sons  in  its 
honoured  community.  But  the  good  Father  proved  to  be  mistaken 
in  both  these  particulars. 

When  he  spoke  to  Elspeth  Glendinning  of  that  which  a  mother 
best  loves  to  hear — the  proficiency  and  abilities  of  her  son— she 
listened  with  a  delighted  ear.  But  when  Father  Eustace  hinted  at 
the  duty  of  dedicating  to  the  service  of  the  Church,  talents  which 
seemed  fitted  to  defend  and  adorn  it,  the  dame  endeavoured  always 
to  shift  the  subject ;  and  when  pressed  farther,  enlarged  on  her  own 
incapacity,  as  a  lone  woman,  to  manage  the  feu ;  on  the  advantage 
which  her  neighbours  of  the  township  were  often  taking  of  her  un- 
protected state,  and  on  the  wish  she  had  that  Edward  might  fill  his 
father's  place,  remain  in  the  tower,  and  close  her  eyes. 

On  such  occasions  the  Sub- Prior  would  answer,  that  even  in  a 
worldly  point  of  view  the  welfare  of  the  family  would  be  best  con- 
sulted by  one  of  the  sons  entering  into  the  community  of  Saint 
Mary's,  as  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  he  would  fail  to  afford  his 
family  the  important  protection  which  he  could  then  easily  extend 
towards  them.  What  could  be  a  more  pleasing  prospect  than  to  see 
him  high  in  honour  ?  or  what  more  sweet  than  to  have  the  last  duties 
rendered  to  her  by  a  son,  revered  for  his  holiness  of  life  and  exem- 
plary manners  ?  Besides,  he  endeavoured  to  impress  upon  the  dame 
that  her  eldest  son,  H  albert,  whose  bold  temper  and  headstrong  in- 
dulgence of  a  wandering  humour,  rendered  him  incapable  of  learning, 
was,  for  that  reason,  as  well  as  that  he  was  her  eldest  born,  fittest  to 
bustle  through  the  affairs  of  the  world,  and  manage  the  little  fief. 

Elspeth  durst  not  directly  dissent  from  what  was  proposed,  for  fear 
of  giving  displeasure,  and  yet  she  always  had  something  to  say  against 
it.  H albert,  she  said,  was  not  like  any  of  the  neighbour  boys — he 
was  taller  by  the  head,  and  stronger  by  the  half,  than  any  boy  of  his 
years  within  the  Halidome.  But  he  was  fit  for  no  peaceful  work  that 
could  be  devised.  If  he  liked  a  book  ill,  he  liked  a  plough  or  a 
pattle  worse.  He  had  scoured  his  father's  old  broadsword— sus- 
pended it  by  a  belt  round  his  waist,  and  seldom  stirred  without  it. 
He  was  a  sweet  boy  and  a  gentle  if  spoken  fair,  but  cross  him  and 
he  was  a  born  devil.  "In  a  word,"  she  said,  bursting  into  tears, 
"deprive  me  of  Edward,  good  father,  and  ye  bereave  my  house 
of  prop  and  pillar  ;  for  my  heart  tells  me  that  Halbert  will  take  to 
his  father's  gates,  and  die  his  father's  death." 

When  the  conversation  came  to  this  crisis,  the  good-humoured 
monk  was  always  content  to  drop  the  discussion  for  the  time,  trusting 
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some  opportunity  would  occur  of  removing1  her  prejudices,  for  such 
he  thought  them,  against  Edward's  proposed  destination. 

When,  leaving1  the  mother,  the  Sub-Prior  addressed  himself  to  the 
son,  animating  his  zeal  for  knowledge,  and  pointing  out  how  amply 
it  might  be  gratified  should  he  agree  to  take  holy  orders,  he  found 
the  same  repugnance  which  Dame  Elspeth  had  exhibited.  Edward 
pleaded  a  want  of  sufficient  vocation  to  so  serious  a  profession — his 
reluctance  to  leave  his  mother,  and  other  objections,  which  the  Sub- 
Prior  treated  as  evasive. 

"  I  plainly  perceive,"  he  said  one  day,  in  answer  to  them,  "  that  the 
devil  has  his  factors  as  well  as  Heaven,  and  that  they  are  equally,  or, 
alas !  the  former  are  perhaps  more  active,  in  bespeaking  for  their 
master  the  first  of  the  market.  I  trust,  young  man,  that  neither 
idleness,  nor  licentious  pleasure,  nor  the  love  of  worldly  gain  and 
worldly  grandeur,  the  chief  baits  with  which  the  great  Fisher  of  souls 
conceals  his  hook,  are  the  causes  of  your  declining  the  career  to 
which  I  would  incite  you.  But  above  all  I  trust — above  all  I  hope — 
that  the  vanity  of  superior  knowledge— a  sin  with  which  those  who 
have  made  proficiency  in  learning  are  most  frequently  beset — has  not 
led  you  into  the  awful  hazard  of  listening  to  the  dangerous  doctrines 
which  are  now  afloat  concerning  religion.  Better  for  you  that  you 
were  as  grossly  ignorant  as  the  beasts  which  perish,  than  that  the 
pride  of  knowledge  should  induce  you  to  lend  an  ear  to  the  voice  of 
the  heretics."  Edward  Glendinning  listened  to  the  rebuke  with  a 
downcast  look,  and  failed  not,  when  it  was  concluded,  earnestly  to 
vindicate  himself  from  the  charge  of  having  pushed  his  studies  into 
any  subjects  which  the  Church  inhibited ;  and  so  the  monk  was  left 
to  form  vain  conjectures  respecting  the  cause  of  his  reluctance  to 
embrace  the  monastic  state. 

It  is  an  old  proverb,  used  by  Chaucer,  and  quoted  by  Elizabeth, 
that  "the  greatest  clerks  are  not  the  wisest  men;"  and  it  is  as  true 
as  if  the  poet  had  not  rhymed,  or  the  queen  reasoned  on  it.  If 
Father  Eustace  had  not  had  his  thoughts  turned  so  much  to  the  pro- 
gress of  heresy,  and  so  little  to  what  was  passing  in  the  tower,  he 
might  have  read,  in  the  speaking  eyes  of  Mary  Avenel,  now  a  girl  of 
fourteen  or  fifteen,  reasons  which  might  disincline  her  youthful  com- 
panion towards  the  monastic  vows.  I  have  said,  that  she  also  was  a 
promising  pupil  of  the  good  father,  upon  whom  her  innocent  and 
infantine  beauty  had  an  effect  of  wrhich  he  was  himself,  perhaps, 
unconscious.  Her  rank  and  expectations  entitled  her  to  be  taught 
the  arts  of  reading  and  writing ; — and  each  lesson  which  the  monk 
assigned  her  was  conned  over  in  company  with  Edward,  and  by  him 
explained  and  re-explained,  and  again  illustrated,  until  she  became 
perfectly  mistress  of  it. 

In  the  beginning  of  their  studies,  Halbert  had  been  their  school 
companion.  But  the  boldness  and  impatience  of  his  disposition  soon 
quarreled  with  an  occupation  in  which,  without  assiduity  and  unre- 
mitted attention,  no  progress  was  to  be  expected.  The  Sub-Prior's 
visits  were  at  irregular  intervals,  and  often  weeks  would  intervene 
between  them,  in  which  case  Halbert  was  sure  to  forget  all  that  had 
been  prescribed  for  him  to  learn,  and  much  which  he  had  partly 
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acquired  before.  His  deficiencies  on  these  occasions  gave  him  pain, 
but  it  was  not  of  that  sort  which  produces  amendment. 

For  a  time,  like  all  who  are  fond  of  idleness,  he  endeavoured  to 
detach  the  attention  of  his  brother  and  Mary  Avenel  from  their  task, 
rather  than  to  learn  his  own,  and  such  dialogues  as  the  following 
would  ensue: — 

"  Take  your  bonnet,  Edward,  and  make  haste — the  Laird  of 
Colmslie  is  at  the  head  of  the  glen  with  his  hounds." 

"  I  care  not,  Halbert,"  answered  the  younger  brother  ;  "  two  brace 
of  dogs  may  kill  a  deer  without  my  being  there  to  see  them,  and  I 
must  help  Mary  Avenel  with  her  lesson." 

"  Ay  !  you  will  labour  at  the  monk's  lessons  till  you  turn  monk 
yourself,"  answered  Halbert. — "  Mary,  will  you  go  with  me,  and  I 
will  show  you  the  cushat's  nest  I  told  you  of  ? " 

"  I  cannot  go  with  you,  Halbert,"  answered  Mary,  "  because  I  must 
study  this  lesson — it  will  taice  me  long  to  learn  it — I  am  sorry  I  am 
so  dull,  for  if  I  could  get  my  task  as  fast  as  Edward,  I  should  like  to 
go  with  you." 

"  Should  you  indeed  ?  "  said  Halbert ;  "  then  I  will  wait  for  you ; 
and,  what  is  more,  I  will  try  to  get  my  lesson  also." 

With  a  smile  and  a  sigh  he  took  up"  the  primer,  and  began  heavily 
to  con  over  the  task  which  had  been  assigned  him.  As  if  banished 
from  the  society  of  the  two  others,  he  sat  sad  and  solitary  in  one  of 
the  deep  window-recesses,  and  after  in  vain  struggling  with  the  diffi- 
culties of  his  task,  and  his  disinclination  to  learn  it,  he  found  himself 
involuntarily  engaged  in  watching  the  movements  of  the  other  two 
students,  instead  of  toiling  any  longer. 

The  picture  which  Halbert  looked  upon  was  delightful  in  itself, 
but  somehow  or  other  it  afforded  very  little  pleasure  to  him.  The 
beautiful  girl,  with  looks  of  simple,  yet  earnest  anxiety,  was  bent  on 
disentangling  those  intricacies  which  obstructed  her  progress  to 
knowledge,  and  looking  ever  and  anon  to  Edward  for  assistance, 
while,  seated  close  by  her  side,  and  watchful  to  remove  every  obstacle 
from  her  way,  he  seemed  at  once  to  be  proud  of  the  progress  which 
his  pupil  made,  and  of  the  assistance  which  he  was  able  to  render  her. 
There  was  a  bond  betwixt  Ihem,  a  strong  and  interesting  tie,  the 
desire  of  obtaining  knowledge,  the  pride  of  surmounting  difficulties. 

Feeling  most  acutely,  yet  ignorant  of  the  nature  and  source  of  his 
own  emotions,  Halbert  could  no  longer  endure  to  look  upon^  this 
quiet  scene,  but  starting  up,  dashed  his  book  from  him,  and  exclaimed 
aloud,  "  To  the  fiend  I  bequeath  all  books,  and  the  dreamers  that 
make  them  ! — I  would  a  score  of  Southrons  would  come  up  the  glen, 
and  we  should  learn  how  little  all  this  muttering  and  scribbling  is 
worth." 

Mary  Avenel  and  his  brother  started,  and  looked  at  Halbert  with 
surprise,  while  he  went  on  with  great  animation,  his  features  swelling, 
and  the  tears  starting  into  his  eyes  as  he  spoke. — "  Yes,  Mary — I 
wish  a  score  of  Southrons  came  up  the  glen  this  very  day  ;  and  you 
should  see  one  good  hand,  and  one  good  sword,  do  more  to  protect 
you,  than  all  the  books  that  were  ever  opened,  and  all  the  pens  that 
ever  grew  on  a  goose's  wing." 
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Mary  looked  a  little  surprised  and  a  little  frightened  at  his  vehe- 
mence, but  instantly  replied  affectionately,  "  You  are  vexed,  Halbert, 
because  you  do  not  get  your  lesson  so  fast  as  Edward  can ;  and  so  am 
I,  for  I  am  as  stupid  as  you — But  come,  and  Edward  shall  sit  betwixt 
us  and  teach  us." 

11  He  shall  not  teach  me,"  said  Halbert,  in  the  same  angry  mood ; 
"  I  never  can  teach  him  to  do  anything"  that  is  honourable  and  manly, 
and  he  shall  not  teach  me  any  of  his  monkish  tricks. — I  hate  the 
monks,  with  their  drawling"  nasal  tone  like  so  many  frogs,  and  their 
long  black  petticoats  like  so  many  women,  and  their  reverences, 
and  their  lordships,  and  their  lazy  vassals,  that  do  nothing  but  peddle 
in  the  mire  with  plough  and  harrow  from  Yule  to  Michaelmas.  I 
will  call  none  lord,  but  him  who  wears  a  sword  to  make  his  title 
good  ;  and  I  will  call  none  man,  but  he  that  can  bear  himself  manlike 
and  masterful." 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  peace,  brother!"  said  Edward;  "if  such 
words  were  taken  up  and  reported  out  of  the  house,  they  would  be 
our  mother's  ruin." 

"  Report  them  yourself  then,  and  they  will  be  your  making,  and 
nobody's  marring  save  mine  own.  Say  that  Halbert  Glendinning 
will  never  be  vassal  to  an  old  man  with  a  cowl  and  shaven  crown, 
while  there  are  twenty  barons  who  wear  casque  and  plume  that  lack 
bold  followers.  Let  them  grant  you  these  wretched  acres,  and  much 
meal  may  they  bear  you  to  make  your  brochan."  He  left  the  room 
hastily,  but  instantly  returned,  and  continued  to  speak  with  the  same 
tone  of  quick  and  irritated  feeling'.  "  And  you  need  not  think  so 
much,  neither  of  you,  and  especially  you,  Edward,  need  not  think  so 
much  of  your  parchment  book  there,  and  your  cunning  in  reading  it. 
By  my  faith,  I  will  soon  learn  to  read  as  well  as  you ;  and — for  I 
know  a  better  teacher  than  your  grim  old  monk,  and  a  better  book 
than  his  printed  breviary ;  and  since  you  like  scholarcraft  so  well, 
Mary  Avenel,  you  shall  see  whether  Edward  or  I  have  most  of  it." 
He  left  the  apartment,  and  came  not  again. 

"  What  can  be  the  matter  with  him  ?"  said  Mary,  following  Halbert 
with  her  eyes  from  the  window,  as  with  hasty  and  unequal  steps  he 
ran  u^>  the  wild  glen—"  Where  can  your  brother  be  going,  Edward  ? 
— what  book? — what  teacher  does  he  talk  of?" 

"It  avails  not  guessing,"  said  Edward.  "Halbert  is  angry,  he 
knows  not  why,  and  speaks  of  he  knows  not  what ;  let  us  go  again 
to  our  lessons,  and  he  will  come  home  when  he  has  tired  himself  with 
scrambling  among  the  crags  as  usual." 

But  Mary's  anxiety  on  account  of  Halbert  seemed  more  deeply 
rooted.  She  declined  prosecuting  the  task  in  which  they  had  been 
so  pleasingly  engaged,  under  the  excuse  of  a  headach ;  nor  could 
Edward  prevail  upon  her  to  resume  it  again  that  morning. 

Meanwhile  Halbert,  his  head  unbonneted,  his  features  swelled  with 
jealous  anger,  and  the  tear  still  in  his  eye,  sped  up  the  wild  and  upper 
extremity  of  the  little  valley  of  Glendearg  with  the  speed  of  a  roe- 
buck, choosing,  as  if  in  desperate  defiance  of  the  difficulties  of  the 
way,  the  wildest  and  most  dangerous  paths,  and  voluntarily  exposing 
himself  a  hundred  times  to  dangers  which  he  might  have  escaped  by 
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turning  a  little  aside  from  them.  It  seemed  as  if  he  wished  his 
course  to  be  as  straight  as  that  of  the  arrow  to  its  mark. 

He  arrived  at  length  in  a  narrow  and  secluded  cleuch,  or  deep 
ravine,  which  ran  down  into  the  valley,  and  contributed  a  scanty 
rivulet  to  the  supply  of  the  brook  with  which  Glendearg  is  watered. 
Up  this  he  sped  with  the  same  precipitate  haste  which  had  marked 
his  departure  from  the  tower,  nor  did  he  pause  and  look  around  until 
he  had  reached  the  fountain  from  which  the  rivulet  had  its  rise.  ^ 

Here  Halbert  stopt  short,  and  cast  a  gloomy,  and  almost  a  fright- 
ened glance  around  him.  A  huge  rock  rose  in  front,  from  a  cleft  of 
which  grew  a  wild  holly-tree,  whose  dark  green  branches  rustled  over 
the  spring  which  arose  beneath.  The  banks  on  either  hand  rose  so 
high,  and  approached  each  other  so  closely,  that  it  was  only  when  the 
sun  was  at  its  meridian  height,  and  during  the  summer  solstice,  that 
its  rays  could  reach  the  bottom  of  the  chasm  in  which  he  stood. 
But  it  was  now  summer,  and  the  hour  was  noon,  so  that  the  unwonted 
reflection  of  the  sun  was  dancing  in  the  pellucid  fountain. 

"It  is  the  season  and  the  hour,"  said  Halbert  to  himself;  "and 

now  I 1  might  soon  become  wiser  than  Edward  with  all  his  pains ! 

Mary  should  see  whether  he  alone  is  lit  to  be  consulted,  and  to  sit  by 
her  side,  and  hang  over  her  as  she  reads,  and  point  out  every  word 
and  every  letter.  And  she  loves  me  better  than  him— I  am  sure  she 
does— for  she  comes  of  noble  blood,  and  scorns  sloth  and  cowardice. 
— And  do  I  myself  not  stand  here  slothful  and  cowardly  as  any  priest 
of  them  all  ?— Why  should  I  fear  to  call  upon  this  form— this  shape  ? 
— Already  have  I  endured  the  vision,  and  why  not  again  ? — What  can 
it  do  to  me,  who  am  a  man  of  lith  and  limb,  and  have  by  my  side  my 
father's  sword  ?  Does  my  heart  beat — do  my  hairs  bristle,  at  the 
thought  of  calling  up  a  painted  shadow,  and  how  should  I  face  a  band 
of  Southrons  in  flesh  and  blood  ?  By  the  soul  of  the  first  Glendinning, 
I  will  make  proof  of  the  charm  !  " 

He  cast  the  leathern  brogue  or  buskin  from  his  right  foot,  planted 
himself  in  a  firm  posture,  unsheathed  his  sword,  and  first  looking 
around  to  collect  his  resolution,  he  bowed  three  times  deliberately 
towards  the  holly-tree,  and  as  often  to  the  little  fountain,  repeating 
at  the  same  time,  with  a  determined  voice,  the  following  rhyme  : — 

M  Thrice  to  the  holly  brake — 
Thrice  to  the  well : — 
I  bid  thee  awake, 
White  Maid  of  Avenel  ! 

Noon  gleams  on  the  Lake — 

Noon  glows  on  the  Fell — 
Wake  thee,  O  wake, 

White  Maid  of  Avenel !  " 

These  lines  were  hardly  uttered,  when  there  stood  the  figure  of  a 
female  clothed  in  white,  within  three  steps  of  Halbert  Glendinning. 

"  I  guess  'twas  frightful  there  to  see 
A  lady  richly  clad  as  she — 
Beautiful  exceedingly."1 


'  Celeridge's  Chribtabellc, 
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There's  something  in  that  ancient  superstition, 

Which,  erring  as  it  is,  our  fancy  loves. 

The  spring  that,  with  its  thousand  crystal  bubbles, 

Bursts  from  the  bosom  of  some  desert  rock 

In  secret  solitude,  may  well  be  deem'd 

The  haunt  of  something  purer,  more  refined, 

And  mightier  than  ourselves. 

Old  Play. 

Young  Halbert  Glendinning  had  scarcely  pronounced  the  mysti- 
cal rhymes,  than,  as  we  have  mentioned  in  the  conclusion  of  the  last 
chapter,  an  appearance,  as  of  a  beautiful  female,  dressed  in  white, 
stood  within  two  yards  of  him.  His  terror  for  the  moment  overcame 
his  natural  courage,  as  well  as  the  strong-  resolution  which  he  had 
formed,  that  the  figure  which  he  had  now  twice  seen  should  not  a 
third  time  daunt  him.  But  it  would  seem  there  is  something*  thril- 
ling and  abhorrent  to  flesh  and  blood,  in  the  consciousness  that  we 
stand  in  presence  of  a  being  in  form  like  to  ourselves,  but  so  diffe- 
rent in  faculties  and  nature,  that  we  can  neither  understand  its 
purposes  nor  calculate  its  means  of  pursuing  them. 

Halbert  stood  silent  and  gasped  for  breath,  his  hairs  erecting 
themselves  on  his  head — his  mouth  open — his  eyes  fixed,  and,  as  the 
sole  remaining  sign  of  his  late  determined  purpose,  his  sword  pointed 
towards  the  apparition.  At  length,  with  a  voice  of  ineffable  sweet- 
ness, the  White  Lady,  for  by  that  name  we  shall  distinguish  this 
being,  sung,  or  rather  chanted,  the  following  lines : — 

* '  Youth  of  the  dark  eye,  wherefore  didst  thou  call  me  ? 
Wherefore  art  thou  here,  if  tenors  can  appal  thee  ? 
He  that  seeks  to  deal  with  us  must  know  nor  fear  nor  failing  ! 
To  coward  and  churl  our  speech  is  dark,  our  gifts  are  unavailing. 
The  breeze  that  brought  me  hither  now,  must  sweep  Egyptian  ground, 
The  fleecy  cloud  on  which  I  ride  for  Araby  is  bound  ; 
The  fleecy  cloud  is  drifting  by,  the  breeze  sighs  for  my  stay, 
For  I  must  sail  a  thousand  miles  before  the  close  of  day." 

The  astonishment  of  Halbert  began  once  more  to  give  way  to  his 
resolution,  and  he  gained  voice  enough  to  say,  though  with  a  falter- 
ing accent,  "In  the  name  of  God,  what  art  thou?"  The  answer 
was  in  melody  of  a  different  tone  and  measure : — 

M  What  I  am  I  must  not  show — 
What  I  am  thou  couldst  not  know — 
Something  betwixt  heaven  and  hell — 
Something  that  neither  stood  nor  fell — 
Something  that  through  thy  wit  or  will 
May  work  thee  good — may  work  thee  ill. 
Neither  substance  quite,  nor  shadow, 
Haunting  lonel}'  moor  and  meadow, 
Dancing  by  the  haunted  spring, 
Riding  on  the  whirlwind's  wing  ; 
Aping  in  fantastic  fashion 
Every  change  of  human  passion, 
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While  o'er  our  frozen  minds  they  pass, 

Like  shadows  from  the  mirror'd  glass. 

Wayward,  fickle  is  our  mood, 

Hovering  betwixt  bad  and  good, 

Happier  than  brief- dated  man, 

Living  twenty  times  his  span  ; 

Far  less  happy,  for  we  have 

Help  nor  hope  beyond  the  grave  ! 

Man  awakes  to  joy  or  sorrow  ; 

Ours  the  sleep  that  knows  no  morrow. 

This  is  all  that  I  can  show — 

This  is  all  that  thou  mayest  know. 

The  White  Lady  paused,  and  appeared  to  await  an  answer ;  but, 
as  Halbert  hesitated  how  to  frame  his  speech,  the  vision  seemed 
gradually  to  fade,  and  become  more  and  more  incorporeal.  Justly 
guessing"  this  to  be  a  symptom  of  her  disappearance,  Halbert  com- 
pelled himself  to  say, — *  Lady,  when  I  saw  you  in  the  glen,  and  when 
you  brought  back  the  black  book  of  Mary  of  Avenel,  thou  didst  say 
I  should  one  day  learn  to  read  it." 

The  White  Lady  replied : — 

"  Ay  !  and  I  taught  thee  the  word  and  the  spell, 
To  waken  me  here  by  the  Fairies'  Well. 
But  thou  hast  loved  the  heron  and  hawk, 
More  than  to  seek  my  haunted  walk  ; 
And  thou  hast  loved  the  lance  and  the  sword, 
More  than  good  text  and  holy  word  ; 
And  thou  hast  loved  the  deer  to  track. 
More  than  the  lines  and  the  letters  black ; 
And  thou  art  a  ranger  of  moss  and  of  wood, 
And  scornest  the  nurture  of  gentle  blood." 

"  I  will  do  so  no  longer,  fair  maiden,"  said  Halbert ;  "  I  desire  to 
learn ;  and  thou  didst  promise  me,  that  when  I  did  so  desire,  thou 
wouldst  be  my  helper ;  I  am  no  longer  afraid  of  thy  presence,  and  I 
am  no  longer  regardless  of  instruction."  As  he  uttered  these  words, 
the  figure  of  the  White  Maiden  grew  gradually  as  distinct  as  it  had 
been  at  first;  and  what  had  well-nigh  faded  into  an  ill-defined 
and  colourless^  shadow,  again  assumed  an  appearance  at  least  of 
corporeal  consistency,  although  the  hues  were  less  vivid,  and  the  out- 
line of  the  figure  less  distinct  and  defined — so  at  least  it  seemed  to 
Halbert — than  those  of  an  ordinary  inhabitant  of  the  earth.  "  Wilt 
thou  grant  my  request,"  he  said,  "  fair  Lady,  and  give  to  my  keep- 
ing the  holy  book  which  Mary  of  Avenel  has  so  often  wept  for  ? " 

The  White  Lady  replied : — 

'*  Thy  craven  fear  my  truth  accused, 
Thine  idlehood  my  trust  abused  ; 
He  that  draws  to  harbour  late, 
Must  ^leep  without,  or  burst  the  gate. 
There  is  a  star  for  thee  which  burn'd, 
Its  influence  wanes,  its  course  is  turn'd  ; 
Valour  and  constancy  alone 
Can  bring  thee  back  the  chance  that's  flown." 

"  If  I  have  been  a  loiterer,  Lady,"  answered  young  Glendinning, 
i(  thou  shalt  now  find  me  willing  to  press  forward  with  double  speed. 
Other  thoughts  have  filled  my  mind,  other  thoughts  have  engaged 
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my  heart,  within  a  brief  period— and  by  Heaven,  other  occupations 
shall  henceforward  fill  up  my  time.  I  have  lived  in  this  day  the 
space  of  years — I  came  hither  a  boy— I  will  return  a  man— a  man, 
such  as  may  converse  not  only  with  his  own  kind,  but  with  whatever 
God  permits  to  be  visible  to  him.  I  will  learn  the  contents  of  that 
mysterious  volume — I  will  learn  why  the  Lady  of  Avenel  loved  it — 
why  the  priests  feared,  and  would  have  stolen  it — why  thou  didst 
twice  recover  it  from  their  hands.— What  mystery  is  wrapt  in  it? — 
Speak,  I  conjure  thee!"  The  lady  assumed  an  air  peculiarly  sad 
and  solemn,  as  drooping  her  head,  and  folding"  her  "arms  on  her 
bosom,  she  replied : — 

'*  Within  that  awful  volume  lies 
Tho»mystery  of  mysteries  ! 
Happiest  they  of  human  race, 
To  whom  God  has  granted  grace 
To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray, 
To  lift  the  latch,  and  force  the  way  ; 
And  better  had  tliey  ne'er  been  born. 
Who  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  scorn." 

"  Give  me  the  volume,  Lady,"  said  young  Glendinning.  "  They 
call  me  idle — they  call  me  dull— in  this  pursuit  my  industry  shall  not 
fail,  nor,  with  God's  blessing,  shall  my  understanding.  Give  me  the 
volume."    The  apparition  again  replied : — 

"  Many  a  fathom  dark  and  deep 
I  have  laid  the  book  to  sleep  ; 
Ethereal  fires  around  it  glowing — 
Ethereal  music  ever  flowing — 
The  sacred  pledge  of  Heav'n 
All  things  revere, 
Each  in  his  sphere, 
Save  man  for  whom  'twas  giv'n  : 
Lend  thy  hand,  and  thou  shalt  spy 
Things  ne'er  seen  by  mortal  eye." 

Halbert  Glendinning  boldly  reached  his  hand  to  the  White  Lady. 
"  Fearest  thou  to  go  with  me?"  she  said,  as  his  hand  trembled  at 
the  soft  and  cold  touch  of  her  own — 

"  Fearest  thou  to  go  with  me? 
Still  it  is  free  to  thee 

A  peasant  to  dwell; 
Thou  mayst  drive  the  dull  steer, 
And  chase  the  king's  deer, 
But  never  more  come  near 

This  haunted  well." 

"If  what  thou  sayest  be  true/'  said  the  undaunted  boy,  "my 
destinies  are  higher  than  thine  own.  There  shall  be  neither  well 
nor  wood  which  I  dare  not  visit.  No  fear  of  aught,  natural  or 
supernatural,  shall  bar  my  path  through  my  native  valley." 

He  had  scarce  uttered  the  words,  when  they  both  descended 
through  the  earth  with  a  rapidity  which  took  away  Halbert's  breath 
and  every  other  sensation,  saving  that  of  being  hurried  on  with  the 
utmost  velocity.  At  length  they  stopped  with  a  shock  so  sudden, 
that  the  mortal  journeyer  through  this  unknown  space  must  have 
been  thrown  down  with  violence  had  he  not  been  upheld  by  his 
supernatural  companion. 
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It  was  more  than  a  minute,  ere,  looking"  around  him,  he  beheld  a 
grotto,  or  natural  cavern,  composed  of  the  most  splendid  spars  and 
crystals,  which  returned  in  a  thousand  prismatic  hues  the  light  of  a 
brilliant  flame  that  glowed  on  an  altar  of  alabaster.  This  altar,  with 
its  fire,  formed  the  central  point  of  the  grotto,  which  was  of  a  round 
form,  and  very  high  in  the  roof,  resembling  in  some  respects  the 
dome  of  a  cathedral.  Corresponding  to  the  four  points  of  the  com- 
pass, there  went  off  four  long  galleries,  or  arcades,  constructed  of  the 
same  brilliant  materials  with  the  dome  itself,  and  the  termination  of 
which  was  lost  in  darkness. 

No  human  imagination  can  conceive,  or  words  suffice  to  describe, 
the  glorious  radiance,  which,  shot  fiercely  forth  by  the  flame,  was 
returned  from  so  many  hundred  thousand  points  of  reflection,  afforded 
by  the  sparry  pillars  and  their  numerous  angular  crystals.  The  fire 
itself  did  not  remain  steady  and  unmoved,  but  rose  and  fell,  some- 
times ascending  in  a  brilliant  pyramid  of  condensed  flame  half  way 
up  the  lofty  expanse,  and  again  fading  into  a  softer  and  more  rosy 
hue,  and  hovering,  as  it  were,  on  the  surface  of  the  altar  to  collect  its 
strength  for  another  powerful  exertion.  There  was  no  visible  fuel 
by  which  it  was  fed,  nor  did  it  emit  either  smoke  or  vapour  of  any 
kind. 

What  was  of  all  the  most  remarkable,  the  black  volume  so  often 
mentioned  lay  not  only  unconsumed,  but  untouched  in  the  slightest 
degree,  amid  this  intensity  of  fire,  which,  while  it  seemed  to  be  of 
force  sufficient  to  melt  adamant,  had  no  effect  whatever  on  the  sacred 
book  thus  subjected  to  its  utmost  influence. 

>  The  White  Lady,  having  paused  long  enough  to  let  young  Glen- 
dinning  take  a  complete  survey  of  what  was  around  him,  now  said  in 
her  usual  chant, 

"Here  lies  the  volume  thou  boldly  hast  sought ; 
Touch  it,  and  take  it, — 'twill  dearly  be  bought ! " 

Familiarised  in  some  degree  with  marvels,  and  desperately  desir- 
ous of  showing  the  courage  he  had  boasted,  Halbert  plunged  his 
hand,  without  hesitation,  into  the  flame,  trusting  to  the  rapidity  of 
the  motion,  to  snatch  out  the  volume  before  the  fire  could  greatly 
affect  him.  But  he  was  much  disappointed.  The  flame  instantly 
caught  upon  his  sleeve,  and  though  he  withdrew  his  hand  immediately, 
yet  his  arm  was  so  dreadfully  scorched,  that  he  had  well-nigh 
screamed  with  pain.  He  suppressed  the  natural  expression  of 
anguish,  however,  and  only  intimated  the  agony  which  he  felt  by  a 
contortion  and  a  muttered  groan.  The  White  Lady  passed  her  cold 
hand  over  his  arm,  and,  ere  she  had  finished  the  following  metrical 
chant,  his  pain  had  entirely  gone,  and  no  mark  of  the  scorching  was 
visible : — 

' '  Rash  thy  deed 
Mortal  weed 
To  immortal  flames  applying  ; 
Rasher  trust 
Has  thing  of  dust, 
On  his  own  weak  worth  relying  : 
Strip  thee  of  such  fences  vain, 
Strip,  and  prove  thy  luck  again." 
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Obedient  to  what  he  understood  to  be  the  meaning  of  his  conduc- 
tress^ Halbert  bared  his  arm  to  the  shoulder,  throwing  down  the 
remains  of  his  sleeve,  which  no  sooner  touched  the  floor  on  which  he 
stood  than  it  collected  itself  together,  shrivelled  itself  up,  and  was 
without  any  visible  fire  reduced  to  light  tinder,  which  a  sudden  breath 
of  wind  dispersed  into  empty  space.  The  White  Lady,  observing 
the  surprise  of  the  youth,  immediately  repeated — 

"  Mortal  warp  and  mortal  woof, 
Cannot  brook  this  charmed  roof; 
All  that  mortal  art  hath  wrought, 
In  our  cell  returns  to  nought. 
The  molten  gold  returns  to  clay, 
The  polish'd  diamond  melts  away  : 
All  is  alter'd,  all  is  flown, 
Nought  stands  fast  but  truth  alone. 
Not  for  that  thy  quest  give  o'er  : 
Courage  3  prove  thy  chance  once  more." 

Imboldened  by  her  words,  Halbert  Glendinning  made  a  second 
effort,  and,  plunging  his  bare  arm  into  the  flame,  took  out  the  sacred 
volume  without  feeling  either  heat  or  inconvenience  of  any  kind. 
Astonished,  and  almost  terrified  at  his  own  success,  he  beheld  the 
flame  collect  itself,  and  shoot  up  into  one  long  and  final  stream,  which 
seemed  as  if  it  would  ascend  to  the  very  roof  of  the  cavern,  and  then, 
sinking  as  suddenly,  became  totally  extinguished.  The  deepest 
darkness  ensued ;  but  Halbert  had  no  time  to  consider  his  situation, 
for  the  White  Lady  had  already  caught  his  hand,  and  they  ascended 
to  upper  air  with  the  same  velocity  with  which  they  had  sunk  into 
the  earth. 

They  stood  by  the  fountain  in  the  Corri-nan-shian  when  they 
emerged  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth ;  but  on  casting  a  bewildered 
glance  around  him,  the  youth  was  surprised  to  observe,  that  the 
shadows  had  fallen  far  to  the  east,  and  that  the  day  was  well-nigh 
spent.  He  gazed  on  his  conductress  for  explanation,  but  her  figure 
began  to  fade  before  his  eyes — her  cheeks  grew  paler,  her  features 
less  distinct,  her  form  became  shadowy,  and  blended  itself  with  the 
mist  which  was  ascending  the  hollow  ravine.  What  had  late  the 
symmetry  of  form  and  the  delicate  yet  clear  hues  of  feminine  beauty, 
now  resembled  the  flitting  and  pale  ghost  of  some  maiden  who  has 
died  for  love,  as  it  is  seen  indistinctly  and  by  moonlight,  by  her  per- 
jured lover. 

"  Stay,  spirit ! "  said  the  youth,  imboldened  by  his  success  in  the 
subterranean  dome,  "thy  kindness  must  not  leave  me,  as  one  en- 
cumbered with  a  weapon  he  knows  not  how  to  wield.  Thou  must 
teach  me  the  art  to  read,  and  to  understand  this  volume ;  else  what 
avails  it  me  that  I  possess  it?" 

But  the  figure  of  the  White  Lady  still  waned  before  his  eye,  until 
it  became  an  outline  as  pale  and  indistinct  as  that  of  the  moon,  when 
the  winter  morning  is  far  advanced,  and  ere  she  had  ended  the 
following  chant,  she  was  entirely  invisible : — 

11  Alas  !  alas  ! 
Not  ours  the  grace 
These  holy  characters  to  trace  : 


THE   MONASTERY.  77 

Idle  forms  of  painted  air, 

Not  to  us  is  given  to  share 
The  boon  bestow' d  on  Adam's  race  ! 

With  patience  bide, 

Heaven  will  provide 
The  fitting  time,  the  fitting  guide." 

The  form  was  already  0:011  e,  and  now  the  voice  itself  had  melted 
away  in  melancholy  cadence,  softening-,  as  if  the  Being  who  spoke 
had  been  slowly  wafted  from  the  spot  where  she  had  commenced 
her  melody. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Halbert  felt  the  extremity  of  the  terror 
which  he  had  hitherto  so  manfully  suppressed.  The  very  necessity 
of  exertion  had  given  him  spirit  to  make  it,  and  the  presence  of  the 
mysterious  Being,  while  it  was  a  subject  of  fear  in  itself,  had  never- 
theless given  him  the  sense  of  protection  being  near  to  him.  It  was 
when  he  could  reflect  with  composure  on  what  had  passed,  that  a 
cold  tremor  shot  across  his  limbs,  his  hair  bristled,  and  he  was  afraid 
to  look  around,  lest  he  should  find  at  his  elbow  something  more 
frightful  than  the  first  vision.  A  breeze  arising  suddenly  realised 
the  beautiful  and  wild  idea  of  the  most  imaginative  of  our  modern 
bards a— 

"  It  fann'd  his  cheek,  it  raised  his  hair, 
Like  a  meadow  gale  in  spring  ; 
It  mingled  strangely  with  his  fears, 
Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming." 

The  youth  stood  silent  and  astonished  for  a  few  minutes.  It  seemed 
to  him  that  the  extraordinary  Being  he  had  seen,  half  his  terror,  half 
his  protectress,  was  still  hovering  on  the  gale  which  swept  past  him, 
and  that  she  might  again  make  herself  sensible  to  his  organs  of  sight. 
"  Speak  !  "  he  said,  wildly  tossing  his  arms,  "  speak  yet  again — be 
once  more  present,  lovely  vision  ! — thrice  have  I  now  seen  thee,  yet 
the  idea  of  thy  invisible  presence,  around  or  beside  me,  makes  my 
heart  beat  faster  than  if  the  earth  yawned  and  gave  up  a  demon." 
But  neither  sound  nor  appearance  indicated  the  presence  of  the 
White  Lady,  and  nothing  preternatural  beyond  what  he  had  already 
witnessed,  was  again  audible  or  visible.  Halbert,  in  the  meanwhile, 
by  the  very  exertion  of  again  inviting  the  presence  of  this  mysterious 
Being,  had  recovered  his  natural  audacity.  He  looked  around  once 
more,  and  resumed  his  solitary  path  down  the  valley  into  whose  re- 
cesses he  had  penetrated. 

a  Nothing  could  be  more  strongly  contrasted  than  the  storm  of  pas- 
sion with  which  he  had  bounded  over  stock  and  crag,  in  order  to 
plunge  himself  into  the  Corri-nan-Shian,  and  the  sobered  mood  in 
which  he  now  returned  homeward,  industriously  seeking  out  the  most 
practicable  path,  not  from  a  wish  to  avoid  danger,  but  that  he  might 
not  by  personal  toil  distract  his  attention,  deeply  fixed  on  the  extra- 
ordinary scene  which  he  had  witnessed.  In  the  former  case,  he  had 
sought^  by  hazard  and  bodily  exertion  to  indulge  at  once  the  fiery 
excitation  of  passion,  and  to  banish  the  cause  of  the  excitement  from 

1  Coleridge. 
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his  recollection  ;  while  now  he  studiously  avoided  all  interruption  to 
his  contemplative  walk,  lest  the  difficulty  of  the  way  should  interfere 
with,  or  disturb,  his  own  deep  reflections.  Thus  slowly  pacing  forth 
his  course,  with  the  air  of  a  pilgrim  rather  than  of  a  deer-hunter, 
Halbert  about  the  close  of  the  evening  regained  his  paternal  tower. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

Tbe  miller  was  of  manly  make, 

To  meet  him  was  na  mows  ; 
There  durst  na  ten  come  him  to  take, 

Sae  noited  he  their  pow3. 

Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green. 

i  It  was  after  sunset,  as  we  have  alreay  stated,  when  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning  returned  to  the  abode  of  his  father.  The  hour  of  dinner  was 
at  noon,  and  that  of  supper  about  an  hour  after  sunset  at  this  period 
of  the  year.  The  former  had  passed  without  Halbert's  appearing; 
but  this  was  no  uncommon  circumstance,  for  the  chase,  or  any  other 
pastime  which  occurred,  made  Halbert  a  frequent  neglecter  of  hours  ; 
and  liis  mother,  though  angry  and  disappointed  when  she  saw  him 
not  at  table,  was  too  much  accustomed  to  his  occasional  absence,  and 
knew  so  little  how  to  teach  him  more  regularity,  that  a  testy  obser- 
vation was  almost  all  the  censure  with  which  such  omissions  were 
visited. 

On  the  present  occasion,  however,  the  wrath  of  good  Dame  Elspeth 
soared  higher  than  usual.  It  was  not  merely  on  account  of  the 
special  tup's-head  and  trotters,  the  haggis  and  the  side  of  mutton, 
with  which  her  table  was  set  forth,  but  also  because  of  the  arrival  of 
no  less  a  person  than  Hob  Miller,  as  he  was  universally  termed, 
though  the  man's  name  was  Happer. 

The  object  of  the  Miller's  visit  to  the  Tower  of  Glendearg  was 
like  the  purpose  of  those  embassies  which  potentates  send  to  each 
other's  courts,  partly  ostensible,  partly  politic.  In  outward  show, 
Hobb  came  to  visit  his  friends  of  the  Halidome,  and  share  the  fes- 
tivity common  among  country  folk,  after  the  barn-yard  has  been 
filled,  and  to  renew  old  intimacies  by  new  conviviality.  But  in  very 
truth  he  also  came  to  have  an  eye  upon  the  contents  of  each  stack, 
and  to  obtain  such  information  respecting  the  extent  of  the  crop 
reaped  and  gathered  in  by  each  feuar,  as  might  prevent  the  possibility 
of  abstracted  multures. 

All  the  world  knows  that  the  cultivators  of  each  barony  or  regality, 
temporal  or  spiritual,  in  Scotland,  are  obliged  to  bring  their  corn  to 
be  grinded  at  the  mill  of  the  territory,  for  which  they  pay  a  heavy 
charge,  called  the  intown  multures.  I  could  speak  to  the  thirlage  of 
invecta  et  illata  too,  but  let  that  pass.  I  have  said  enough  to  intimate 
that  I  talk  not  without  book.  Those  of  the  Sucken,  or  enthralled 
ground,  were  liable  in  penalties,  if,  deviating  from  this  thirlage  (or 
thraldom),  they  carried  their  grain  to  another  mill.     Now  such 
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another  mill,  erected  on  the  lands  of  a  lay- baron,  lay  within  a 
tempting'  and  convenient  distance  of  Glendearg ;  and  the  Miller  was 
so  obliging,  and  his  charges  so  moderate,  that  it  required  Hob  Miller's 
utmost  vigilance  to  prevent  evasions  of  his  right  of  monopoly. 

The  most  effectual  means  he  could  devise  was  this  show  of  good 
fellowship  and  neighbourly  friendship, — under  colour  of  which  he 
made  his  annual  cruise  through  the  barony — numbered  every  corn- 
stack,  and  computed  its  contents  by  the  boll,  so  that  he  could  give  a 
shrewd  hint  afterwards  whether  or  not  the  grist  came  to  the  right 
mill. 

Dame  Elspeth,  like  her  compeers,  was  obliged  to  take  these  domi- 
ciliary visits  in  the  sense  of  politeness  ;  but  in  her  case  they  had  not 
occurred  since  her  husband's  death,  probably  because  the  Tower  of 
Glendearg  was  distant,  and  there  was  but  a  trifling  quantity  of  arable 
or  infield  land  attached  to  it.  This  year  there  had  been,  upon  some 
speculation  of  old  Martin's,  several  bolls  sown  in  the  out-field,  which, 
the  season  being  fine,  had  ripened  remarkably  well.  Perhaps  this 
circumstance  occasioned  the  honest  Miller's  including  Glendearg,  on 
this  occasion,  in  his  annual  round. 

Dame  Glendinning  received  with  pleasure  a  visit  which  she  used 
formerly  only  to  endure  with  patience ;  and  she  had  changed  her 
view  of  the  matter  chiefly,  if  not  entirely,  because  Hob  had  brought 
with  him  his  daughter  Mysie,  of  whose  features  she  could  give  so 
slight  an  account,  but  whose  dress  she  had  described  so  accurately 
to  the  Sub-Prior. 

Hitherto  this  girl  had  been  an  object  of  very  trifling  consideration 
in  the  eyes  of  the  good  widow ;  but  the  Sub-Prior's  particular  and 
somewhat  mysterious  inquiries  had  set  her  brains  to  work  on  the 
subject  of  Mysie  of  the  Mill ;  and  she  had  here  asked  a  broad  ques- 
tion, and  there  she  had  thrown  out  an  innuendo,  and  there  again  she 
had  gradually  led  on  to  a  conversation  on  the  subject  of  poor  Mysie. 
And  from  all  inquiries  and  investigations  she  had  collected  that 
Mysie  was  a  dark-eyed  laughter-loving  wench,  with  cherry-cheeks,  and 
a  skin  as  white  as  her  father's  finest  bolted  flour,  out  of  which  was 
made  the  Abbot's  own  wastel-bread.  For  her  temper,  she  sung  and 
laughed  from  morning  to  night;  and  for  her  fortune,  a  material 
article,  besides  that  which  the  Miller  might  have  amassed  by  means 
of  his  proverbial  golden  thumb,  Mysie  was  to  inherit  a  good  hand- 
some lump  of  land,  with  a  prospect  of  the  mill  and  mill-acres  de- 
scending to  her  husband  on  an  easy  lease,  if  a  fair  word  were  spoken 
in  season  to  the  Abbot,  and  to  the  Prior,  and  to  the  Sub-Prior,  and 
to  the  Sacristan,  and  so  forth. 

By  turning  and  again  turning  these  advantages  over  in  her  own 
mind,  Elspeth  at  length  came  to  be  of  opinion,  that  the  only  way  to 
save  her  son  Halbert  from  a  life  of  "  spur,  spear,  and  snafle,"  as  they 
called  that  of  the  Border  riders,  from  the  dint  of  a  cloth-yard  shaft, 
or  the  loop  of  an  inch-cord,  was,  that  he  should  marry  and  settle,  and 
that  Mysie  Happer  should  be  his  destined  bride. 

As  if  to  her  wish,  Hob  Miller  arrived  on  his  strong-built  mare, 
bearing  on  a  pillion  behind  him  the  lovely  Mysie,  with  cheeks  like  a 
peony-rose  (if  Dame  Glendinning  had  ever  seen  one),  spirits  all 
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afloat  with  rustic  coquetry,  and  a  profusion  of  hair  as  black  as  ebony. 
The  beau-ideal  which  Dame  Glendinning  had  been  bodying"  forth  m 
her  imagination  became  unexpectedly  realised  in  the  buxom  form  of 
Mysie  Happer,  whom,  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour,  she  settled  upon 
as  the  maiden  who  was  to  fix  the  restless  and  untutored  Halbert. 
True,  Mysie,  as  the  dame  soon  saw,  was  like  to  love  dancing1  round  a 
may-pole  as  well  as  managing'  a  domestic  establishment,  and  Halbert 
was  like  to  break  more  heads  than  he  would  grind  stacks  of  corn. 
But  then  a  miller  should  always  be  of  manly  make,  and  has  been  de- 
scribed so  since  the  days  of  Chaucer  and  James  I.1  Indeed,  to  be 
able  to  outdo  and  bully  the  whole  Sucken  (once  more  we  use  this 
barbarous  phrase),  in  all  athletic  exercises,  was  one  way  to  render 
easy  the  collection  of  dues  which  men  would  have  disputed  with  a 
less  formidable  champion.  Then,  as  to  the  deficiencies  of  the  miller's 
wife,  the  dame  was  of  opinion  that  they  might  be  supplied  by  the 
activity  of  the  miller's  mother.  "  I  will  keep  house  for  the  young 
folk  myself,  for  the  tower  is  grown  very  lonely,"  thought  Dame 
Glendinning,  "  and  to  live  near  the  kirk  will  be  mair  comfortable  in 
my  auld  age — and  then  Edward  may  atgree  with  his  brother  about 
the  feu,  more  especially  as  he  is  a  favourite  with  the  Sub-Prior,  and 
then  he  may  live  in  the  auld  tower,  like  his  worthy  father  before  him 
— and  wha  kens  but  Mary  Avenel,  high-blood  as  she  is,  may  e'en 
draw  in  her  stool  to  the  chimney-nook,  and  sit  down  here  for  good 
and  a'  ? — It's  true  she  has  no  tocher,  but  the  like  of  her  for  beauty 
and  sense  ne'er  crossed  my  een ;  and  I  have  kend  every  wench  in  the 
Halidome  of  St  Mary's — ay,  and  their  mothers  that  bore  them — ay, 
she  is  a  sweet  and  a  lovely  creature  as  ever  tied  snood  over  brown 
hair — ay,  and  then,  though  her  uncle  keeps  her  out  of  her  ain  for 
the  present  time,  yet  it  is  to  be  thought  the  grey-goose  shaft  will 
find  a  hole  in  his  coat  of  proof,  as,  God  help  us !  it  lias  done  in  many 
a  better  man's — And,  moreover,  if  they  should  stand  on  their  pe- 
digree and  gentle  race,  Edward  might  say  to  them,  that  is,  to  her 
gentle  kith  and  kin,  '  whilk  o'  ye  was  her  best  friend  when  she 
came  down  the  glen  to  Glendearg  in  a  misty  evening,  on  a  beast 
mair  like  a  cuddie  than  aught  else?'— And  if  they  tax  him  with 
churl's  blood,  Edward  might  say,  that,  forby  the  old  proverb,  how 

"  Gentle  deed 
Makes  gentle  bleid  ;  " 

yet  moreover,  there  comes  no  churl's  blood  from  Glendinning  or 

Brydone  ;  for,  says  Edward " 

The  hoarse  voice  of  the  Miller  at  this  moment  recalled  the  dame 

1  The  verse  we  have  chosen  for  a  motto,  is  from  a  poem  imputed  to  James  I.  of 
Scotland.    As  for  the  Miller  who  figures  among  the  Canterbury  pilgrims,  besides  | 
his  sword  and  buckler,  he  boasted  other  attributes,  all  of  which,  but  especially  the 
last,  show  that  he  relied  more  on  the  strength  of  the  outside  than  that  of  the  in- 
side of  his  skull.  t 

"  The  miller  was  a  stout  carl  for  the  nones, 
Full  big  he  was  of  brawn,  and  eke  of  bones ; 
That  proved  well,  for  wheresoe'r  he  earn  ; 
At  wrestling  he  wold  bear  away  the  ram; 
He  was  short  shoulder'd,  broad,  a  thick  gnar ; 
There  n'as  no  door  that  he  n'old  heave  of  bar, 
Or  break  it  at  a  running  with  his  head,"  &c 
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from  her  reverie,  and  compelled  her  to  remember  that  if  she  meant 
to  realise  her  airy  castle,  she  must  begin  by  laying"  the  foundation  in 
civility  to  her  guest  and  his  daughter,  whom  she  was  at  that  moment 
most  strangely  neglecting,  though  her  whole  plan  turned  on  con- 
ciliating their  favour  and  good  opinion,  and  that,  in  fact,  while 
arranging  matters  for  so  intimate  a  union  with  her  company,  she 
was  suffering  them  to  sit  unnoticed,  and  in  their  riding  gear,  as  if 
about  to  resume  their  journey.  "  And  so  I  say,  dame,"  concluded 
the  Miller  (for  she  had  not  marked  the  beginning  of  his  speech), 
"  an  ye  be  so  busied  with  your  housekep,  or  aught  else,  why,  Mysie 
and  I  will  trot  our  way  down  the  glen  again  to  Johnnie  Broxmouth's, 
who  pressed  us  right  kindly  to  bide  with  him." 

Starting  at  once  from  her  dream  of  marriages  and  intermarriages, 
mills,  mill-lands,  and  baronies,  Dame  Elspeth  felt  for  a  moment 
like  the  milkmaid  in  the  fable,  when  she  overset  the  pitcher,  on  the 
contents  of  which  so  many  golden  dreams  wrere  founded.  But  the 
foundation  of  Dame  Glendinning's  hopes  was  only  tottering,  not 
overthrown,  and  she  hastened  to  restore  its  equilibrium.  Instead  of 
attempting  to  account  for  her  absence  of  mind  and  want  of  attention 
to  her  guests,  which  she  might  have  found  something  difficult,  she 
assumed  the  offensive,  like  an  able  general  when  he  finds  it  necessary, 
by  a  bold  attack,  to  disguise  his  weakness. 

A  loud  exclamation  she  made,  and  a  passionate  complaint  she  set 
up  against  the  unkindness  of  her  old  friend,  who  could  for  an  instant 
doubt  the  heartiness  of  her  welcome  to  him  and  to  his  hopeful 
daughter ;  and  then  to  think  of  his  going  back  to  John  Broxmouth's, 
when  the  auld  tower  stood  where  it  did,  and  had  room  in  it  for  a 
friend  or  two  in  the  worst  of  times — and  he  too  a  neighbour  that  his 
umquhile  gossip  Simon,  blessed  be  his  cast,  used  to  think  the  best 
friend  he  had  in  the  Halidome  !  And  on  she  went,  urging  her 
complaint  with  so  much  seriousness,  that  she  had  well-nigh  imposed 
on  herself  as  well  as  upon  Hob  Miller,  who  had  no  mind  to  take  any 
thing  in  dudgeon ;  and  as  it  suited  his  plans  to  pass  the  night  at 
Glendearg,  would  have  been  equally  contented  to  do  so  even  had  his 
reception  been  less  vehemently  hospitable. 

To  all  Elspeth's  expostulations  on  the  unkindness  of  his  proposal 
to  leave  her  dwelling,  he  answered  composedly,  "Nay,  dame,  what 
could  I  tell  ?  ye  might  have  had  other  grist  to  grind,  for  ye  looked 
as  if  ye  scarce  saw  us — or  wThat  know  I  ?  y«  might  bear  in  mind  the 
words  Martin  and  I  had  about  the  last  barley  ye  sawed — for  I  ken 
dry  multures *  will  sometimes  stick  in  the  throat.  A  man  seeks  but 
his  awn,  and  yet  folk  shall  hold  him  for  both  miller  and  miller's  man, 
that  is  miller  and  knave,2  all  the  country  over." 

"  Alas,  that  you  will  say  so,  neighbour  Hob/'  said  Dame  Elspeth, 

1  Dry  multures  were  a  fine,  or  compensation  in  money,  for  not  grinding  at  the 
mill  of  the  thirl.     It  was,  and  is,  accounted  a  vexatious  exaction. 

2  The  under  miller,  is,  in  the  language  of  thirlage,  called  the  knave,  which,  in- 
deed, signified  originally  his  lad  (Knabe —Gevvnan),  but  by  degrees  came  to  be 
taken  in  a  worse  sense.  In  the  old  translations  of  the  Bible,  Paul  is  made  to  term 
himself  the  knave  of  our  Saviour.  The  allowance  of  meal  taken  by  the  miller's 
servant  was  called  knave-ship. 

F 
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u  or  that  Martin  should  have  had  any  words  with  you  about  the  mill- 
dues  !  I  will  chide  him  roundly  for  it,  I  promise  you,  on  the  faith  of 
a  true  widow.  You  know  full  well  that  a  lone  woman  is  sore  put 
upon  by  her  servants." 

"  Nay,  dame,"  said  the  Miller,  unbuckling-  the  broad  belt  which 
made  fast  his  cloak,  and  served,  at  the  same  time,  to  suspend  by  his 
side  a  swinging"  Andrea  Ferrara,  "  bear  no  grudge  at  Martin,  for  I 
bear  none — I  take  it  on  me  as  a  thing"  of  mine  office,  to  maintain  my 
right  of  multure,  lock,  and  goupen.1  And  reason  good,  for,  as  the 
old  song  says, 

I  live  by  my  mill,  God  bless  her, 
She's  parent,  child,  and  wife. 

The  poor  old  slut,  I  am  beholden  to  her  for  my  living,  and  bound  to 
stand  by  her,  as  I  say  to  my  mill-knaves,  in  right  and  in  wrong. 
And  so  should  every  honest  fellow  stand  by  his  bread-winner.— And 
so,  Mysie,  ye  may  doff  your  cloak  since  our  neighbour  is  so  kindly 
glad  to  see  113 — why,  I  think,  we  are  as  blithe  to  see  her — not  one  in 
the  Halidome  pays  their  multures  more  duly,  sequels,  arriage,  and 
carriage,  and  mill-services,  used  and  wont." 

With  that  the  Miller  hung  his  ample  cloak  without  farther  cere- 
mony upon  a  huge  pair  of  stag's  antlers,  which  adorned  at  once  the 
naked  walls  of  the  tower,  and  served  for  what  we  vulgarly  call  cloak- 
pins. 

In  the  mean  time  Dame  Elspeth  assisted  to  disembarrass  the  damsel 
whom  she  destined  for  her  future  daughter-in-law,  of  her  hood, 
mantle,  and  the  rest  of  her  riding  gear,  giving  her  to  appear  as  be- 
seemed the  buxom  daughter  of  the  wealthy  Miller,  gay  and  goodly, 
in  a  white  kirtle,  the  seams  of  which  were  embroidered  with  green 
silken  lace  or  fringe,  entwined  with  some  silver  thread.  An  anxious 
glance  did  Elspeth  cast  upon  the  good-humoured  face,  which  was 
now  more  fully  shown  to  her,  and  was  only  obscured  by  a  quantity  of 
raven  black  hair,  which  the  maid  of  the  mill  had  restrained  by  a 
snood  of  green  silk,  embroidered  with  silver,  corresponding  to  the 
trimmings  of  her  kirtle.  The  countenance  itself  was  exceedingly 
comely — the  eyes  black,  large,  and  roguishly  good-humoured — the 
mouth  was  small — the  lips  well  formed,  though  somewhat  full — the 
teeth  were  pearly  white — and  the  chin  had  a  very  seducing  dimple 
in  it.  The  form  belonging  to  this  joyous  face  was  full  and  round, 
and  firm  and  fair.  It  might  become  coarse  and  masculine  some 
years  hence,  which  is  the  common  fault  of  Scottish  beauty  ;  but  in 
Mysie's  sixteenth  year  she  had  the  shape  of  a  Hebe.  The  anxious 
Elspeth,  with  all  her  maternal  partiality,  could  not  help  admitting 
within  herself,  that  a  better  man  than  Halbert  might  go  farther  and 
fare  worse.  She  looked  a  little  giddy,  and  Halbert  was  not  nineteen ; 
still  it  was  time  he  should  be  settled,  for  to  that  point  the  dame 
always  returned ;  and  here  was  an  excellent  opportunity. 

1  The  multure  was  the  regular  exaction  for  grinding  the  meal.  The  lock,  signify- 
ing a  small  quantity,  and  the  goupen,  a  handful,  were  additional  perquisites  de- 
manded by  the  miller,  and  submitted  to  or  resisted  by  the  Suckener  as  circumstances 
permitted.     These  and  other  petty  dues  were  called-in  general  the  Sequels. 
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The  simple  cunning*  of  Dame  Elspeth  now  exhausted  itself  in 
commendations  of  her  fair  guest,  from  the  snood,  as  they  say,  to  the 
single-soled  shoe.  Mysie  listened  and  blushed  with  pleasure  for  the 
first  five  minutes;  but  ere  ten  had  elapsed,  she  began  to  view  the 
old  lady's  compliments  rather  as  subjects  of  mirth  than  of  vanity, 
and  was  much  more  disposed  to  laugh  at  than  to  be  flattered  with 
them,  for  Nature  had  mingled  the  good-humour  with  which  she  had 
endowed  the  damsel  with  no  small  portion  of  shrewdness.  Even 
Hob  himself  began  to  tire  of  hearing  his  daughter's  praises,  and 
broke  in  with,  "  Ay,  ay,  she  is  a  clever  quean  enough ;  and  were  she 
five  years  older,  she  shall  lay  a  loaded  sack  on  an  aver1  with  e'er  a 
lass  in  the  Halidome.  But  I  have  been  looking  for  your  two  sons, 
dame.  Men  say  downby  that  Halbert' s  turned  a  wild  springald,  and 
that  we  may  have  word  of  him  from  Westmoreland  one  moonlight 
night  or  another." 

"God  forbid,  my  good  neighbour;  God,  in  his  mercy,  forbid!" 
said  Dame  Glendinning  earnestly  ;  for  it  was  touching  the  very  key- 
note of  her  apprehensions,  to  hint  any  probability  that  Halbert  might 
become  one  of  the  marauders  so  common  in  the  age  and  country. 
But,  fearful  of  having  betrayed  too  much  alarm  on  this  subject,  she 
immediately  added,  "  That  though,  since  the  last  rout  at  Pinkie- 
cleuch,  she  had  been  all  of  a  tremble  when  a  gun  or  a  spear  was 
named,  or  when  men  spoke  of  fighting;  yet,  thanks  to  God  and  our 
Lady,  her  sons  were  like  to  live  and  die  honest  and  peaceful  tenants 
to  the  Abbey,  as  their  father  might  have  done,  but  for  that  awful 
hosting  which  he  went  forth  to,  with  mony  a  brave  man  that  never 
returned." 

"  Ye  need  not  tell  me  of  it,  dame,"  said  the  Miller,  "since  I  was 
there  myself,  and  made  two  pair  of  legs  (and  these  were  not  mine, 
but  my  mare's)  worth  one  pair  of  hands.  I  judged  how  it  would  be, 
when  I  saw  our  host  break  ranks,  with  rushing  on  through  that 
broken  ploughed  field,  and  so  as  they  had  made  a  pricker  of  me,  I 
e'en  pricked  off  with  myself  while  the  play  was  good." 

"Ay,  ay,  neighbour,"  said  the  dame,  "ye  were  aye  a  wise  and  a 
wary  man;  if  my  Simon  had  had  your  wit,  he  might  have  been  here 
to  speak  about  it  this  day  ;  but  he  was  aye  cracking  of  his  good  blood 
and  his  high  kindred,  and  less  would  not  serve  him  than  to  bide  the 
bang  to  the  last,  with  the  earls,  and  knights,  and  squires,  that  had  no 
wives  to  greet  for  them,  or  else  had  wives  that  cared  not  how  soon 
they  were  widows  ;  but  that  is  not  for  the  like  of  us.  But  touching 
my  son  Halbert,  there  is  no  fear  of  him ;  for  if  it  should  be  his  mis- 
fortune to  be  in  the  like  case,  he  has  the  best  pair  of  heels  in  the 
Halidome,  and  could  run  almost  as  fast  as  your  mare  herself.5' 

"Is  this  he.  neighbour?  "  quoth  the  Miller. 

"  No,"  replied  the  mother ;  "  that  is  my  youngest  son,  Edward, 
who  can  read  and  write  like  the  Lord  Abbot  himself,  if  it  were  not  a 
sin  to  say  so." 

"  Ay,"  said  the  Miller ;  "  and  is  that  the  young  clerk  the  Sub- 
Prior  thinks  so  much  of?  they  say  he  will  come  far  ben  that  lad; 

1  Aver — properly  a  horse  of  labour. 
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wha  kens  but  he  may  come  to  be  Sub-Prior  himself  ?— as  broken  a 
ship  has  come  to  land." 

"  To  be  a  Prior,  neighbour  Miller,"  said  Edward,  "  a  man  must 
first  be  a  priest,  and  for  that  I  judge  I  have  little  vocation." 

"He  will  take  to  the  pleugh-pettle,  neighbour,"  said  the  good 
dame  ;  "  and  so  will  Halbert  too,  I  trust.  I  wish  you  saw  Halbert. 
— Edward,  where  is  your  brother  ? " 

"  Hunting,  I  think,"  replied  Edward ;  "  at  least  he  left  us  this 
morning  to  join  the  Laird  of  Colmslie  and  his  hounds.  I  have  heard 
them  baying  in  the  glen  all  day." 

"And  if  I  had  heard  that  music,"  said  the  Miller,  "it  would  have 
done  my  heart  good,  ay,  and  may  be  taken  me  two  or  three  miles 
out  of  my  road.  When  I  was  the  Miller  of  Morebattle's  knave,  I 
have  followed  the  hounds  from  Eckford  to  the  foot  of  Hounam-law — 
followed  them  on  foot,  Dame  Glendinning,  ay,  and  led  the  chase 
when  the  Laird  of  Cessford  and  his  gay  riders  were  all  thrown  out 
by  the  mosses  and  gills.  I  brought  the  stag  on  my  back  to  Hounam 
Cross,  when  the  dogs  had  pulled  him  down.  I  think  I  see  the  old 
grey  knight,  as  he  sate  so  upright  on  his  strong  war-horse,  all  white 
with  foam  ;  and  '  Miller,'  said  he  to  me,  'an  thou  wilt  turn  thy  back 
on  the  mill,  and  wend  with  me,  I  will  make  a  man  of  thee.'  But  I 
chose  rather  to  abide  by  clap  and  happer,  and  the  better  luck  was 
mine ;  for  the  proud  Percy  caused  hang  five  of  the  Laird's  hench- 
men at  Alnwick  for  burning  a  rickle  of  houses  some  gate  beyond 
Fowberry,  and  it  might  have  been  my  luck  as  well  as  another 
man's." 

"  Ah,  neighbour,  neighbour,"  said  Dame  Glendinning,  "  you  were 
aye  wise  and  wTary ;  but  if  you  like  hunting,  I  must  say  Halbert's  the 
lad  to  please  you.  He  hath  all  those  fair  holiday- terms  of  hawk  and 
hound  as  ready  in  his  mouth  as  Tom  with  the  tod's  tail,  that  is  the 
Lord  Abbot's  ranger." 

"  Ranges  he  not  homeward  at  dinner-time,  dame,"  demanded  the 
Miller  ;  "  for  we  call  noon  the  dinner-hour  at  Kennaquhair  ?  " 

The  widow  was  forced  to  admit,  that,  even  at  this  important  period 
of  the  day,  Halbert  was  frequently  absent ;  at  which  the  Miller  shook 
his  head,  intimating,  at  the  same  time,  some  allusion  to  the  proverb 
of  MacFarlane's  geese,  which  "  liked  their  play  better  than  their 
meat."  1 

That  the  delay  of  dinner  might  not  increase  the  Miller's  disposition 
to  prejudge  Halbert,  Dame  Glendinning  called  hastily  on  Mary 
Avenel  to  take  her  task  of  entertaining  Mysie  Happer,  while  she 
herself  rushed  to  the  kitchen,  and,  entering  at  once  into  the  pro- 
vince of  Tibb  Tacket,  rummaged  among  trenchers  and  dishes, 
snatched  pots  from  the  fire,  and  placed  pans  and  gridirons  on  it, 
accompanying  her  own  feats  of  personal  activity  with  such  a  con- 
tinued list  of  injunctions  to  Tibb,  that  Tibb  at  length  lost  patience, 
and  said,  "Here  was  as  muckle  wark  about  meating  an  auld  miller, 
as  if  they  had  been  to  banquet  the  blood  of  Bruce."  But  this,  as  it 
was  supposed  to  be  spoken  aside,  Dame  Glendinning  did  not  think 
it  convenient  to  hear. 

1  See  Note  E.     MacFarlane's  Geese. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Nay,  let  me  have  the  friends  who  eat  my  victuals, 
As  various  as  my  dishes. — The  feast's  naught, 
Where  one  huge  plate  predominates.     John  Plaintext, 
He  shall  be  mighty  beef,  our  English  staple ; 
The  worthy  Alderman,  a  butter'd  dumpling; 
Yon  pair  of  whisker'd  Cornets,  ruffs  and  rees: 
Their  friend  the  Dandy,  a  green  goose  in  sippets. 
And  so  the  board  is  spread  at  once  and  filled 
On  th^  same  principle — Variety. 

New  Play. 

"And  what  brave  lass  is  this?"  said  Hob  Miller,  as  Mary  Avenel 
entered  the  apartment  to  supply  the  absence  of  Dame  Elspeth  Glen- 
dinning*. 

"  The  young1  Lady  of  Avenel,  father,"  said  the  Maid  of  the  Mill, 
dropping  as  low  a  curtsy  as  her  rustic  manners  enabled  her  to  make. 
The  Miller,  her  father,  doffed  his  bonnet,  and  made  his  reverence, 
not  altogether  so  low  perhaps  as  if  the  young  lady  had  appeared  in 
the  pride  of  rank  and  riches,  yet  so  as  to  give  high  birth  the  due 
homage  which  the  Scotch  for  a  length  of  time  scrupulously  rendered 
to  it. 

Indeed,  from  having  had  her  mother's  example  before  her  for  so 
many  years,  and  from  a  native  sense  of  propriety  and  even  of  dignity, 
Mary  Avenel  had  acquired  a  demeanour,  which  marked  her  title  to 
consideration,  and  effectually  checked  any  attempt  at  familiarity  on 
the  part  of  those  who  might  be  her  associates  in  her  present  situa- 
tion, but  could  not  be  well  termed  her  equals.  She  was  by  nature 
mild,  pensive,  and  contemplative,  gentle  in  disposition,  and  most 
placable  when  accidentally  offended ;  but  still  she  was  of  a  retired  and 
reserved  habit,  and  shunned  to  mix  in  ordinary  sports,  even  when  the 
rare  occurrence  of  a  fair  or  wake  gave  her  an  opportunity  of  mingling 
with  companions  of  her  own  age.  If  at  such  scenes  she  was  seen  for 
an  instant,  she  appeared  to  behold  them  with  the  composed  indiffer- 
ence of  one  to  whom  their  gaiety  was  a  matter  of  no  interest,  and 
who  seemed  only  desirous  to  glide  away  from  the  scene  as  soon  as 
she  possibly  could. 

Something  also  had  transpired  concerning  her  being  born  on  All- 
hallow  Eve,  and  the  powers  with  which  that  circumstance  was  sup- 
posed to  invest  her  over  the  invisible  world.  And  from  all  these 
particulars  combined,  the  young  men  and  women  of  the  Haildome 
used  to  distinguish  Mary  among  themselves  by  the  name  of  the 
Spirit  of  Avenel,  as  if  the  fair  but  fragile  form,  the  beautiful  but 
rather  colourless  cheek,  the  dark  blue  eye,  and  the  shady  hair,  had 
belonged  rather  to  the  immaterial  than  the  substantial  world.  The 
general  tradition  of  the  White  Lady,  who  was  supposed  to  wait  on 
the  fortunes  of  the  family  of  Avenel,  gave  a  sort  of  zest  to  this  piece 
of  rural  wit.  It  gave  great  offence,  however,  to  the  two  sons  of 
Simon  Glendinning ;  and  when  the  expression  was  in  their  presence 
applied  to  the  young  lady,  Edward  was  wont  to  check  the  petulance 
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of  those  who  used  it  by  strength  of  argument,  and  Halbert  by 
strength  of  arm.  In  such  cases  Halbert  "had  this  advantage,  that 
although  he  could  render  no  aid  to  his  brother's  argument,  yet  when 
circumstances  required  it,  he  was  sure  to  have  that  of  Edward,  who 
never  indeed  himself  commenced  a  fray,  but,  on  the  other  hand,  did 
not  testify  any  reluctance  to  enter  into  combat  in  Halbert's  behalf  or 
in  his  rescue. 

But  the  zealous  attachment  of  the  two  youths,  being  themselves, 
from  the  retired  situation  in  which  they  dwelt,  comparative  strangers 
in  the  Halidome,  did  not  serve  in  any  degree  to  alter  the  feelings  of 
the  inhabitants  towards  the  young  lady,  who  seemed  to  have  dropped 
amongst  them  from  another  sphere  of  life.  Still,  however,  she  was 
regarded  with  respect,  if  not  with  fondness;  and  the  attention  of  the 
Sub-Prior  to  the  family,  not  to  mention  the  formidable  name  of 
Julian  Avenel,  which  every  new  incident  of  those  tumultuous  times 
tended  to  render  more  famous,  attached  to  his  niece  a  certain  im- 
portance. Thus  some  aspired  to  her  acquaintance  out  of  pride, 
while  the  more  timid  of  the  feuars  were  anxious  to  inculcate  tmon 
their  children,  the  necessity  of  being  respectful  to  the  noble  orphan. 
So  that  Mary  Avenel,  little  loved  because  little  known,  was  regarded 
with  a  mysterious  awe,  partly  derived  from  fear  of  her  uncle's  moss- 
troopers, and  partly  from  her  own  retired  and  distant  habits,  enhanced 
by  the  superstitious  opinions  of  the  time  and  country. 

It  was  not  without  some  portion  of  this  awe,  that  Mysie  felt  herself 
left  alone  in  company  with  a  young  person  so  distant  in  rank,  and  so 
different  in  bearing,  from  herself;  for  her  worthy  father  had  taken 
the  first  opportunity  to  step  out  unobserved,  in  order  to  mark  how 
the  barn-yard  was  filled,  and  what  prospect  it  afforded  of  grist  to  the 
mill.  In  youth,  however,  there  is  a  sort  of  free-masonry,  which, 
without  much  conversation,  teaches  young  persons  to  estimate  each 
other's  character,  and  places  them  at  ease  on  the  shortest  acquaint- 
ance. It  is  only  when  taught  deceit  by  the  commerce  of  the  world, 
that  we  learn  to  shroud  our  character  from  observation,  and  to 
disguise  our  real  sentiments  from  those  with  whom  we  are  placed  in 
communion. 

Accordingly,  the  two  young  women  were  soon  engaged  in  such 
objects  of  interest  as  best  became  their  age.  They  visited  Mary 
Avenel's  pigeons,  which  she  nursed  with  the  tenderness  of  a  mother ; 
they  turned  over  her  slender  stores  of  finery,  which  yet  contained 
some  articles  that  excited  the  respect  of  her  companion,  though 
Mysie  was  too  good-humoured  to  nourish  envy.  A  golden  rosary, 
and  some  female  ornaments,  marking  superior  rank,  had  been  rescued 
in  the  moment  of  their  utmost  adversity,  more  by  Tibb  Tacket's 
presence  of  mind  than  by  the  care  of  their  owner,  who  was  at  that 
sad  period  too  much  sunk  in  grief  to  pay  any  attention  to  such  cir- 
cumstances. They  struck  Mysie  with  a  deep  impression  of  vener- 
ation ;  for,  excepting  what  the  Lord  Abbot  and  the  convent  might 
possess,  she  did  not  believe  there  was  so  much  real  g'old  in  the  world 
as  was  exhibited  in  these  few  trinkets,  and  Mary,  however  sage  and 
serious,  was  not  above  being  pleased  with  the  admiration  of  her 
rustic  companion. 
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Nothing',  indeed,  could  exhibit  a  stronger  contrast  than  the 
appearance  of  the  two  girls; — the  good-humoured  laughter-loving 
countenance  of  the  Maid  of  the  Mill,  who  stood  gazing  with  unre- 
pressed  astonishment  on  whatever  was  in  her  inexperienced  eye  rare 
and  costly,  and  with  an  humble,  and  at  the  same  time  cheerful 
acquiescence  in  her  inferiority,  asking  all  the  little  queries  about  the 
use  and  value  of  the  ornaments,  while  Mary  Avenel,  with  her  quiet 
composed  dignity  and  placidity  of  manner,  produced  them  one  after 
another  for  the  amusement  of  her  companion. 

As  they  became  gradually  more  familiar,  Mysie  of  the  Mill  was 
just  venturing  to  ask,  why  Mary  Avenel  never  appeared  at  the  May- 
pole, and  to  express  her  wonder  when  the  young  lady  said  she  dis- 
liked dancing,  when  a  trampling  of.  horses  at  the  gate  of  the  tower 
interrupted  their  conversation. 

Mysie  flew  to  the  shot-window  in  the  full  ardour  of  unrestrained 
female  curiosity.  "Saint  Mary!  sweet  lady!  here  come  two  well- 
mounted  gallants ;  will  you  step  this  way  to  look  at  them  ?  " 

" No,"  said  Mary  Avenel,  "you  shall  tell  me  who  they  are." 

"  Well,  if  you  like  it  better,"  said  Mysie — "  but  how  shall  I  know 
them  ? — Stay,  I  do  know  one  of  them,  and  so  do  you,  lady ;  he  is  a 
blithe  man,  somewhat  light  of  hand  they  say,  but  the  gallants  of  these 
days  think  no  great  harm  of  that.  He  is  your  uncle's  henchman, 
that  they  call  Christie  of  the  Clintiiill ;  and  he  has  not  his  old  green 
jerkin  and  the  rusty  black-jack  over  it,  but  a  scarlet  cloak,  laid  down 
with  silver  lace  three  inches  broad,  and  a  breast-plate  you  might  see 
to  dress  your  hair  in,  as  well  as  in  that  keeking-glass  in  the  ivory 
frame  that  you  showed  me  even  now.  Come,  dear  lady,  come  to  the 
shot-window  and  see  him." 

"  If  it  be  the  man  you  mean,  Mysie,"  replied  the  orphan  of  Avenel, 
"I  shall  see  him  soon  enough,  considering  either  the  pleasure  or 
comfort  the  sight  will  give  me." 

"  Nay,  but  if  you  will  not  come  to  see  gay  Christie,"  replied  the 
Maid  of  the  Mill,  her  face  flushed  with  eager  curiosity,  "  come  and 
tell  me  who  the  gallant  is  that  is  with  him,  the  handsomest,  the  very 
lovesomest  young  man  I  ever  saw  with  sight." 

"  It  is  my  foster-brother,  Halbert  Glendinning,"  said  Mary,  with 
apparent  indifference ;  for  she  had  been  accustomed  to  call  the  sons 
of  Elspeth  her  foster-brethren,  and  to  live  with  them  as  if  they  had 
been  brothers  in  earnest. 

"Nay,  by  Our  Lady,  that  it  is  not,"  said  Mysie;  "I  know  the 
favour  of  both  the  Glendinnings  well,  and  I  think  this  rider  be  not 
of  our  country.  He  has  a  crimson  velvet  bonnet,  and  long  brown 
hair  falling  down  under  it,  and  a  beard  on  his  upper  lip,  and  his  chin 
clean  and  close  shaved,  save  a  small  patch  on  the  point  of  the  chin, 
and  a  sky-blue  jerkin,  slashed  and  lined  with  white  satin,  and  trunk- 
hose  to  suit,  and  no  weapon  but  a  rapier  and  dagger— Well,  if  I  was 
a  man,  I  would  never  wear  weapon  but  the  rapier !  it  is  so  slender 
and  becoming,  instead  of  having  a  cart-load  of  iron  at  my  back,  like 
my  father's  broad-sword  with  its  great  rusty  basket-hilt.  Do  you  not 
delight  in  the  rapier  and  poniard,  lady  ?  " 

"  The  best  sword,"  answered  Mary,  "  if  I  must  needs  answer  a 
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question  of  the  sort,  is  that  which  is  drawn  in  the  best  cause,  and 
which  is  best  used  when  it  is  out  of  the  scabbard." 

"But  can  you  not  guess  who  this  stranger  should  be?"  said  Mysie. 

"  Indeed,  I  cannot  even  attempt  it:  but  to  judge  by  his  companion, 
it  is  no  matter  how  little  he  is  known,"  replied  Mary. 

**  My  benison  on  his  bonny  face,"  said  Mysie,  "  if  he  is  not  going  to 
alight  here !  Now,  I  am  as  much  pleased  as  if  my  father  had  given 
me  the  silver  earrings  he  has  promised  me  so  often; — nay,  you  had 
as  well  come  to  the  window,  for  you  must  see  him  by  and  by  whether 
you  will  or  not." 

I  do  not  know  how  much  sooner  Mary  Avenel  might  have  sought  the 
point  of  observation,  if  she  had  not  been  scared  from  it  by  the  unre- 
strained curiosity  expressed  by  her  buxom  friend ;  but  at  length  the 
same  feeling  prevailed  over  her  sense  of  dignity,  and  satisfied  with 
having  displayed  all  the  indifference  that  was  necessary  in  point  of 
decorum,  she  no  longer  thought  herself  bound  to  restrain  her  curi- 
osity. 

From  the  out-shot  or  projecting  window  she  could  perceive,  that 
Christie  of  the  Clin  thill  was  attended  on  the  present  occasion  by  a 
very  gay  and  gallant  cavalier,  who,  from  the  nobleness  of  his  counte- 
nance and  manner,  his  rich  and  handsome  dress,  and  the  showy  ap- 
pearance of  his  horse  and  furniture,  must,  she  agreed  with  her  new 
friend,  be  a  person  of  some  consequence. 

Christie  also  seemed  conscious  of  something,  which  made  him  call 
out  with  more  than  his  usual  insolence  of  manner,  "  What,  ho !  so 
ho  !  the  house  !  Churl  peasants,  will  no  one  answer  when  I  call  ? — 
Ho!  Martin, — Tibb, — Dame  Glendinning!— a  murrain  on  you,  must 
we  stand  keeping  our  horses  in  the  cold  here,  and  they  steaming 
with  heat,  when  we  have  ridden  so  sharply  ?" 

At  length  he  was  obeyed,  and  old  Martin  made  his  appearance. 
"Ha!"  said  Christie,  "art  thou  there,  old  Truepenny?  here,  stable  me 
these  steeds,  and  see  them  well  bedded,  and  stretch  thine  old  limbs 
by  rubbing  them  down  ;  and  see  thou  quit  not  the  stable  till  there  is 
not  a  turned  hair  on  either  of  them." 

Martin  took  the  horses  to  the  stable  as  commanded,  but  suppressed 
not  his  indignation  a  moment  after  he  could  vent  it  with  safety. 
"Would  not  any  one  think,"  he  said  to  Jasper,  an  old  ploughman, 
who,  in  coming  to  his  assistance,  had  heard  Christie's  imperious 
injunctions,  "  that  this  loon,  this  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  was  laird  or 
lord  at  least  of  him  ?  No  such  thing,  man !  I  remember  him  a  little 
dirty  turnspit-boy  in  the  house  of  Avenel,  that  everybody  in  a  frosty 
morning  like  this  warmed  his  fingers  by  kicking  or  cuffing !  and  now 
he  is  a  gentleman,  and  swears,  d — n  him  and  renounce  him,  as  if  the 
gentlemen  could  not  so  much  as  keep  their  own  wickedness  to  them- 
selves, without  the  like  of  him  going  to  hell  in  their  very  company, 
and  by  the  same  road.  I  have  as  much  a  mind  as  ever  I  had  to  my 
dinner,  to  go  back  and  tell  him  to  sort  his  horse  himself,  since  he  is 
as  able  as  I  am." 

"  Hout  tout,  man  !  "  answered  Jasper,  "keep  a  calm  sough ;  better 
to  fleech  a  fool  than  fight  with  him." 

Martin  acknowledged  the  truth  of  the  proverb,  and,  much  com- 
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forted  therewith,  betook  himself  to  cleaning"  the  stranger's  horse 
with  great  assiduity,  remarking",  it  was  a  pleasure  to  handle  a  hand- 
some nag",  and  turned  over  the  other  to  the  charge  of  Jasper.  Nor 
was  it  until  Christie's  commands  were  literally  complied  with,  that 
he  deemed  it  proper,  after  fitting"  ablutions,  to  join  the  party  in  the 
spence ;  not  for  the  purpose  of  waiting"  upon  them,  as  a  mere  modern 
reader  might  possibly  expect,  but  that  he  might  have  his  share  of 
dinner  in  their  company. 

In  the  meanwhile  Christie  had  presented  his  companion  to  Dame 
Glendinning  as  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  a  friend  of  his  and  of  his  master, 
come  to  spend  three  or  four  days  with  little  din  in  the  tower.  The 
good  dame  could  not  conceive  how  she  was  entitled  to  such  an  hon- 
our, and  would  fain  have  pleaded  her  want  of  every  sort  of  conve- 
nience to  entertain  a  guest  of  that  quality.  But,  indeed,  the  visitor, 
when  he  cast  his  eyes  round  the  bare  walls,  eyed  the  huge  black 
chimney,  scrutinised  the  meagre  and  broken  furniture  of  the  apart- 
ment, and  beheld  the  embarrassment  of  the  mistress  of  the  family, 
intimated  great  reluctance  to  intrude  upon  Dame  Glendinning  a 
visit,  which  could  scarce,  from  all  appearances,  prove  otherwise  than 
an  inconvenience  to  her,  and  a  penance  to  himself. 

But  the  reluctant  hostess  and  her  guest  had  to  do  with  an  inexor- 
able man,  who  silenced  all  expostulation  with,  "  such  was  his  mas- 
ter's pleasure.  And,  moreover,"  he  continued,  "though  the  Baron 
of  Avenel's  will  must,  and  ought  to  prove  law  to  all  within  ten  miles 
around  him,  yet  here,  dame,"  he  said,  "  is  a  letter  from  your  petti- 
coated  baron,  the  lord-priest  yonder,  who  enjoins  you,  as  you  regard 
his  pleasure,  that  you  afford  to  this  good  knight  such  decent  accom- 
modation as  is  in  your  power,  suffering  him  to  live  as  privately  as  he 

shall  desire And  for  you,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,"  continued  Christie, 

"  you  will  judge  for  yourself,  whether  secrecy  and  safety  is  not  more 
your  object  even  now,  than  soft  beds  and  high  cheer.  And  do  not 
judge  of  the  dame's  goods  by  the  semblance  of  her  cottage;  for  you 
will  see  by  the  dinner  she  is  about  to  spread  for  us,  that  the  vassal  of 
the  kirk  is  seldom  found  with  her  basket  bare."  To  Mary  Avenel 
Christie  presented  the  stranger,  after  the  best  fashion  he  could,  as 
to  the  niece  of  his  master  the  baron. 

While  he  thus  laboured  to  reconcile  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  to  his  fate, 
the  widow,  having  consulted  her  son  Edward  on  the  real  import  of 
the  Lord  Abbot's  injunction,  and  having  found  that  Christie  had 
given  a  true  exposition,  saw  nothing  else  left  for  her  but  to  make 
that  fate  as  easy  as  she  could  to  the  strang-er.  He  himself  also 
seemed  reconciled  to  his  lot  by  some  feeling  probably  of  strong 
necessity,  and  accepted  with  a  good  grace  the  hospitality  which  the 
dame  offered  with  a  very  indifferent  one. 

In  fact,  the  dinner,  which  soon  smoked  before  the  assembled  guests, 
was  of  that  substantial  kind  which  warrants  plenty  and  comfort. 
Dame  Glendinning  had  cooked  it  after  her  best  manner ;  and,  de- 
lighted with  the  handsome  appearance  which  her  good  cheer  made 
when  placed  on  the  table,  forgot  both  her  plans  and  the  vexations 
which  interrupted  them,  in  the  hospitable  duty  of  pressing  her 
assembled  visitors  to  eat  and  drink,  watching  every  trencher  as  it 


90  THE  MONASTERY. 

waxed  empty,  and  loading  it  with  fresh  supplies  ere  the  guest  could 
utter  a  negative. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  company  attentively  regarded  each  other's 
motions,  and  seemed  endeavouring  to  form  a  judgment  of  each 
other's  character.  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  condescended  to  speak  to 
no  one  but  to  Mary  Avenel,  and  on  her  he  conferred  exactly  the 
same  familiar  and  compassionate,  though  somewhat  scornful  sort  of 
attention,  which  a  pretty  fellow  of  these  days  will  sometimes  con- 
descend to  bestow  on  a  country  miss,  when  there  is  no  prettier  or 
more  fashionable  woman  present.  The  manner  indeed  was  different, 
for  the  etiquette  of  those  times  did  not  permit  Sir  Piercie  Shafton 
to  pick  his  teeth,  or  to  yawn,  or  to  gabble  like  the  beggar  whose 
tongue  (as  he  says)  was  cut  out  by  the  Turks,  or  to  affect  deafness 
or  blindness,  or  any  other  infirmity  of  the  organs.  But  though  the 
embroidery  of  his  conversation  was  different,  the  groundwork  was  I 
the  same,  and  the  high-flown  and  ornate  compliments  with  which 
the  gallant  knight  of  the  sixteenth  century  interlarded  his  conversa- 
tion, were  as  much  the  offspring  of  egotism  and  self-conceit,  as  the 
jargon  of  the  coxcombs  of  our  own  days. 

The  English  knight  was,  however,  something  daunted  at  finding 
that  Mary  Avenel  listened  with  an  air  of  indifference,  and  answered 
with  wonderful  brevity,  to  all  the  fine  things  which  ought,  as  he  con- 
ceived, to  have  dazzled  her  with  their  brilliancy,  and  puzzled  her  by 
their  obscurity.  But  if  he  was  disappointed  in  making  the  desired, 
or  rather  the  expected  impression,  upon  her  whom  he  addressed,  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton's  discourse  was  marvellous  in  the  ears  of  Mysie  the 
Miller's  daughter,  and  not  the  less  so  that  she  did  not  comprehend 
the  meaning  of  a  single  word  which  he  uttered.  Indeed,  the  gallant 
knight's  language  was  far  too  courtly  to  be  understood  by  persons 
of  much  greater  acuteness  than  Mysie's. 

It  was  about  this  period  that  the  "  only  rare  poet  of  his  time,  the 
witty,  comical,  facetiously-quick,  and  quickly-facetious,  John  Lylly — 
he  that  sate  at  Apollo's  table,  and  to  whom  Phoebus  gave  a  wreath 
of  his  own  bays  without  snatching"1 — lie,  in  short,  who  wrote  that 
singularly  coxcomical  work,  called  Euphues  and  his  England,  was 
in  the  very  zenith  of  his  absurdity  and  reputation.  The  quaint, 
forced,  and  unnatural  style  which  he  introduced  by  his  "Anatomy 
of  Wit,"  had  a  fashion  as  rapid  as  it  was  momentary — all  the  court 
ladies  were  his  scholars,  and  to  parler  Euphuisme,  was  as  necessary 
a  qualification  to  a  courtly  gallant,  as  those  of  understanding  how 
to  use  his  rapier,  or  to  dance  a  measure. 

It  was  no  wonder  that  the  Maid  of  the  Mill  was  soon  as  effectually 
blinded  by  the  intricacies  of  this  erudite  and  courtly  style  of  conver- 
sation, as  she  had  ever  been  by  the  dust  of  her  father's  own  meal- 
sacks.  But  there  she  sate  with  her  mouth  and  eyes  as  open  as  the 
mill-door  and  the  two  windows,  showing  teeth  as  white  as  her  father's 

1  Such,  and  yet  move  extravagant,  are  the  compliments  paid  to  this  author  by 
his  editor  Blount.  Notwithstanding  all  exaggeration,  Lylly  was  really  a  man-of  wit 
and  imagination,  though  both  were  deformed  by  the  most  unnatural  affectation  that 
ever  disgraced  a  printed  page. 
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bolted  fiour,  and  endeavouring  to  secure  a  word  or  two  for  her  own 
future  use  out  of  the  pearls  of  rhetoric  which  Sir  Piercie  Shafton 
scattered  around  him  with  such  bounteous  profusion. 

For  the  male  part  of  the  company,  Edward  felt  ashamed  of  his 
own  manner  and  slowness  of  speech,  when  he  observed  the  hand- 
some young1  courtier,  with  an  ease  and  volubility  of  which  he  had 
no  conception,  run  over  all  the  commonplace  topics  of  high-flown 
gallantry.  It  is  true,  the  good  sense  and  natural  taste  of  young 
Glendinning  soon  informed  him  that  the  gallant  cavalier  was  speak- 
ing nonsense.  But,  alas !  where  is  the  man  of  modest  merit,  and 
real  talent,  who  has  not  suffered  from  being  outshone  in  conversa- 
tion, and  outstripped  in  the  race  of  life,  by  men  of  less  reserve,  and 
of  qualities  more  showy,  though  less  substantial?  and  well  consti- 
tuted must  the  mind  be,  that  can  yield  up  the  prize  without  envy  to 
competitors  more  unworthy  than  himself. 

Edward  Glendinning  had  no  such  philosophy.  While  he  despised 
the  jargon  of  the  gay  cavalier,  he  envied  the  facility  with  which  he 
could  run  on,  as  well  as  the  courtly  tone  and  expression,  and  the  per- 
fect ease  and  elegance  with  which  he  offered  all  the  little  acts  of 
politeness  to  which  the  duties  of  the  table  gave  opportunity.  And 
if  I  am  to  speak  truth,  I  must  own  that  he  envied  those  qualities  the 
more  as  they  were  all  exercised  in  Mary  Avenel's  service,  and, 
although  only  so  far  accepted  as  they  could  not  be  refused,  inti- 
mated a  wish  on  the  stranger's  part  to  place  himself  in  her  good 
graces,  as  the  only  person  in  the  room  to  whom  he  thought  it  worth 
while  to  recommend  himself.  His  title,  rank,  and  very  handsome 
figure,  together  with  some  sparks  of  wTit  and  spirit  which  flashed 
across  the  cloud  of  nonsense  which  he  uttered,  rendered  him,  as  the 
words  of  the  old  song  say,  "  a  lad  for  a  lady's  viewing ; "  so  that 
poor  Edward,  with  all  his  real  worth  and  acquired  knowledge,  in 
his  home-spun  doublet,  blue  cap,  and  deerskin  trousers,  looked  like  a 
clown  beside  the  courtier,  and,  feeling  the  full  inferiority,  nourished 
no  good-will  to  him  by  whom  he  was  eclipsed. 

Christie,  on  the  other  hand,  so  soon  as  he  had  satisfied  to  the  full 
a  commodious  appetite,  by  means  of  which  persons  of  his  profession 
could,  like  the  wolf  and  eagle,  gorge  themselves  with  as  much  food 
at  one  meal  as  might  serve  them  for  several  days,  began  also  to  feel 
himself  more  in  the  background  than  he  liked  to  be.  This  worthy 
had,  amongst  his  other  good  qualities,  an  excellent  opinion  of  him- 
self; and,  being  of  a  bold  and  forward  disposition,  had  no  mind 
to  be  thrown  into  the  shade  by  any  one.  With  an  impudent  fami- 
liarity which  such  persons  mistake  for  graceful  ease,  he  broke  in 
upon  the  knight's  finest  speeches  with  as  little  remorse  as  he  would 
have  driven  the  point  of  his  lance  through  a  laced  doublet. 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  a  man  of  rank  and  high  birth,  by  no  means 
encouraged  or  endured  this  familiarity,  and  requited  the  intruder 
either  with  total  neglect,  or  such  laconic  replies,  as  intimated  a  sove- 
reign contempt  for  the  rude  spearman,  who  affected  to  converse  with 
I  him  upon  terms  of  equality. 

The  Miller  held  his  peace ;  for,  as  his  usual  conversation  turned 
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chiefly  on  his  clapper  and  toll-dish,  he  had  no  mind  to  brag  of  his 
wealth  in  presence  of  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  or  to  intrude  his  dis- 
course on  the  English  cavalier. 

A  little  specimen  of  the  conversation  may  not  be  out  of  place,  were 
it  but  to  show  young"  ladies  what  fine  things  they  have  lost  by  living 
when  Euphuism  is  out  of  fashion. 

"  Credit  me,  fairest  lady,"  said  the  knight,  "  that  such  is  the  cun-  I 
ning  of  our  English  courtiers  of  the  hodiernel  strain,  that,  as  they| 
have  infinitely  refined  upon  the  plain  and  rusticial  discourse  of  our 
fathers,  which,  as  I  may  say,  more  beseemed  the  mouths  of  country 
roisterers  in  a  May-game  than  that  of  courtly  gallants  in  a  galliard, 
so  I  hold  it  ineffably  and  unutterably  impossible,  that  those  who  may 
succeed  us  in  that  garden  of  wit  and  courtesy  shall  alter  or  amend  it. 
Venus  delighted  but  in  the  language  of  Mercury,  Bucephalus  will 
stoop  to  no  one  but  Alexander,  none  can  sound  Apollo's  pipe  but 
Orpheus." 

"  Valiant  sir,"  said  Mary,  who  could  scarce  help  laughing,  "  we 
have  but  to  rejoice  in  the  chance  which  hath  honoured  this  solitude 
with  a  glimpse  of  the  sun  of  courtesy,  though  it  rather  blinds  than 
enlightens  us." 

"  Pretty  and  quaint,  fairest  lady,"  answered  the  Euphuist.  "  Ah, 
that  1  had  with  me  my  Anatomy  of  Wit— that  all- to-be-un paralleled! 
volume — that  quintessence  of  human  wit— that  treasury  of  quaint  in-l 
vention — that  exquisitely-pleasant -to-read,  and  inevitably-necessary-| 
to-be-remembered  manual,  of  all  that  is  worthy  to  be  known — which 
indoctrines  the  rude  in  civility,  the  dull  in  intellectuality,  the  heavy 
in  jocosity,  the  blunt  in  gentility,  the  vulgar  in  nobility,  and  all  of 
them  in  that  unutterable  perfection  of  human  utterance,  that  elo- 
quence which  no  other  eloquence  is  sufficient  to  praise,  that  art 
which,  when  we  call  it  by  its  own  name  of  Euphuism,  we  bestow  on 
it  its  richest  panegyric." 

"  By  Saint  Mary,"  said  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  "  if  your  worship 
had  told  me  that  you  had  left  such  stores  of  wealth  as  you  talk  of  at 
Prudhoe  Castle,  Long  Dickie  and  I  would  have  had  them  off  with  us 
if  man  and  horse  could  have  carried  them :  but  you  told  us  of  no 
treasure  I  wot  of,  save  the  silver  tongs  for  turning  up  your  mus 
tachoes." 

The  knight  treated  this  intruder's  mistake — for  certainly  Chris- 
tie had  no  idea  that  all  these  epithets  which  sounded  so  rich  and 
splendid,  were  lavished  upon  a  small  quarto  volume — with  a  stare, 
and  then  turning  again  to  Mary  Avenel,  the  only  person  whom  he 
thought  worthy  to  address,  he  proceeded  in  his  strain  of  high-flowr 
oratory.  "  Even  thus,"  said  he,  "  do  hogs  contemn  the  splendour  ol 
Oriental  pearls ;  even  thus  are  the  delicacies  of  a  choice  repast  ii; 
vain  offered  to  the  long-eared  grazier  of  the  common,  who  turned 
from  them  to  devour  a  thistle.  Surely  as  idle  is  it  to  pour  forth  the 
treasures  of  oratory  before  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant,  and  to  spread 
the  dainties  of  the  intellectual  banquet  before  those  who  are,  morally 
and  metaphysically  speaking,  no  better  than  asses." 

"  Sir  Knight,  since  that  is  your  quality,"  said  Edward,  "  we  cannot 
strive  with  you  in  loftiness  of  language ;  but  I  pray  you  in  fair  cour 
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tesy,  while  you  honour  my  father's  house  with  your  presence,  to  spare 
us  such  vile  comparisons." 

"  Peace,  good  villagio,"  said  the  knight,  gracefully  waving"  his 
hand,  "  I  prithee  peace,  kind  rustic ;  and  you,  my  guide,  whom  I 
may  scarce  call  honest,  let  me  prevail  upon  you  to  imitate  the  laud- 
able taciturnity  of  that  honest  yeoman,  who  sits  as  mute  as  a  mill- 
post,  and  of  that  comely  damsel,  who  seems  as  with  her  ears  she 
drank  in  what  she  did  not  altogether  comprehend,  even  as  a  palfrey 
listening  to  a  lute,  whereof,  howsoever,  he  knoweth  not  the  gamut.5' 

"Marvellous  fine  words,"  at  length  said  dame  Glendinning,  who 
began  to  be  tired  of  sitting  so  long  silent,  "  marvellous  fine  words, 
neighbour  Happer,  are  they  not  ?  " 

"Brave  words— very  brave  words — very  exceeding  pyet  words," 
answered  the  Miller ;  "  nevertheless,  to  speak  my  mind,  a  lippy  of 
bran  were  worth  a  bushel  o'  them." 

"  I  think  so  too,  under  his  worship's  favour,"  answered  Christie  of 
the  Clinthill.  "  I  well  remember  that  at  the  race  of  Morham,  as  we 
call  it,  near  Berwick,  I  took  a  young  Southern  fellow  out  of  saddle 
with  my  lance,  and  cast  him,  it  might  be,  a  gad's  length  from  his 
nag ;  and  so,  as  he  had  some  gold  on  his  laced  doublet,  I  deemed  he 
might  ha'  the  like  on  it  in  his  pocket  too,  though  that  is  a  rule  that 
does  not  aye  hold  good— So  I  was  speaking  to  him  of  ransom,  and 
out  he  comes  with  a  handful  of  such  terms  as  his  honour  there  hath 
gleaned  up,  and  craved  me  for  mercy,  as  I  was  a  true  son  of  Mars, 
and  such  like." 

"  And  obtained  no  mercy  at  thy  hand,  I  dare  be  sworn,"  said  the 
knight,  who  deigned  not  to  speak  Euphuism  excepting  to  the  fair  sex. 

"  By  my  troggs,"  replied  Christie,  "  I  would  have  thrust  my  lance 
down  his  throat,  but  just  then  they  flung  open  that  accursed  postern 
gate,  and  forth  pricked  old  Hunsdon  and  Henry  Carey,  and  as  many 
fellows  at  their  heels  as  turned  the  chase  northward  again.  So  I  e'en 
pricked  Bayard  with  the  spur,  and  went  off  with  the  rest ;  for  a  man 
should  ride  when  he  may  not  wrestle,  as  they  say  in  Tynedale." 

"  Trust  me,"  said  the  knight,  again  turning  to  Mary  Avenel,  "  if  I 
do  not  pity  you,  lady,  who,  being  of  noble  blood,  are  thus  in  a  manner 
compelled  to  abide  in  the  cottage  of  the  ignorant,  like  the  precious 
stone  in  the  head  of  the  toad,  or  like  a  precious  garland  on  the  brow 
of  an  ass. — But  soft,  what  gallant  have  we  here,  whose  garb  savoureth 
more  of  the  rustic  than  doth  his  demeanour,  and  whose  looks  seem 

more  lofty  than  his  habit?  even  as " 

^  "  I  pray  you,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Mary,  "  to  spare  your  courtly  simi- 
litudes for  refined  ears,  and  give  me  leave  to  name  unto  you  my 
foster-brother,  Halbert  Glendinning." 

"  The  son  of  the  good  dame  of  the  cottage,  as  I  opine,"  answered 
the  English  knight ;  "  for  by  some  such  name  did  my  guide  discri- 
minate the  mistress  of  this  mansion,  which  you,  madam,  enrich  with 
your  presence. — And  yet,  touching  this  juvenal,  he  hath  that  about 
him  which  belongeth  to  higher  birth,  for  all  are  not  black  who  dig 
coals " 

"  Nor  all  white  who  are  millers,"  said  honest  Happer,  glad  to  get 
in  a  word,  as  they  say,  edgeways. 
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Halbert,  who  had  sustained  the  glance  of  the  Englishman  with 
some  impatience,  and  knew  not  what  to  make  of  his  manner  and 
language,  replied  with  some  asperity,  "  Sir  Knight,  we  have  in  this 
land  of  Scotland  an  ancient  saying, '  Scorn  not  the  bush  that  bields 
you  '—you  are  a  guest  of  my  father's  house  to  shelter  you  from  dan- 
ger, if  I  am  rightly  informed  by  the  domestics.     Scoff  not  its  home- 
liness, nor  that  of  its  inmates — ye  might  long  have  abidden  at  the! 
court  of  England,  ere  we  had  sought  your  favour,  or  cumbered  youl 
with  our  society.     Since  your  fate  has  sent  you  hither  amongst  us,  I 
be  contented  with  such  fare  and  such  converse  as  we  can  afford  you,  | 
and  scorn  us  not  for  our  kindness ;  for  the  Scots  wear  short  patience 
and  long  daggers." 

All  eyes  were  turned  on  Halbert  while  he  was  thus  speaking,  and 
there  was  a  general  feeling  that  his  countenance  had  an  expression 
of  intelligence,  and  his  person  an  air  of  dignity,  which  they  had  never 
before  observed.  Whether  it  were  that  the  wonderful  Being  with 
whom  he  had  so  lately  held  communication,  had  bestowed  on  him  a 
grace  and  dignity  of  look  and  bearing  which  he  had  not  before,  or 
whether  the  being  conversant  in  high  matters,  and  called  to  a  destiny 
beyond  that  of  other  men,  had  a  natural  effect  in  giving  becoming 
confidence  to  his  language  and  manner,  we  pretend  not  to  determine. 
But  it  was  evident  to  all,  that,  from  this  day,  young  Halbert  was  an 
altered  man  ;  that  he  acted  with  the  steadiness,  promptitude,  and 
determination,  which  belonged  to  riper  years,  and  bore  himself  with 
a  manner  which  appertained  to  higher  rank. 

The  knight  took  the  rebuke  with  good  humour.  "  By  mine 
honour,"  he  said,  "  thou  hast  reason  on  thy  side,  good  juvenal — 
nevertheless,  I  spoke  not  as  in  ridicule  of  the  roof  which  relieves  me, 
but  rather  in  your  own  praise,  to  whom,  if  this  roof  be  native,  thou 
mayest  nevertheless  rise  from  its  lowliness  ;  even  as  the  lark,  which 
maketh  its  humble  nest  in  the  furrow,  ascendeth  towards  the  sun, 
as  well  as  the  eagle  which  buildeth  her  eyry  in  the  cliff." 

This  high-flown  discourse  was  interrupted  by  Dame  Glendinning, 
who,  with  all  the  busy  anxiety  of  a  mother,  was  loading  her  son's 
trencher  with  food,  and  dinning  in  his  ear  her  reproaches  on  account 
of  his  prolonged  absence.  "  And  see,"  she  said,  "  that  you  do  not 
one  day  get  such  a  sight  while  you  are  walking  about  among  the 
haunts  of  them  that  are  not  of  our  flesh  and  bone,  as  befell  Mungo 
Murray  when  he  slept  on  the  greensward  ring  of  the  Auld  Kirkhill 
at  sunset,  and  wakened  at  daybreak  in  the  wild  hills  of  Breadalbane. 
And  see  that,  when  you  are  looking  for  deer,  the  red  stag  does  not 
gall  you  as  he  did  Diccon  Thorburn,  who  never  overcast  the  wound 
that  lie  took  from  a  buck's  horn.  And  see,  when  you  go  swaggering 
about  with  a  long  broadsword  by  your  side,  whilk  it  becomes  no 
peaceful  man  to  do,  that  you  dinna  meet  with  them  that  have  broad- 
sword and  lance  both— there  are  enow  of  rank  riders  in  this  land, 
that  neither  fear  God  nor  regard  man." 

Here  her  eye,  "in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling,"  fell  full  upon  that  of 
Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  and  at  once  her  fears  for  having  given 
offence  interrupted  the  current  of  maternal  rebuke,  which,  like  re- 
buke matrimonial,  may  be  often  better  meant  than  timed.     There 
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was  something-  of  sly  and  watchful  significance  in  Christie's  eye,  an 
eye  gray,  keen,  fierce,  yet  wily,  formed  to  express  at  once  cunning 
and  malice,  which  made  the  dame  instantly  conjecture  she  had  said 
too  much,  while  she  saw  in  imagination  her  twelve  goodly  cows  go 
lowing  down  the  glen  in  a  moonlight  night,  with  half  a  score  of 
Border  spearmen  at  their  heels. 

Her  voice,  therefore,  sunk  from  the  elevated  tone  of  maternal 
authority  into  a  whimpering  apologetic  sort  of  strain,  and  she  pro- 
ceeded to  say,  "  It  is  no  that  I  have  only  ill  thoughts  of  the  Border 
riders,  for  Tibb  Tacket  there  has  often  heard  me  say  that  I  thought 
spear  and  bridle  as  natural  to  a  Borderman  as  a  pen  to  a  priest,  or 
a  feather-fan  to  a  lady  ;  and — have  you  not  heard  me  say  it,  Tibb?" 

Tibb  showed  something  less  than  her  expected  alacrity  in  attesting 
her  mistress's  deep  respect  for  the  freebooters  of  the  southland  hills ; 
but,  thus  conjured,  did  at  length  reply,  ^  "Hout  ay,  mistress,  I'se 
warrant  I  have  heard  you  say  something  like  that." 

"  Mother  !"  said  Halbert,  in  a  firm  and  commanding  tone  of  voice, 
"what  or  whom  is  it  that  you  fear  under  my  father's  roof  ?— I  well 
hope  that  it  harbours  not  a  guest  in  whose  presence  you  are  afraid 
to  say  your  pleasure  to  me  or  my  brother  ?  I  am  sorry  I  have  been 
detained  so  late,  being  ignorant  of  the  fair  company  which  I  should 
encounter  on  my  return. — I  pray  you  let  this  excuse  suffice :  and 
what  satisfies  you  will,  I  trust,  be  nothing  less  than  acceptable  to 
your  guests." 

An  answer  calculated  so  justly  betwixt  the  submission  due  to  his 
parent,  and  the  natural  feeling  of  dignity  in  one  who  was  by  birth 
master  of  the  mansion,  excited  universal  satisfaction.  And  as  Els- 
peth  herself  confessed  to  Tibb  on  the  same  evening,  "  She  did  not 
think  it  had  been  in  the  callant.  Till  that  night,  he  took  pets  and 
passions  if  he  was  spoke  to,  and  lap  through  the  house  like  a  four- 
year-auld  at  the  least  word  of  advice  that  was  minted  at  him,  but 
now  he  spoke  as  grave  and  as  douce  as  the  Lord  Abbot  himself. 
She  kendna,"  she  said,  "  what  might  be  the  upshot  of  it,  but  it  was 
like  he  was  a  wonderfu'  callant  even  now." 

The  party  then  separated,  the  young  men  retiring  to  their  apart- 
ments, the  elder  to  their  household  cares.  While  Christie  went  to 
see  his  horse  properly  accommodated,  Edward  betook  himself  to  his 
book,  and  Halbert,  who  was  as  ingenious  in  employing  his  hands  a3 
he  had  hitherto  appeared  imperfect  in  mental  exertion,  applied  him- 
self to  constructing  a  place  of  concealment  in  the  floor  of  his  apart- 
ment by  raising  a  plank,  beneath  which  he  resolved  to  deposit  that 
copy  of  the  Holy  Scriptures  which  had  been  so  strangely  regained 
from  the  possession  of  men  and  spirits.  . 

In  the  meanwhile,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  sate  still  as  a  stone,  in  the 
chair  in  which  he  had  deposited  himself,  his  hands  folded  on  his 
breast,  his  legs  stretched  straight  out  before  him  and  resting  upon 
the  heels,  his  eyes  cast  up  to  the  ceiling  as  if  he  had  meant  to  count 
!  every  mesh  of  every  cobweb  with  which  the  arched  roof  was  canopied, 
wearing  at  the  same  time  a  face  of  as  solemn  and  imperturbable 
gravity,  as  if  his  existence  had  depended  on  the  accuracy  of  his  cal- 
culation. 
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He  could  scarce  be  roused  from  his  listless  state  of  contemplative 
absorption  so  as  to  take  some  supper,  a  meal  at  which  the  younger 
females  appeared  not.  Sir  Piercie  stared  around  twice  or  thrice  as 
if  he  missed  something' ;  but  he  asked  not  for  them,  and  only  evinced 
his  sense  of  a  proper  audience  being  wanting,  by  his  abstraction  and 
absence  of  mind,  seldom  speaking  until  he  was  twice  addressed,  and 
then  replying,  without  trope  or  figure,  in  that  plain  English,  which 
nobody  could  speak  better  when  he  had  a  mind. 

Christie,  finding  himself  in  undisturbed  possession  of  the  conver- 
sation, indulged  all  who  chose  to  listen  with  details  of  his  own  wild 
and  inglorious  warfare,  while  Dame  Elspeth's  curch  bristled  with 
horror,  and  Tibb  Tacket,  rejoiced  to  find  herself  once  more  in  the 
company  of  a  jack-man,  listened  to  his  tales,  like  Desdemona  to 
Othello's,  with  undisguised  delight.  Meantime  the  two  young  Gleu- 
dinnings  were  each  wrapped  up  in  his  own  reflections,  and  only  in- 
terrupted in  them  by  the  signal  to  move  bedward. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

He  strikes  no  coin,  'tis  true,  but  coins  new  phrases, 
And  vends  thero  forth  as  knaves  vend  gilded  counters, 
Which  wise  men  scorn,  and  fools  accept  in  payment. 

Old  Play. 

Is  the  morning  Christie  of  the  Clin  thill  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
As  this  worthy  personage  did  seldom  pique  himself  on  sounding  a 
trumpet  before  his  movements,  no  one  was  surprised  at  his  moon- 
light departure,  though  some  alarm  was  excited  lest  he  had  not 
made  it  empty-handed.     So,  in  the  language  of  the  national  ballad, 

"  Some  ran  to  cupboard,  and  some  to  kist, 
But  nought  was  away  that  could  be  mist/' 

All  was  in  order,  the  key  of  the  stable  left  above  the  door,  and  that 
of  the  iron  grate  in  the  inside  of  the  lock.  In  short,  the  retreat  had 
been  made  with  scrupulous  attention  to  the  security  of  the  garrison, 
and  so  far  Christie  left  them  nothing  to  complain  of. 

The  safety  of  the  premises  was  ascertained  by  Halbert,  who,  instead! 
of  catching  up  a  gun  or  cross-bow,  and  sallying  out  for  the  day  as 
had  been  his  frequent  custom,  now,  with  a  gravity  beyond  his  years, 
took  a  survey  of  all  around  the  tower,  and  then  returned  to  the 
spence,  or  public  apartment,  in  which,  at  the  early  hour  of  seven,  the 
morning-meal  was  prepared. 

There  he  found  the  Euphuist  in  the  same  elegant  posture  on 
abstruse  calculation  which  lie  had  exhibited  on  the  preceding  evenJ 
ing,  his  arms  folded  in  the  same  angle,  his  eyes  turned  up  to  the  samel 
cobwebs,  and  his  heels  resting  on  the  ground  as  before.  Tired  off 
this  affectation  of  indolent  importance,  and  not  much  flattered  with] 
his  guest's  persevering  in  it  to  the  last,  Halbert  resolved  at  once  t< 
break  the  ice,  being  determined  to  know  what  circumstance  ha 
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brought  to  the  Tower  of  Glendinning  a  guest  at  once  so  supercilious 
and  so  silent. 

"  Sir  Knight,"  he  said  with  some  firmness,  "  I  have  twice  given 
you  good  morning,  to  which  the  absence  of  your  mind  hath,  I  pre- 
sume, prevented  you  from  yielding  attention,  or  from  making  return. 
This  exchange  of  courtesy  is  at  your  pleasure  to  give  or  withhold- 
But,  as  what  I  have  farther  to  say  concerns  your  comfort  and  your 
motions  in  an  especial  manner,  I  will  entreat  you  to  give  me  some 
signs  of  attention,  that  I  may  be  sure  I  am  not  wasting  my  words  on 
a  monumental  image." 

At  this  unexpected  address,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  opened  his  eyes, 
and  afforded  the  speaker  a  broad  stare  ;  but  as  Halbert  returned  the 
glance  without  either  confusion  or  dismay,  the  knight  thought  proper 
to  change  his  posture,  draw  in  his  legs,  raise  his  eyes,  fix  them  on 
young  Glendinning,  and  assume  the  appearance  of  one  who  listens 
to  what  is  said  to  him.  Nay,  to  make  his  purpose  more  evident,  he 
gave  voice  to  his  resolution  in  these  words,  "  Speak!  we  do  hear." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  youth,  "  it  is  the  custom  of  this  Halidome, 
or  patrimony  of  St  Mary's,  to  trouble  with  inquiries  no  guests  who 
receive  our  hospitality,  providing  they  tarry  in  our  house  only  for  a 
single  revolution  of  the  sun.  We  know  that  both  criminals  and 
debtors  come  hither  for  sanctuary,  and  we  scorn  to  extort  from  the 
pilgrim,  whom  chance  may  make  our  guest,  an  avowal  of  the  cause 
of  his  pilgrimage  and  penance.  But  when  one  so  high  above  our 
rank  as  yourself,  Sir  Knight,  and  especially  one  to  whom  the  posses- 
sion of  such  pre-eminence  is  not  indifferent,  shows  his  determination 
to  be  our  guest  for  a  longer  time,  it  is  our  usage  to  inquire  of  him 
whence  he  comes,  and  what  is  the  cause  of  his  journey  ?  " 

The  English  knight  gaped  twice  or  thrice  before  he  answered,  and 
then  replied  in  a  bantering  tone,  "  Truly,  good  villagio,  your  question 
hath  in  it  somewhat  of  embarrassment,  for  you  ask  me  of  things 
concerning  which  I  am  not  as  yet  altogether  determined  whatanswer 
I  may  find  it  convenient  to  make.  Let  it  suffice  thee,  kind  ju venal, 
that  thou  hast  the  Lord  Abbot's  authority  for  treating  me  to  the  best 
of  that  power  of  thine,  which,  indeed,  may  not  always  so  well  suffice 
for  my  accommodation  as  either  of  us  would  desire." 

"I  must  have  a  more  precise  answer  than  this,  Sir  Knight,"  said 
the  young  Glendinning. 

"  Friend,"  said  the  knight,  "  be  not  outrageous.  It  may  suit  your 
northern  manners  thus  to  press  harshly  upon  the  secrets  of  thy 
betters  ;  but  believe  me,  that  even  as  the  lute,  struck  by  an  unskilful 

hand,  doth  produce  discords,  so "    At  this  moment  the  door  of 

the  apartment  opened,  and  Mary  Avenel  presented  herself—"  But 
who  can  talk  of  discords,"  said  the  knight,  assuming  his  compliment- 
ary vein  and  humour,  "  when  the  soul  of  harmony  descends  upon  us 
in  the  presence  of  surpassing  beauty !  For  even  as  foxes,  wolves, 
and  other  animals  void  of  sense  and  reason,  do  fly  from  the  presence 
of  the  resplendent  sun  of  heaven  when  he  arises  in  his  glory,  so  do 
strife,  wrath,  and,  all  ireful  passions  retreat,  and5>  as  it  were,  scud 
,  away,  from  the  face  which  now  beams  upon  us,  with  power  to  com- 
pose our  angry  passions,  illuminate  our  errors  and  difficulties,  soothe 
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our  wounded  minds,  and  lull  to  rest  our  disorderly  apprehensions  ; 
for  as  the  heat  and  warmth  of  the  eye  of  day  is  to  the  material  and 
physical  world,  so  is  the  eye  which  I  now  bow  down  before  to  that 
of  the  intellectual  microcosm." 

He  concluded  with  a  profound  bow ;  and  Mary  Avenel,  gazing-  from 
one  to  the  other,  and  plainly  seeing*  that  something-  was  amiss,  could 
only  say,  "  For  heaven's  sake,  what  is  the  meaning'  of  this?" 

The  newly  acquired  tact  and  intelligence  of  her  foster-brother  was 
as  yet  insufficient  to  enable  him  to  give  an  answer.     He  was  quite 
uncertain  how  he  ought  to  deal  with  a  guest,  who,  preserving  a  singu-  I 
larly  high  tone  of  assumed  superiority  and  importance,  seemed  never-  [ 
theless  so  little  serious  in  what  he  said,  that  it  was  quite  impossible 
to  discern  with  accuracy  whether  he  was  in  jest  or  earnest. 

Forming,  however,  the  internal  resolution  to  bring  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton  to  a  reckoning  at  a  more  fit  place  and  season,  he  resolved  to 
prosecute  the  matter  no  farther  at  present;  and  the  entrance  of  his 
mother  with  the  damsel  of  the  Mill,  and  the  return  of  the  honest  I 
Miller  from  the  stack-yard,  where  he  had  been  numbering  and  calcu- 1 
latin g  the  probable  amount  of  the  season's  grist,  rendered  farther  dis- ' 
cussion  impossible  for  the  moment. 

In  the  course  of  the  calculation  it  could  not  but  strike  the  man  of 
meal  and  grindstones,  that,  after  the  Church's  dues  were  paid,  and 
after  all  which  he  himself  could  by  any  means  deduct  from  the  crop, 
still  the  residue  which  must  revert  to  Dame  Glendinning  could  not 
be  less  than  considerable.  I  wot  not  if  this  led  the  honest  Miller  to 
nourish  any  plans  similar  to  those  adopted  by  Elspeth ;  but  it  is  cer- 
tain that  he  accepted  with  grateful  alacrity  an  invitation  which  the 
dame  gave  to  his  daughter,  to  remain  a  week  or  two  as  her  guest  at 
Glendearg. 

The  principle  persons  being  thus  in  high  good  humour  with  each 
other,  all  business  gave  place  to  the  hilarity  of  the  morning  repast; 
and  so  much  did  Sir  Piercie  appear  gratified  by  the  attention  which 
was  paid  to  every  word  that  he  uttered  by  the  nut-brown  Mysie,  that, 
notwithstandinghis  high  birth  and  distinguished  quality,  he  bestowed 
on  her  some  of  the  more  ordinary  and  second-rate  tropes  of  his  elo- 
cution. 

Mary  Avenel,  when  relieved  from  the  awkwardness  of  feeling  the 
full  weight  of  his  conversation  addressed  to  herself,  enjoyed  it  much 
more ;  and  the  good  knight,  encouraged  by  those  conciliating  marks 
of  approbation  from  the  sex,  for  whose  sake  he  cultivated  his  orato- 
rical talents,  made  speedy  intimation  of  his  purpose  to  be  more  com- 
municative than  he  had  shown  himself  in  his  conversation  with  Halbert 
Glendinning,  and  gave  them  to  understand,  that  it  was  in  consequence 
of  some  pressing  danger  that  he  was  at  present  their  involuntary 
guest.  m  nm 

The  conclusion  of  the  breakfast  was  a  signal  for  the  separation  of 
the  company.  The  Miller  went  to  prepare  for  his  departure ;  his 
daughter  to  arrange  matters  for  her  unexpected  stay ;  Edward  was 
summoned  to  consultation  by  Martin  concerning  some  agricultural 
matter,  in  which  Halbert  could  not  be  brought  to  interest  himself; 
the  dame  left  the  room  upon  her  household  concerns,  and  Mary  was 
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in  the  act  of  following'  her,  when  she  suddenly  recollected,  that  if  she 
did  so,  the  strange  knight  and  Halbert  must  be  left  alone  together,  at 
the  risk  of  another  quarrel. 

The  maiden  no  sooner  observed  this  circumstance,  than  she  instantly 
returned  from  the  door  of  the  apartment,  and,  seating  herself  in  a 
small  stone  window-seat,  resolved  to  maintain  that  curb  which  she  was 
sensible  her  presence  imposed  on  Halbert  Glendinning,  of  whose  quick 
temper  she  had  some  apprehensions. 

The  stranger  marked  her  motions,  and,  either  interpreting  them  as 
inviting  his  society,  or  obedient  to  those  laws  of  gallantry  which  per- 
mitted him  not  to  leave  a  lady  in  silence  and  solitude,  he  instantly 
placed  himself  near  to  her  side,  and  opened  the  conversation  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  Credit  me  fair  lady,"  he  said,  addressing  Mary  Avenel,  "  it  much 
rejoiceth  me,  being,  as  I  am,  a  banished  man  from  the  delights  of 
mine  own  country,  that  I  shall  find  here,  in  this  obscure  and  silvan 
cottage  of  the  north,  a  fair  form,  and  a  candid  soul,  with  whom  I  may 
explain  my  mutual  sentiments.  And  let  me  pray  you  in  particular, 
lovely  lady,  that,  according  to  the  universal  custom  now  predominant 
in  our  court,  the  garden  of  superior  wits,  you  will  exchange  with  me 
some  epithet  whereby  you  may  mark  my  devotion  to  your  service. 
Be  henceforward  named,  for  example,  my  Protection,  and  let  me  be 
your  Affability." 

"  Our  northern  and  country  manners,  Sir  Knight,  do  not  permit  us 
to  exchange  epithets  with  those  to  whom  we  are  strangers,"  replied 
Mary  Avenel. 

"Nay,  but  see  now,"  said  the  knight,  "how  you  are  startled  !  even 
as  the  unbroken  steed,  which  swerves  aside  from  the  shaking  of  a 
handkerchief,  though  he  must  in  time  encounter  the  waving  of  a 
pennon.  This  courtly  exchange  of  epithets  of  honour,  is  no  more 
than  the  compliments  which  pass  between  valour  and  beauty,  wher- 
ever they  meet,  and  under  whatever  circumstances.  Elizabeth  of 
England  herself  calls  Philip  Sydney  her  Courage,  and  he  in  return 
calls  that  princess  his  Inspiration.     Wherefore,  my  fair  Protection, 

for  by  such  epithet  it  shall  be  mine  to  denominate  you " 

"Not  without  the  young  lady's  consent, sir !  "  interrupted  Halbert; 
"  most  truly  do  I  hope  your  courtly  and  quaint  breeding  will  not  so 
far  prevail  over  the  more  ordinary  rules  of  civil  behaviour." 

"  Fair  tenant  of  an  indifferent  copyhold,"  replied  the  knight,  with 
the  same  coolness  and  civility  of  mien,  but  in  a  tone  somewhat  more 
lofty  than  he  used  to  the  young  lady,  "  we  do  not  in  the  southern 
parts  much  intermingle  discourse,  save  with  those  with  whom  we 
may  stand  on  some  footing  of  equality  ;  and  I  must,  in  all  discre- 
tion, remind  you,  that  the  necessity  which  makes  us  inhabitants 
of  the  same  cabin,  doth  not  place  us  otherwise  on  a  level  with  each 
other." 

"  By  Saint  Mary,"  replied  young  Glendinning,  "it  is  my  thought 
that  it  does  ;  for  plain  men  hold,  that  he  who  asks  the  shelter  is  in- 
debted to  him  who  gives  it ;  and  so  far,  therefore,  is  our  rank  equa- 
lised while  this  roof  covers  us  both." 

"  Thou  art  altogether  deceived,"  answered  Sir  Piercie  ;  "  and  that 
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thou  mayst  fully  adapt  thyself  to  our  relative  condition,  know  that  I 
account  not  myself  thy  guest,  but  that  of  thy  master,  the  Lord  Abbot 
of  St  Mary's,  who,  for  reasons  best  known  to  himself  and  me, 
chooseth  to  administer  his  hospitality  to  me  through  the  means  of 
thee,  his  servant  and  vassal,  who  art,  therefore,  in  good  truth,  as 
passive  an  instrument  of  my  accommodation  as  this  ill-made  and 
rugged  joint-stool  on  which  I  sit,  or  as  the  wooden  trencher  from 
which  I  eat  my  coarse  commons.  Wherefore,"  he  added,  turning 
to  Mary,  "  fairest  mistress,  or  rather,  as  I  said  before,  most  lovely 
Protection  1 " 

Mary  Avenel  was  about  to  reply  to  him,  when  the  stern,  fierce,  and 
resentful  expression  of  voice  and  countenance  witli  which  Halbert 
exclaimed,  "  Not  from  the  King  of  Scotland,  did  he  live,  would  I 
brook  such  terms ! "  induced  her  to  throw  herself  between  him  and 
the  stranger,  exclaiming,  u  For  God's  sake,  Halbert,  beware  what 
you  do !  " 

"Fear  not,  fairest  Protection,"  replied  Sir  Piercie,  with  the  ut- 
most serenity,  "  that  I  can  be  provoked  by  this  rustical  and  mistaught 
juvenal  to  do  aught  misbecoming  your  presence  or  mine  own  dignity ; 
for  as  soon  shall  the  gunner's  linstock  give  fire  unto  the  icicle,  as  the 
spark  of  passion  inflame  my  blood,  tempered  as  it  is  to  serenity  by 
the  respect  due  to  the  presence  of  my  gracious  Protection." 

"  You  may  well  call  her  your  protection,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Halbert ; 
"  by  Saint  Andrew,  it  is  the  only  sensible  word  I  have  heard  you 
speak  !  But  we  may  meet  where  her  protection  shall  no  longer 
afford  you  shelter." 

"  Fairest  Protection,"  continued  the  courtier,  not  even  honouring 
with  a  look,  far  less  with  a  direct  reply,  the  threat  of  the  incensed 
Halbert,  ';  doubt  not  that  thy  faithful  Affability  will  be  more  corn- 
moved  by  the  speech  of  this  rudesby,  than  the  bright  and  serene 
moon  is  perturbed  by  the  baying  of  the  cottage-cur,  proud  of  the 
height  of  his  own  dung- hill,  which,  in  his  conceit,  lifteth  him  nearer 
unto  the  majestic  luminary." 

To  what  lengths  so  unsavoury  a  simile  might  have  driven  Halbert's 
indignation,  is  left  uncertain ;  for  at  that  moment  Edward  rushed 
into  the  apartment  with  the  intelligence  that  two  most  important 
officers  of  the  Convent,  the  Kitchener  and  Kefectioner,  were  just 
arrived  with  a  sumpter-mule,  loaded  with  provisions,  announcing 
that  the  Lord  Abbot,  the  Sub-Prior,  and  the  Sacristan,  were  on 
their  way  thither.  A  circumstance  so  very  extraordinary  had  never 
been  recorded  in  the  annals  of  Saint  Mary's,  or  in  the  traditions  of 
Glendearg,  though  there  was  a  faint  lengendary  report  that  a  certain 
Abbot  had  dined  there  in  old  days,  after  having  been  bewildered  in 
a  hunting  expedition  amongst  the  wilds  which  lie  to  the  northward. 
But  that  the  present  Lord  Abbot  should  have  taken  a  voluntary 
journey  to  so  wild  and  dreary  a  spot,  the  very  Kamtschatka  of  the 
Halidome,  was  a  thing  never  dreamt  of;  and  the  news  excited  the 
greatest  surprise  in  all  the  members  of  the  family  saving  Halbert 
alone. 

This  fiery  youth  was  too  full  of  the  insult  he  had  received  to  think 

i  See  Note  F.     Epithets. 


THE  MONASTERY.  101 

of  any  thing'  as  unconnected  with  it.  "  I  am  glad  of  it,"  he  exclaimed  ; 
"  I  am  glad  the  Abbot  comes  hither.  I  will  know  of  him  by  what 
right  this  stranger  is  sent  hither  to  domineer  over  us  under  our 
father's  roof,  as  if  we  were  slaves  and  not  freemen.  I  will  tell  the 
proud  priest  to  his  beard " 

"  Alas  !  alas  !  my  brother,"  said  Edward,  "  think  what  these  words 
may  cost  thee  !  " 

"  And  what  will,  or  what  can  they  cost  me,"  said  Halbert,  "  that  1 
should  sacrifice  my  human  feelings  and  my  justifiable  resentment  to 
the  fear  of  what  the  Abbot  can  do  ? " 

"Our  mother — our  mother  !"  exclaimed  Edward;  "think,  if  she 
is  deprived  of  her  home,  expelled  from  her  property,  how  can  you 
amend  what  your  rashness  may  ruin  ?  " 

"  It  is  too  true,  by  Heaven  ! "  sard  Halbert,  striking  his  forehead. 
Then,  stamping  his  foot  against  the  floor  to  express  the  full  energy 
of  the  passion  to  which  he  dared  no  longer  give  vent,  he  turned 
round  and  left  the  apartment. 

Mary  Avenel  looked  at  the  stranger  knight,  while  she  was  endea- 
vouring to  frame  a  request  that  he  would  not  report  the  intemperate 
violence  of  her  foster-brother  to  the  prejudice  of  his  family,  in  the 
mind  of  the  Abbot.  But  Sir  Piercie,  the  very  pink  of  courtesy,  con- 
jectured her  meaning  from  her  embarrassment,  and  waited  not  to 
be  entreated. 

"  Credit  me,  fairest  Protection,"  said  he,  "  your  Affability  is  less 
than  capable  of  seeing  or  hearing,  far  less  of  reciting  or  reiterating, 
aught  of  an  unseemly  nature  which  may  have  chanced  while  I  en- 
joyed the  Elvsium  of  your  presence.  The  winds  of  idle  passion  may 
indeed  rudely  agitate  the  bosom  of  the  rude ;  but  the  heart  of  the 
courtier  is  polished  to  resist  them.  As  the  frozen  lake  receive  not 
the  influence  of  the  breeze,  even  so " 

The  vuice  of  Dame  Glendinning,  in  shrill  summons,  here  demand- 
ed Mary  Avenel's  attendance,  who  instantly  obeyed,  not  a  little  glad 
to  escape  from  the  compliments  and  similies  of  this  court-like  gallant. 
Nor  was  it  apparently  less  a  relief  on  his  part ;  for  no  sooner  was  she 
past  the  threshold  of  the  room,  than  he  exchanged  the  look  of  formal 
and  elaborate  politeness  which  had  accompanied  each  word  he  had 
uttered  hitherto,  for  an  expression  of  the  utmost  lassitude  and  ennui ; 
and  after  indulging  in  one  or  two  portentous  yawns,  broke  forth  into 
a  soliloquy. 

"  What  the  foul  fiend  sent  this  wench  hither  ?  As  if  it  were  not  suf- 
ficient plague  to  be  harboured  in  a  hovel  that  would  hardly  serve  for 
a  dog's  kennel  in  England,  baited  by  a  rude  peasant-boy,  and  depend- 
ent on  the  faith  of  a  mercenary  ruffian,  but  I  cannot  even  have  time 
to  muse  over  my  own  mishap,  but  must  come  aloft,  frisk,  fidget,  and 
make  speeches,  to  please  this  pale  hectic  phantom,  because  she  has 
gentle  blood  in  her  veins!  By  mine  honour,  setting  prejudice  aside, 
the  mill-wench  is  the  more  attractive  of  the  two— But  patienza, 
Piercie  Shafton ;  thou  must  not  lose  thy  well-earned  claim  to  be 
accounted  a  devout  servant  of  the  fair  sex,  a  witty-brained,  prompt, 
and  accomplished  courtier.  Rather  thank  heaven,  Piercie  Shafton, 
which  hath  sent  thee  a  subject,  wherein,  without  derogating  from 
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thy  rank  (since  the  honours  of  the  Avenel  family  are  beyond  dispute), 
thou  mayest  find  a  whetstone  for  thy  witty  compliments,  a  strop 
whereon  to  sharpen  thine  acute  ingine,  a  butt  whereat  to  shoot  the 
arrows  of  thy  gallantry.     For  even  as  a  Bilboa  blade,  the  more  it  is 

rubbed,  the  brighter  and  the  sharper  will  it  prove,  so But  what 

need  I  waste  my  stock  of  similitudes  in  holding  converse  with  myself? 
— Yonder  comes  the  monkish  retinue,  like  some  half  score  of  crows 
winging  their  way  slowly  up  the  valley — 1  hope,  a'gad,  they  have  not 
forgotten  my  trunk-mails  of  apparel  amid  the  ample  provision  they 
have  made  for  their  own  belly-timber — Mercy,  a'gad,  I  were  finely 
holped  up  if  the  vesture  has  miscarried  among  the  thievish  Borderers! ' 

Stung'  by  this  reflection,  he  ran  hastily  down  stairs,  and  caused  his 
horse  to  be  saddled,  that  he  might,  as  soon  as  possible,  ascertain  this 
important  point,  by  meeting  the  Lord  Abbot  and  his  retinue  as  they 
came  up  the  glen.  He  had  not  ridden  a  mile  before  he  met  them 
advancing  with  the  slowness  and  decorum  which  became  persons  of 
their  dignity  and  profession.  The  knight  failed  not  to  greet  the 
Lord  Abbot  with  all  the  formal  compliments  with  which  men  of  rank 
at  that  period  exchanged  courtesies.  He  had  the  good  fortune  to 
find  that  his  mails  wrere  numbered,  among  the  train  of  baggage 
which  attended  upon  the  party  ;  and,  satisfied  in  that  particular,  he 
turned  his  horse's  head,  and  accompanied  the  Abbot  to  the  Tower  of 
Glendearg. 

Great,  in  the  meanwhile,  had  been  the  turmoil  of  the  good  Dame 
Elspeth  and  her  coadjutors,  to  prepare  for  the  fitting  reception  of  the 
Father  Lord  Abbot  and  his  retinue.  The  monks  had  indeed  taken 
care  not  to  trust  too  much  to  the  state  of  her  pantry ;  but  she  was 
not  the  less  anxious  to  make  such  additions  as  might  enable  her  to 
claim  the  thanks  of  her  feudal  lord  and  spiritual  father.  Meeting1 
Halbert,  as,  with  his  blood  on  fire,  he  returned  from  his  altercation 
with  her  guest,  she  commanded  him  instantly  to  go  forth  to  the  hill, 
and  not  to  return  without  venison ;  reminding  him  that  he  was  apt 
enough  to  go  thither  for  his  own  pleasure,  and  must  now  do  so  for 
the  credit  of  the  house. 

The  Miller,  who  was  now  hastening  his  journey  homewards,  pro- 
mised to  send  up  some  salmon  by  his  own  servant.  Dame  Elspeth, 
who  by  this  time  thought  she  had  guests  enough,  had  begun  to  re- 
pent of  her  invitation  to  poor  Mysie,  and  was  just  considering  by 
what  means,  short  of  giving  offence,  she  could  send  off  the  Maid  of 
the  Mill  behind  her  father,  and  adjourn  all  her  own  aerial  architec- 
ture till  some  future  opportunity,  when  this  unexpected  generosity  on 
the  part  of  the  sire  rendered  any  present  attempt  to  return  his 
daughter  on  his  hands  too  highly  ungracious  to  be  farther  thought 
on.     So  the  Miller  departed  alone  on  his  homeward  journey. 

Dame  Elspeth's  sense  of  hospitality  proved  in  this  instance  its  own 
reward ;  for  Mysie  had  dwelt  too  near  the  Convent  to  be  altogether 
ignorant  of  the  noble  art  of  cookery,  which  her  father  patronised  to 
the  extent  of  consuming  on  festival  days  such  dainties  as  his  daugh- 
ter could  prepare  in  emulation  of  the  luxuries  of  the  Abbot's  kitchen. 
Laying  aside,  therefore,  her  holiday  kirtle,  and  adopting  a  dress  more 
suitable  to  the  occasion,  the  good-humoured  maiden  bared  her  snowy 
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arms  above  the  elbows ;  and,  as  Elspeth  acknowledged,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  time  and  country,  took  "  entire  and  aefauld  part  with 
her  "  in  the  labours  of  the  day ;  showing  unparalleled  talent  and  in- 
defatigable industry,  in  the  preparation  of  mortreux,  blanc-?nanger9 
and  heaven  knows  what  delicacies  besides,  which  Dame  Glendinning, 
unassisted  by  her  skill,  dared  not  even  have  dreamt  of  presenting. 

Leaving  this  able  substitute  in  the  kitchen,  and  regretting  that 
Mary  Avenel  was  so  brought  up,  that  she  could  intrust  nothing  to 
her  care,  unless  it  might  be  seeing  the  great  chamber  strewed  with 
rushes,  and  ornamented  with  such  flowers  and  branches  as  the  season 
afforded,  Dame  Elspeth  hastily  donned  her  best  attire,  and  with  a 
beating  heart  presented  herself  at  the  door  of  her  little  tower,  to 
make  her  obeisance  to  the  Lord  Abbot  as  he  crossed  her  humble 
threshold.  Edward  stood  by  his  mother,  and  felt  the  same  palpita- 
tion, which  his  philosophy  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for.  He  was  yet 
to  learn  how  long  it  is  ere  our  reason  is  enabled  to  triumph  over  the 
force  of  external  circumstances,  and  how  much  our  feelings  are 
affected  by  novelty,  and  blunted  by  use  and  habit. 

On  the  present  occasion,  he  witnessed  with  wonder  and  awe  the 
approach  of  some  half-score  of  riders,  sober  men  upon  sober  palfreys, 
muffled  in  their  long  black  garments,  and  only  relieved  by  their  white 
scapularies,  showing  more  like  a  funeral  procession  than  aught  else, 
and  not  quickening  their  pace  beyond  that  which  permitted  easy 
conversation  and  easy  digestion.  The  sobriety  of  the  scene  was 
indeed  somewhat  enlivened  by  the  presence  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton, 
who,  to  show  that  his  skill  in  the  manege  was  not  inferior  to  his 
other  accomplishments,  kept  alternately  pressing  and  checking  his 
gay  courser,  forcing  him  to  piaffe,  to  caracole,  to  passage,  and  to  do 
all  the  other  feats  of  the  school,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  the  Lord 
Abbot,  the  wonted  sobriety  of  whose  palfrey  became  at  length  dis- 
composed by  the  vivacity  of  its  companion,  while  the  dignitary  kept 
crying  out  in  bodily  alarm,  "  I  do  pray  you,  sir— Sir  Knight— good 
now,  Sir  Piercie — Be  quiet,  Benedict,  there  is  a  good  steed — soh, 
poor  fellow!"  and  uttering  all  the  other  precatory  and  soothing 
exclamations  by  which  a  timid  horseman  usually  bespeaks  the  favour 
of  a  frisky  companion,  or  of  his  own  unquiet  nag,  and  concluding  the 
bead-roll  with  a  sincere  Deo  gr alias  so  soon  as  he  alighted  in  the 
court-yard  of  the  Tower  of  Glendearg. 

The  inhabitants  unanimously  knelt  down  to  kiss  the  hand  of  the 
Lord  Abbot,  a  ceremony  which  even  the  monks  were  often  con- 
demned to.  Good  Abbot  Boniface  was  too  much  fluttered  by  the 
incidents  of  the  latter  part  of  his  journey,  to  go  through  this  cere- 
mony with  much  solemnity,  or  indeed  with  much  patience.  He  kept 
wiping  his  brow  with  a  snow-white  handkerchief  with  one  hand, 
while  another  was  abandoned  to  the  homage  of  his  vassals ;  and  then 
signing  the  cross  with  his  outstretched  arm,  and  exclaiming,  4;  Bless 
ye — bless  ye,  my  children ! "  he  hastened  into  the  house,  and  mur- 
mured not  a  little  at  the  darkness  and  steepness  of  the  rugged  wind- 
ing stair,  whereby  he  at  length  scaled  the  spence  destined  for  his 
entertainment,  and,  overcome  with  fatigue,  threw  himself,  I  do  not 
say  into  an  easy  chair,  but  into  the  easiest  the  apartment  afforded. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  courtier  extraordinary,  who  by  diet 

Of  meats  and  drinks,  his  temperate  exercise, 

Choice  music,  frequent  bath,  his  horary  shifts 

Of  shirts  and  waistcoats,  means  to  immortalise 

Mortality  itself,  and  makes  the  essence 

Of  his  whole  happiness  the  trim  of  court. 

Magnetic  Lady. 

When  the  Lord  Abbot  had  suddenly  and  superciliously  vanished 
from  the  eyes  of  his  expectant  vassals,  the  Sub-Prior  made  amends 
for  the  negligence  of  his  principal,  by  the  kind  and  affectionate  greet- 
ing* which  he  gave  to  all  the  members  of  the  family,  but  especially  to 
Dame  Elspeth,  her  foster-daughter,  and  her  son  Edward.  "  Where," 
he  even  condescended  to  inquire,  "  is  that  naughty  Nimrod,  Halbert  ? 
— He  hath  not  yet,  I  trust,  turned,  like  his  great  prototype,  his  hunt- 
ing spear  against  man  1 " 

"O  no,  an  it  please  your  reverence,"  said  Dame  Glendinning, 
"  Halbert  is  up  at  the  glen  to  get  some  venison,  or  surely  he  would 
not  have  been  absent  when  such  a  day  of  honour  dawned  upon  me 
and  mine." 

"  Oh,  to  get  savoury  meat,  such  as  our  soul  loveth,"  muttered  the 
Sub-Prior;  "it  has  been  at  times  an  acceptable  gift. — I  bid  you 
good  morrow,  my  good  dame,  as  I  must  attend  upon  his  lordship  the 
Father  Abbot." 

"And  O,  reverend  sir,"  said  the  good  widow,  detaining  him,  "if  it 
might  be  your  pleasure  to  take  part'  with  us  if  there  is  anything 
wrong ;  and  if  there  is  anything  wanted,  to  say  that  it  is  just  coming, 
or  to  make  some  excuses  your  learning  best  knows  how.  Every  bit 
of  vassail  and  silver  work  have  we  been  spoiled  of  since  Pinkie 
Cleuch,  when  I  lost  poor  Simon  Glendinning,  that  was  the  warst 
of  a'." 

"Never  mind — never  fear,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  gently  extricating 
his  garment  from  the  anxious  grasp  of  Dame  Elspeth,  "  the  Kefec- 
tioner  has  with  him  the  Abbot's  plate  and  drinking  cups ;  and  I  pray 
you  to  believe  that  whatever  is  short  in  your  entertainment  will  be 
deemed  amply  made  up  in  your  good-will." 

So  saying',  he  escaped  from  her  and  went  into  the  spence,  where 
such  preparations  as  haste  permitted  were  making  for  the  noon  col- 
lation of  the  Abbot  and  the  English  knight.  Here  he  found  the 
Lord  Abbot,  for  whom  a  cushion,  composed  of  all  the  plaids  in  the 
house,  had  been  unable  to  render  Simon's  huge  elbow-chair  a  soft 
or  comfortable  place  of  rest. 

" Benedicite !  "  said  Abbot  Boniface,  "now  marry  fie  upon  these 
hard  benches  with  all  my  heart — they  are  as  uneasy  as  the  scabella 
of  our  novices.  Saint  Jude  be  with  us,  Sir  Knight,  how  have  you 
contrived  to  pass  over  the  night  in  this  dungeon  ?  An  your  bed  was 
no  softer  than  your  seat,  you  might  as  well  have  slept  on  the  stone 
couch  of  Saint  Pacomius.  After  trotting  a  full  ten  miles,  a  man 
needs  a  softer  seat  than  lias  fallen  to  my  hard  lot." 
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With  sympathising'  faces,  the  Sacristan  and  the  Refectioner  ran  to 
raise  the  Lord  Abbot,  and  to  adjust  his  seat  to  his  mind,  which  was 
at  length  accomplished  in  some  sort,  although  he  continued  alter- 
nately to  bewail  his  fatigue,  and  to  exult  in  the  conscious  sense  of 
having  discharged  an  arduous  duty.  "You  errant  cavaliers,"  said 
he,  addressing  the  knight,  "  may  now  perceive  that  others  have  their 
travail  and  their  toils  to  undergo  as  well  as  your  honoured  faculty. 
And  this  I  will  say  for  myself  and  the  soldiers  of  Saint  Mary,  among 
whom  I  may  be  termed  captain,  that  it  is  not  our  wont  to  flinch  from 
the  heat  of  the  service,  or  to  withdraw  from  the  good  fight.  No,  by 
Saint  Mary  !— no  sooner  did  I  learn  that  you  were  here,  and  dared 
not  for  certain  reasons  come  to  the  Monastery,  where,  with  as  good 
will,  and  with  more  convenience,  we  might  have  given  you  a  better 
reception,  than,  striking  the  table  with  my  hammer,  I  called  a 
brother.  Timothy,  said  I,  let  them  saddle  Benedict— let  them  saddle 
my  black  palfrey,  and  bid  the  Sub-Prior  and  some  half-score  of 
attendants  be  in  readiness  to-morrow  after  matins— we  would  ride  to 
Glendearg.  Brother  Timothy  stared,  thinking,  I  imagine,  that  his 
ears  had  scarce  done  him  justice ;  but  I  repeated  my  commands,  and 
said,  Let  the  Kitchener  and  Refectioner  go  before  to  aid  the  poor 
vassals  to  whom  the  place  belongs  in  making  a  suitable  collation.  So 
that  you  will  consider,  good  Sir  Piercie,  our  mutual  incommodities, 
and  forgive  whatever  you  may  find  amiss." 

"By  my  faith/'  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  "there  is  nothing  to  for- 
give. If  you  spiritual  warriors'have  to  submit  to  the  grievous  incom- 
modities which  your  lordship  narrates,  it  would  ill  become  me,  a  sin- 
ful and  secular  man,  to  complain  of  a  bed  as  hard  as  a  board,  of  broth 
which  relished  as  if  made  of  burnt  wool,  of  flesh  which,  in  its  sable 
and  singed  shape,  seemed  to  put  me  on  a  level  with  Richard  Coeur- 
de-Lion,  when  lie  ate  up  the  head  of  a  Moor  carbonadoed,  and  of 
other  viands  savouring  rather  of  the  rusticity  of  this  northern  region." 

"  By  the  good  Saints,  sir,"  said  the  Abbot,  somewhat  touched  in 
point  of  his  character  for  hospitality,  of  which  he  was  in  truth  a  most 
faithful  and  zealous  professor,  "it  grieves  me  to  the  heart  that  you 
have  found  our  vassals  no  better  provided  for  your  reception.  Yet  I 
crave  leave  to  observe,  that  if  Sir  Piercie  Shafton's  affairs  had  per- 
mitted him  to  honour  with  his  company  our  poor  house  of  Saint 
Mary's,  he  might  have  had  less  to  complain  of  in  respect  of  ease- 
ments." 

"To  give  your  lordship  the  reasons,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton, 
"why  I  could  not  at  this  present  time  approach  your  dwelling,  or 
avail  myself  of  its  well-known  and  undoubted  hospitality,  craves 
either  some  delay,  or,"  looking  around  him,  "a  limited  audience." 

The  Lord  Abbot  immediately  issued  his  mandate  to  the  Refec- 
tioner :  "  Hie  thee  to  the  kitchen,  Brother  Hilarius,  and  there  make 
inquiry  of  our  brother  the  Kitchener,  within  what  time  he  opines 
that  our  collation  may  be  prepared,  since  sin  and  sorrow  it  were, 
considering  the  hardships  of  this  noble  and  gallant  knight,  no  whit 
mentioning  or  weighing  those  we  ourselves  have  endured,  if  we  were 
now  either  to  advance  or  retard  the  hour  of  refection  beyond  the 
time  when  the  viands  are  fit  to  be  set  before  us." 
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Brother  Hilarius  parted  with  an  eager  alertness  to  execute  the 
will  of  his  Superior,  and  returned  with  the  assurance,  that  punctually 
at  one  afternoon  would  the  collation  be  ready. 

"Before  that  time,"  said  the  accurate  Refectioner,  "the  wafers, 
flamms,  and  pastry-meat,  will  scarce  have  had  the  just  degree  of  fire 
which  learned  pottingers  prescribe  as  fittest  for  the  body ;  and  if  it 
should  be  past  one  o'clock,  were  it  but  ten  minutes,  our  brother  the 
Kitchener  opines  that  the  haunch  of  venison  would  suffer  in  spite  of 
the  skill  of  the  little  turn-broche  whom  he  has  recommended  to  your 
holiness  by  his  praises." 

"How!"  said  the  Abbot,  "a  haunch  of  venison !— from  whence 
comes  that  dainty?  I  remember  not  thou  didst  intimate  its  presence 
in  thy  hamper  of  vivers." 

"  So  please  your  holiness  and  lordship,"  said  the  Refectioner,  "he 
is  a  son  of  the  woman  of  the  house  who  hath  shot  it  and  sent  it  in — 
killed  but  now ;  yet,  as  the  animal  heat  hath  not  left  the  body,  the 
Kitchener  undertakes  it  shall  eat  as  tender  as  a  young  chicken— and 
this  youth  hath  a  special  gift  in  shooting-  deer,  and  never  misses  the 
heart  or  the  brain ;  so  that  the  blood  is  not  driven  through  the  flesh, 
as  happens  too  often  witli  us.  It  is  a  hart  of  grease — your  holiness 
has  seldom  seen  such  a  haunch." 

"Silence,  Brother  Hilarius,"  said  the  Abbot,  wiping  his  mouth; 
"  it  is  not  beseeming  our  order  to  talk  of  food  so  earnestly,  especially 
as  we  must  oft  have  our  animal  powers  exhausted  by  fasting,  and  be 
accessible  (as  being  ever  mere  mortals)  to  those  signs  of  longing" 
(he  again  wiped  his  mouth)  "  which  arise  on  the  mention  of  victuals 
to  an  hungry  man.  Minute  down,  however,  the  name  of  that  youth 
— it  is  fitting  merit  should  be  rewarded,  and  he  shall  hereafter  be  a 
frater  ad  succurrendum  in  the  kitchen  and  buttery." 

"  Alas !  reverend  Father,  and  my  good  lord,"  replied  the  Refec- 
tioner, "I  did  inquire  after  the  youth,  and  I  learn  he  is  one  who 
prefers  the  casque  to  the  cowl,  and  the  sword  of  the  flesh  to  the 
weapons  of  the  spirit." 

"  And  if  it  be  so,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  see  that  thou  retain  him  as  a 
deputy-keeper  and  man-at-arms,  and  not  as  a  lay  brother  of  the 
Monastery — for  old  Talboy,  our  forester,  waxes  dim-eyed,  and  hath 
twice  spoiled  a  noble  buck,  by  hitting  him  unwarily  on  the  haunch. 
All !  'tis  a  foul  fault,  the  abusing  by  evil-killing,  evil-dressing,  evil- 
appetite,  or  otherwise,  the  good  creatures  indulged  to  us  for  our 
use.  Wherefore,  secure  us  the  service  of  this  youth,  Brother  Hila- 
rius, in  the  way  that  may  best  suit  him. — And  now,  Sir  Piercie  Shaf- 
ton,  "since  the  fates  have  assigned  us  a  space  of  well-nigh  an  hour, 
ere  we  dare  hope  to  enjoy  more  than  the  vapour  or  savour  of  our 
repast,  may  I  pray  you,  of  your  courtesy,  to  tell  me  the  cause  of  this 
visit ;  and,  above  all,  to  inform  us  why  you  will  not  approach  our 
more  pleasant  and  better  furnished  hospitiumf" 

"  Reverend  Father,  and  my  very  good  lord,"  said  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton,  "it  is  well  known  to  your  wisdom  that  there  are  stone 
walls  which  have  ears,  and  that  secrecy  is  to  be  looked  to  in  matters 
which  concern  a  man's  head." 

The  Abbot  signed  to  his  attendants,  excepting  the  Sub- Prior,  to 
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leave  the  room,  and  then  said,  "  Your  valour,  Sir  Piercie,  may  freely 
unburden  yourself  before  our  faithful  friend  and  counsellor  Father 
Eustace,  the  benefits  of  whose  advice  we  may  too  soon  lose,  inasmuch 
as  his  merits  will  speedily  recommend  him  to  an  higher  station,  in 
which,  we  trust,  he  may  find  the  blessing-  of  a  friend  and  adviser  as 
valuable  as  himself,  since  I  may  say  of  him,  as  our  claustral  rhyme 
goeth,1 

'  Dixit  Abbas  ad  prions, 
Tu  es  homo  boni  moris, 
Quia  semper  sanioris 
Mihi  das  concilia.' 

Indeed,"  he  added,  "the  office  of  Sub-Prior  is  altogether  beneath 
our  dear  brother ;  nor  can  we  elevate  him  unto  that  of  Prior,  which, 
for  certain  reasons,  is  at  present  kept  vacant  amongst  us.  Howbeit, 
Father  Eustace  is  fully  possessed  of  my  confidence,  and  worthy  of 
yours,  and  well  may  it  be  said  of  him,  Intravit  in  secretis  nostris" 

Sir  Piercie  Shaft  on  bowed  to  the  reverend  brethren,  and,  heaving 
a  sigh,  as  if  he  would  have  burst  his  steel  cuirass,  he  thus  com- 
menced his  speech : — 

"  Certos,  reverend  sirs,  I  may  well  heave  such  a  suspiration,who  have, 
as  it  were,  exchanged  heaven  for  purgatory,  leaving'  the  lightsome 
sphere  of  the  royal  court  of  England,  for  a  remote  nook  in  this  inac- 
cessible desert— quitting  the  tilt-yard,  where  I  was  ever  ready  among 
my  compeers  to  splinter  a  lance,  either  for  the  love  of  honour,  or  for 
the  honour  of  love,  in  order  to  couch  my  knightly  spear  against  base 
and  pilfering  besognios  and  marauders — exchanging  the  lighted 
halls,  wherein  I  used  nimbly  to  pace  the  swift  coranto,  or  to  move 
with  a  loftier  grace  in  the  stately  galliard,  for  this  rugged  and  de- 
cayed dungeon  of  rusty-coloured  stone — quitting  the  gay  theatre, 
for  the  solitary  chimney-nook  of  a  Scottish  dog-house — bartering 
the  sounds  of  the  soul-ravishing  lute,  and  the  love-awakening  viol- 
de-gamba,  for  the  discordant  squeak  of  a  northern  bagpipe — above 
all,  exchanging  the  smiles  of  those  beauties,  who  form  a  galaxy 
around  the  throne  of  England,  for  the  cold  courtesy  of  an  untaught 
^damsel,  and  the  bewildered  stare  of  a  miller's  maiden.  More  might 
I  say,  of  the  exchange  of  the  conversation  of  gallant  knights  and 
gay  courtiers  of  mine  own  order  and  capacity,  whose  conceits  are 
bright  and  vivid  as  the  lightning,  for  that  of  monks  and  churchmen 
— but  it  were  discourteous  to  urge  that  topic." 

The  Abbot  listened  to  this  list  of  complaints  with  great  round 
eyes,  which  evinced  no  exact  intelligence  of  the  orator's  meaning; 
and  when  the  knight  paused  to  take  breath,  he  looked  with  a  doubt- 
ful and  inquiring  eye  at  the  Sub-Prior,  not  well  knowing  in  what 
tone  he  should  reply  to  an  exordium  so  extraordinary.  The  Sub- 
Prior  accordingly  stepped  in  to  the  relief  of  his  principal. 

"  We  deeply  sympathise  with  you,  Sir  Knight,  in  the  several  morti- 
fications and  hardships  to  which  fate  has  subjected  you,  parti- 
cularly in  that  which  has  thrown  you  into  the  society  of  those  who, 
as  they  were  conscious  they  deserved  not  sucli  an  honour,  so  neither 

1  The  rest  of  this  doggerel  rhyme  may  be  found  in  Fosbrooke's  learned  work  on 
British  Monachism. 
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did  they  at  all  desire  it.  But  all  this  goes  little  way  to  expound  the 
cause  of  this  train  of  disasters,  or,  in  plainer  words,  the  reason  which 
has  compelled  you  into  a  situation  having*  so  few  charms  for  you." 

"  Gentle  and  reverend  sir,"  replied  the  knight,  "  forgive  an  un- 
happy person,  who,  in  giving  a  history  of  his  miseries,  dilateth  upon 
them  extremely,  even  as  he  who,  having  fallen  from  a  precipice, 
looketh  upward  to  measure  the  height  from  which  he  hath  been 
precipitated." 

"  Yea,  but,"  said  Father  Eustace,  "  methinks  it  were  wiser  in  him 
to  tell  those  who  come  to  lift  him  up,  which  of  his  bones  have  been 
broken." 

"  You,  reverend  sir,"  said  the  knight,  "  have,  in  the  encounter  of 
our  wits,  made  a  fair  attaint ;  whereas  I  may  be  in  some  sort  said  to 
have  broken  my  staff  across.1  Pardon  me,  grave  sir,  that  I  speak 
the  language  of  the  tilt-yard,  which  is  doubtless  strange  to  your 
reverend  ears.  Ah  !  brave  resort  of  the  noble,  the  fair  and  the  gay ! 
Ah!  throne  of  love,  and  citadel  of  honour !  Ah!  celestial  beauties, 
by  whose  bright  eyes  it  is  graced !  Never  more  shall  Piercie  Shaf- 
ton  advance,  as  the  centre  of  your  radiant  glances,  couch  his  lance, 
and  spur  his  horse  at  the  sound  of  the  spirit-stirring'  trumpets,  nobly 
called  the  voice  of  war — never  more  shall  he  baffle  his  adversary's 
encounter  boldhv  break  his  spear  dexterously,  and,  ambling  around 
the  lovely  circle,  receive  the  rewards  with  which  beauty  honours 
chivalry !  " 

Here  he  paused,  wrung  his  hands,  looked  upwards,  and  seemed 
lost  in  contemplation  of  his  own  fallen  fortunes. 

"  Mad,  very  mad,"  whispered  the  Abbot  to  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  I 
would  we  were  fairly  rid  of  him ;  for,  of  a  truth,  1  expect  he  will 
proceed  from  raving  to  mischief.  Were  it  not  better  to  call  up  the 
rest  of  the  brethren  ? " 

But  the  Sub-Prior  knew  better  than  his  Superior  how  to  dis- 
tinguish the  jargon  of  affectation  from  the  ravings  of  insanity;  and 
although  the  extremity  of  the  knight's  passion  seemed  altogether 
fantastic,  yet  he  was  not  ignorant  to  what  extravagancies  the  fashion 
of  the  day  can  conduct  its  votaries. 

Allowing,  therefore,  two  minutes'  space  to  permit  the  knight's 
enthusiastic  feelings  to  exhaust  themselves,  he  again  gravely  re- 
minded him  that  the  Lord  Abbot  had  taken  a  journey,  unwonted  to 
his  age  and  habits,  solely  to  learn  in  what  he  could  serve  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton  ;  that  it  was  altogether  impossible  he  could  do  so  without  his 
receiving  distinct  information  of  the  situation  in  which  he  had  now 
sought  refuge  in  Scotland.  "  The  day  wore  on,"  he  observed,  look- 
ing at  the  window ;  "  and  if  the  Abbot  should  be  obliged  to  return 
to  the  Monastery  without  obtaining  the  necessary  intelligence,  the 
regret  might  be  mutual,  but  the  jnconvenience  was  like  to  be  all  on 
Sir  Piercie's  own  side." 
The  hint  was  not  thrown  away 

1  Attaint  was  a  term  of  tilting  used  to  express  the  champion's  having  attained 
his  mark,  or,  in  other  words,  struck  his  lance  straight  and  fair  against  the  helmet 
or  breast  of  his  adversary.  Whereas  to  break  the  lance  across,  intimated  a  total 
failure  in  directing  the  point  of  the  weapon  on  the  object  of  his  aim. 
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"  O,  goddess  of  courtesy  ! "  said  the  knight,  "  can  I  have  so  far 
forgotten  thy  behests,  as  to  make  this  good  prelate's  ease  and  time  a 
sacrifice  to  my  vain  complaints!  Know,  then,  most  worthy,  and  not 
less  worshipful,  that  I,  your  poor  visitor  and  guest,  am  by  birth  nearly 
bound  to  the  Piercie  of  Northumberland,  whose  fame  is  so  widely 
blown  through  all  parts  of  the  world  where  English  worth  hath  been 
known.  Now,  this  present  Earl  of  Northumberland,  of  whom  I  pro- 
pose to  give  you  the  brief  history " 

"  It  is  altogether  unnecessary/-'  said  the  Abbot ;  "we  know  him  to 
be  a  good  and  true  nobleman,  and  a  sworn  upholder  of  our  Catholic 
faith,  in  the  spite  of  the  heretical  woman  who  now  sits  upon  the  throne 
of  England.  And  it  is  specially  as  his  kinsman,  and  as  knowing  that 
ye  partake  with  him  in  such  devout  and  faithful  belief  and  adherence 
to  our  Holy  Mother  Church,  that  we  say  to  you,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton, 
that  ye  be  heartily  welcome  to  us,  and  that,  an  we  wist  how,  we  would 
labour  to  do  you  good  service  in  your  extremity." 

*  For  such  kind  offer  I  rest  your  most  humble  debtor,"  said  Sir 
Piercie ;  "  nor  need  I  at  this  moment  say  more  than  that  my  Right 
Honourable  Cousin  of  Northumberland,  having  devised  with  me  and 
some  others,  the  choice  and  picked  spirits  of  the  age,  how  and  by  what 
means  the  worship  of  God,  according  to  the  Catholic  Church,  might 
be  again  introduced  into  this  distracted  kingdom  of  England  (even 
as  one  deviseth,  by  the  assistance  of  his  friend,  to  catch  and  to  bridle 
a  runaway  steed),  it  pleased  him  so  deeply  to  intrust  me  in  those  com- 
munications, that  my  personal  safety  becomes,  as  it  were,  entwined 
or  complicated  therewith.  Natheless,  as  we  have  had  sudden  reason 
to  believe,  this  Princess  Elizabeth,  who  maintaineth  around  her  a  sort 
of  counsellors  skilful  in  tracking  whatever  schemes  may  be  pursued  for 
bringing  her  title  into  challenge,  or  for  erecting  again  the  discipline 
of  the  Catholic  Church,  has  obtained  certain  knowledge  of  the  trains 
which  we  had  laid  before  we  could  give  fire  unto  them.  Wherefore, 
my  Right  Honourable  Cousin  of  Northumberland,  thinking  it  best 
belike  that  one  man  should  take  both  blame  and  shame  for  the  whole, 
did  lay  the  burden  of  all  this  trafficking  upon  my  back ;  which  load  I 
am  the  rather  content  to  bear,  in  that  he  hath  always  shown  himself 
my  kind  and  honourable  kinsman,  as  well  as  that  my  estate,  I  wot  not 
how,  hath  of  late  been  somewhat  insufficient  to  maintain  the  expense 
of  those  braveries,  wherewith  it  is  incumbent  on  us,  who  are  chosen 
and  selected  spirits,  to  distinguish  ourselves  from  the  vulgar.'' 

"  So  that  possibly,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  your  private  affairs  ren- 
dered a  foreign  journey  less  incommodious  to  you  than  it  might  have 
been  to  the  noble  earl,  your  right  worthy  cousin  ? " 

"  You  are  right,  reverend  sir,"  answered  the  courtier ;  u  rem  acu — 
you  have  touched  the  point  with  a  needle.  My  cost  and  expenses  had 
been  indeed  somewhat  lavish  at  the  late  triumphs  and  tourneys,  and 
the  flat-capped  citizens  had  shown  themselves  unwilling  to  furnish  my 
pocket  for  new  gallantries  for  the  honour  of  the  nation,  as  well  as  for 
mine  own  peculiar  glory;  and,  to  speak  truth,  it  was  in  some  part  the 
hope  of  seeing  these  matters  amended  that  led  me  to  desire  a  new 
world  in  England." 

"  So  that  the  miscarriage  of  your  public  enterprise,  with  the  derange- 
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ment  of  your  own  private  affairs,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  have  induced 
you  to  seek  Scotland  as  a  place  of  refuge?" 

"Rem  acu}  once  again,"  said  Sir  Piercie;  "and  not  without  good 
cause,  since  my  neck,  if  1  remained,  might  have  been  brought  within 
the  circumstances  of  a  halter ;  and  so  speedy  was  my  journey  north- 
ward, that  I  had  but  time  to  exchange  n  y  peach-coloured  doublet  of 
Genoa  velvet,  thickly  laid  over  with  goldsmith's  work,  for  this  cuirass, 
which  was  made  by  Bonamico  of  Milan,  and  travelled  northward  with 
all  speed,  judging  that  1  might  do  well  to  visit  my  Right  Honourable 
Cousin  of  Northumberland,  at  one  of  his  numerous  castles.  But  as  I 
posted  towards  Alnwick,  even  with  the  speed  of  a  star,  which,  darting 
from  its  native  sphere,  shoots  wildly  downwards,  I  was  met  at  Northal- 
lerton by  one  Henry  Vaughan,  a  servant  of  my  right  honourable  kins- 
man, who  showed  me,  that  as  then  I  might  not  with  safety  come  to  his 
presence,  seeing  that,  in  obedience  to  orders  from  his  court,  he  was 
obliged  to  issue  out  letters  for  my  incarceration." 

"  This,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  seems  but  hard  measure  on  the  part  of 
your  honourable  kinsman." 

"It  might  be  so  judged,  my  lord,"  replied  Sir  Piercie;  "neverthe- 
less. I  will  stand  to  the  death  for  the  honour  of  my  Right  Honourable 
Cousin  of  Northumberland.  Also,  Henry  Vaughan  gave  me,  from 
my  said  cousin,  a  good  horse,  and  a  purse  of  gold,  with  two  Border- 
prickers,  as  they  are  called,  for  my  guides,  who  conducted  me,  by  such 
roads  and  by-paths  as  have  never  been  seen  since  the  days  of  Sir 
Lancelot  and  Sir  Tristrem,  into  this  kingdom  of  Scotland,  and  to  the 
house  of  a  certain  baron,  or  one  who  holds  the  style  of  such,  called 
Julian  Avenel,  with  whom  I  found  such  reception  as  the  place  and 
party  could  afford." 

"And  that,"  said  the  Abbot,  "must  have  been  right  wretched;  for, 
to  judge  from  the  appetite  which  Julian  showeth  when  abroad,  he  hath 
not,  I  judge,  over-abundant  provision  at  home." 

"  You  are  right,  sir — your  reverence  is  in  the  right,"  continued  Sir 
Piercie;  "we  had  but  lenten  fare,  and,  what  was  worse,  a  score  to 
clear  at  the  departure;  for  though  this  Julian  Avenel  called  us  to  no 
reckoning,  yet  he  did  so  extravagantly  admire  the  fashion  of  my 
poniard — the  poignet  being  of  silver  exquisitely  hatched,  and  indeed 
the  weapon  being  altogether  a  piece  of  exceeding  rare  device  and 
beauty — that  in  faith  I  could  not  for  very  shame's  sake  but  pray  his 
acceptance  of  it;  words  which  he  gave  me  not  the  trouble  of  repeat- 
ing twice,  before  he  had  stuck  it  into  his  greasy  buff-belt,  where, 
credit  me,  reverend  sir,  it  showed  more  like  a  butcher's  knife  than  a 
gentleman's  dagger." 

"  So  goodly  a  gift  might  at  least  have  purchased  you  a  few  days' 
hospitality,"  said  Father  Eustace. 

"  Reverend  sir,"  said  Sir  Piercie.  "  had  I  abidden  with  him,  I 
should  have  been  complimented  out  of  every  remnant  of  my  ward- 
robe— actually  flayed,  by  the  hospitable  gods  I  swear  it!  Sir,  he 
secured  my  spare  doublet,  and  had  a  pluck  at  my  galligaskins — 1  was 
enforced  to  beat  a  retreat  before  I  was  altogether  unrigged.  That 
Border  Knave,  his  serving-man,  had  a  pluck  at  me  too,  and  usurped 
a  scarlet  cassock  and  steel  cuirass  belonging  to  the  page  of  my  body, 
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whom  I  was  fain  to  leave  behind  me.  In  good  time  I  received  a 
letter  from  my  Right  Honourable  Cousin,  showing  me  that  he  had 
written  to  you  in  my  behalf,  and  sent  to  your  charge  two  mails  filled 
with  wearing  apparel— namely,  my  rich  crimson  silk  doublet,  slashed 
out  and  lined  with  cloth  of  gold,  which  I  wore  at  the  last  revels,  with 
baldric  and  trimmings  to  correspond— also  two  pair  black  silk  slops, 
with  hanging  garters  of  carnation  silk— also  the  flesh-coloured  silken 
doublet,  with  the  trimmings  of  fur,  in  which  I  danced  the  salvage 
man  at  the  Gray's-Inn  mummery — also " 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I  pray  you  to  spare  the  farther 
inventory  of  your  wardrobe.  The  monks  of  Saint  Mary's  are  no 
free-booting  barons,  and  whatever  part  of  your  vestments  arrived  at 
our  house,  have  been  this  day  faithfully  brought  hither,  with  the 
mails  which  contained  them.  1  may  presume  from  what  has  been 
said,  as  we  have  indeed  been  given  to  understand  by  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland,  that  your  desire  is  to  remain  for  the  present^  as 
unknown  and  as  unnoticed,  as  may  be  consistent  with  your  high 
worth  and  distinction." 

"  Alas,  reverend  father !  "  replied  the  courtier,  "  a  blade  when  it  is 
in  the  scabbard  cannot  give  lustre,  a  diamond  when  it  is  in  the  casket 
cannot  give  light,  and  worth,  when  it  is  compelled  by  circumstances 
to  obscure  itself,  cannot  draw  observation  —  my  retreat  can  only 
attract  the  admiration  of  those  few  to  whom  circumstances  permit 
its  displaying  itself." 

"I  conceive  now,  my  venerable  father  and  lord,"  said  the  Sub- 
Prior,  "  that  your  wisdom  will  assign  such  a  course  of  conduct  to  this 
noble  knight,  as  may  be  alike  consistent  wiXh  his  safety,  and  with  the 
weal  of  the  community.  For  you  wot  well,  that  perilous  strides  have 
been  made  in  these  audacious  days,  to  the  destruction  of  all  ecclesi- 
astical foundations,  and  that  our  holy  community  has  been  repeatedly 
menaced.  Hitherto  they  have  found  no  flaw  in  our  raiment ;  but  a 
party,  friendly  as  well  to  the  Queen  of  England,  as  to,  the  heretical 
doctrines  of  the  schismatical  church,  or  even  to  worse  and  wilder 
forms  of  heresy,  prevails  now  at  the  court  of  our  sovereign,  who  dare 
not  yield  to  her  suffering  clergy  the  protection  she  would  gladly 
extend  to  them.", 

"  My  lord,  and  reverend  sir,"  said  the  knight,  "  I  will  gladly  relieve 
you  of  my  presence,  while  ye  canvass  this  matter  at  your  freedom ; 
and  to  speak  truly,  I  am  desirous  to  see  in  what  case  the  chamberlain 
of  my  noble  kinsman  hath  found  my  wardrobe,  and  how  he  hath 
packed  the  same,  and  whether  it  has  suffered  from  the  journey — 
there  are  four  suits  of  as  pure  and  elegant  device  as  ever  the  fancy 
of  a  fair  lady  doated  upon,  every  one  having  a  treble,  and  appro- 
priate change  of  ribbons,  trimmings,  and  fringes,  which,  in  case  of 
need,  may  as  it  were  renew  each  of  them,  and  multiply  the  four  into 
twelve.  There  is  also  my  sad-coloured  riding  suit,  and  three  cut- 
work  shirts  with  falling  bands— I  pray  you,  pardon  me— I  must  needs 
see  how  matters  stand  with  them  without  farther  dallying." 

Thus  speaking,  he  left  the  room ;  and  the  Sub-Prior,  looking  after 
him  significantly,  added,  "  Where  the  treasure  is  will  the  heart  be 
also." 
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"  Saint  Mary  preserve  our  wits!"  said  the  Abbot,  stunned  with  the 
knight's  abundance  of  words ;  "  were  man's  brains  ever  so  stuffed 
with  silk  and  broadcloth,  cut- work,  and  I  wot  not  what  besides !  And 
what  could  move  the  Earl  of  Northumberland  to  assume  for  his 
bosom  counsellor,  in  matters  of  depth  and  danger,  such  a  feather- 
brained coxcomb  as  this  ?  " 

"  Had  he  been  other  than  what  he  is,  venerable  father,"  said  the, 
Sub-Prior,  "  he  had  been  less  fitted  for  the  part  of  scape-goat,  to 
which  his  Right  Honourable  Cousin  had  probably  destined  him  from 
the  commencement,  in  case  of  their  plot  failing.  I  know  something 
of  this  Piercie  Shafton.  The  legitimacy  of  his  mother's  descent  from 
the  Piercie  family,  the  point  on" which  he  is  most  jealous,  hath  been 
called  in  question.  If  hairbrained  courage,  and  an  outrageous  spirit 
of  gallantry,  can  make  good  his  pretensions  to  the  high  lineage  he 
claims,  these  qualities  have  never  been  denied  him.  For  the  rest, 
he  is  one  of  the  ruffling  gallants  of  the  time,  like  Rowland  Yorke, 
Stukely,1  and  others,  who  wear  out  their  fortunes,  and  endanger 
their  lives,  in  idle  braveries,  in  order  that  they  may  be  esteemed  the 
only  choice  gallants  of  the  time  ;  and  afterwards  endeavour  to  repair 
their  estate,  by  engaging  in  the  desperate  plots  and  conspiracies 
which  wiser  heads  have  devised.  To  use  one  of  his  own  conceited 
similitudes,  such  courageous  fools  resemble  hawks,  which  the  wiser 
conspirator  keeps  hooded  and  blinded  on  his  wrist  until  the  quarry  is 
on  the  wing,  and  who  are  then  flown  at  them." 

"  Saint  Mary,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  he  were  an  evil  guest  to  introduce 
into  our  quiet  household.  Our  young  monks  make  bustle  enough, 
and  more  than  is  beseeming  God's  servants,  about  their  outward 
attire  already — this  knight  were  enough  to  turn  their  brains,  from 
the  Vestiarius  down  to  the  very  scullion  boy." 

"  A  worse  evil  might  follow,"  said  the  Sub-Prior :  "  in  these  bad 
days,  the  patrimony  of  the  church  is  bought  and  sold,  forfeited  and 
distrained,  as  if  it  were  the  unhallowed  soil  appertaining  to  a  secular 
baron.  Think  what  penalty  awaits  us,  were  we  convicted  of  harbour- 
ing a  rebel  to  her  whom  they  call  the  Queen  of  England  !  There 
would  neither  be  wanting  Scottish  parasites  to  beg  the  lands  of  the 
foundation,  nor  an  army  from  England  to  burn  and  harry  the 
Halidome.  The  men  of  Scotland  were  once  Scotsmen,  firm  and 
united  in  their  love  of  their  country,  and  throwing  every  other  con- 
sideration aside  when  the  frontier  was  menaced— now  they  are — 
what  shall  I  call  them — the  one  part  French,  the  other  part  English, 
considering  their  dear  native  country  merely  as  a  prize-fighting 
stage,  upon  which  foreigners  are  welcome  to  decide  their  quarrels." 

"  Benedicite  !  "  replied  the  Abbot,  "  they  are  indeed  slippery  and 
evil  times." 

"  And  therefore,"  said  Father  Eustace,  "  we  must  walk  warily — 
we  must  not,  for  example,  bring  this  man — this  Sir  Piercie  Shafton, 
to  our  house  of  Saint  Mary's." 

"  But  how  then  shall  we  dispose  of  him  ? "  replied  the  Abbot ; 
"  bethink  thee  that  he  is  a  sufferer  for  holy  Church's  sake — that  his 

1  Seo  Note  G.     Rowland  Yorke,  and  Stv.Jctly. 
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patron,  the  Earl  of  Northumberland,  hath  been  our  friend,  and  that, 
lying-  so  near  us,  he  may  work  us  weal  or  wo  according  as  we  deal 
with  his  kinsman." 

"  And,  accordingly,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  for  these  reasons,  as 
well  as  for  discharge  of  the  great  duty  of  Christian  charity,  I  would 
protect  and  relieve  this  man.  Let  him  not  go  back  to  Julian  Avenel 
— that  unconscientious  baron  would  not  stick  to  plunder  the  exiled 
stranger — Let  him  remain  here— the  spot  is  secluded,  and  if  the 
accommodation  be  beneath  his  quality,  discovery  will  become  the 
less  likely.  We  will  make  such  means  for  his  convenience  as  we  can 
devise." 

"  Will  he  be  persuaded,  thinkest  thou  ?  "  said  the  Abbot ;  "  I  will 
leave  my  own  travelling  bed  for  his  repose,  and  send  up  a  suitable 
easy-chair." 

"  With  such  easements,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  he  must  not  com- 
plain ;  and  then,  if  threatened  by  any  sudden  danger,  he  can  soon 
come  down  to  the  sanctuary,  where  we  will  harbour  him  in  secret 
until  means  can  be  devised  of  dismissing  him  in  safety." 

"  Were  we  not  better,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  send  him  on  to  the  court, 
and  get  rid  of  him  at  once  ?  " 

"  Ay,  but  at  the  expense  of  our  friends — this  butterfly  may  fold  his 
wings,  and  lie  under  cover  in  the  cold  air  of  Glendearg ;  but  were  he 
at  Holyrood,  he  would,  did  his  life  depend  on  it,  expand  his  spangled 
drapery  in  the  eyes  of  the  queen  and  court — Rather  than  fail  of  dis- 
tinction, he  would  sue  for  love  to  our  gracious  sovereign — the  eyes 
of  all  men  would  be  upon  him  in  the  course  of  three  short  days,  and 
the  international  peace  of  the  two  ends  of  the  island  endangered  for 
a  creature,  who,  like  a  silly  moth,  cannot  abstain  from  fluttering 
round  a  light." 

"  Thou  hast  prevailed  with  me,  Father  Eustace,"  said  the  Abbot, 
"  and  it  will  go  hard  but  I  improve  on  thy  plan— I  will  send  up  in 
secret,  not  only  household  stuff,  but  wine  and  wassell-bread.  There 
is  a  young  swankie  here  who  shoots  venison  well.  I  will  give  him 
directions  to  see  that  the  knight  lacks  none." 

u  Whatever  accommodation  he  can  have,  which  infers  not  a  risk  of 
discovery,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  it  is  our  duty  to  afford  him." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  we  will  do  more,  and  will  instantly 
despatch  a  servant  express  to  the  keeper  of  our  revestiary  to  send 
us  such  things  as  he  may  want,  even  this  night.  See  it  done,  good 
father.'; 

"  I  will,"  answered  Father  Eustace;  "  but  I  hear  the  gull  clamorous 
for  some  one  to  truss  his  points.1  He  will  be  fortunate  if  he  lights 
on  any  one  here  who  can  do  him  the  office  of  groom  of  the  chamber." 

"  I  would  he  would  appear,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  for  here  comes  the 
Refectioner  with  the  collation.  By  my  faith,  the  ride  hath  given  me 
a  sharp  appetite  !  " 

1  The  points  were  the  strings  of  cord  or  ribbon  (so  called,  because  pointed  with 
metal  like  the  laces  of  women's  stays),  which  attached  the  doublet  to  the  hose. 
They  were  very  numerous,  and  required  assistance  to  tie  them  properly,  which 
was  called  trussi7uj. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

I'll  seek  for  other  aid — Spirits,  they  say, 
Flit  round  invisible,  as  thick  as  motes 
Dance  in  the  sunbeam.    If  that  spell 
Or  necromancer's  sigil  can  compel  them, 
They  shall  hold  council  with  me. 

James  Duff. 

The  reader's  attention  must  be  recalled  to  Halbert  Glendinning> 
who  had  left  the  Tower  of  Glendearg  immediately  after  his  quarrel 
with  its  new  guest,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton.  As  he  walked  with  a  rapid 
pace  up  the  glen,  Old  Martin  followed  him,  beseeching  him  to  be  less 
hasty. 

"  Halbert,"  said  the  old  man,  "  you  will  never  live  to  have  white 
hair,  if  you  take  fire  thus  at  every  spark  of  provocation." 

"  And  why  should  I  wish  it,  old  man,"  said  Halbert,  "  if  I  am  to  be 
the  butt  that  every  fool  may  aim  a  shaft  of  scorn  against  ?  What 
avails  it,  old  man,  that  you  yourself  move,  sleep,  and  wake,  eat  thy 
niggard  meal,  and  repose  on  "thy  hard  pallet  ?  Why  art  thou  so  well 
pleased  that  the  morning  should  call  thee  up  to  daily  toil,  and  the 
evening  again  lay  thee  down  a  wearied-out  wretch  ?  Were  it  not 
better  sleep  and  wake  no  more,  than  to  undergo  this  dull  exchange 
of  labour  for  insensibility  and  of  insensibility  for  labour  ? " 

"God  help  me,"  answered  Martin,  "there  maybe  truth  in  what 
thou  sayest — but  walk  slower,  for  my  old  limbs  cannot  keep  pace 
with  your  young  legs — walk  slower  and  I  will  tell  you  why  age, 
though  unlovely,  is  yet  endurable." 

"  fepeak  on  then,"  said  Halbert,  slackening  his  pace,  "  but  remem- 
ber we  must  seek  venison  to  refresh  the  fatigues  of  these  holy  men, 
who  will  this  morning  have  achieved  a  journey  of  ten  miles  ;  and  if 
we  reach  not  the  Brocksburn  head,  we  are  scarce  like  to  see  an 
antler." 

"  Then  know,  my  good  Halbert,"  said  Martin,  "  whom  I  love  as  my 
own  son,  that  I  am  satisfied  to  live  till  death  calls  me,  because  my 
Maker  wills  it.    Ay,  and  although  I  spend  what  men  call  a  hard  life, 

inched  with  cold  in  winter,  and  burnt  with  heat  in  summer,  though 

feed  hard  and  sleep  hard,  and  am  held  mean  and  despised,  yet  I 
bethink  me,  that  were  I  of  no  use  on  the  face  of  this  fair  creation, 
God  would  withdraw  me  from  it." 

"Thou  poor  old  man,"  said  Halbert,  "and  can  such  a  vain  conceit- 
as  this  of  thy  fancied  use,  reconcile  thee  to  a  world  where  thou 
playest  so  poor  a  part  ?  " 

"  My  part  was  nearly  as  poor,"  said  Martin,  "  my  person  nearly  as 
much  despised,  the  day  that  I  saved  my  mistress  and  her  child  from 
perishing  in  the  wilderness." 

"Right,  Martin,"  answered  Halbert,  "there,  indeed,  thou  didst 
what  might  be  a  sufficient  apology  for  a  whole  life  of  insignificance." 

"  And  do  you  account  it  for  nothing,  Halbert,  that  I  should  have 
the  power  of  giving  you  a  lesson  of  patience,  and  submission  to  Hhe 
destinies  of  Providence  ?     Methinks  there  is  use  for  the  grey  hairs 
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on  the  old  scalp,  were  it  but  to  instruct  the  green  head  by  precept 
and  by  example." 

Halbert  held  down  his  face,  and  remained  silent  for  a  minute  or 
two,  and  then  resumed  his  discourse :  "  Martin,  seest  thou  aught 
changed  in  me  of  late  ?  " 

"Surely,"  said  Martin.  "I  have  always  known  you  hasty,  wild, 
and  inconsiderate,  rude,  and  prompt  to  speak  at  the  volley  and  with- 
out reflection  ;  but  now,  methinks,  your  bearing,  without  losing  its 
natural  fire,  has  something  in  it  of  force  and  dignity  which  it  had  not 
before.  It  seems  as  if  you  had  fallen  asleep  a  carle,  and  awakened 
a  gentleman." 

"  Thou  canst  judge,  then,  of  noble  bearing  ?  "  said  Halbert. 

"  Surely,"  answered  Martin,  "  in  some  sort  I  can ;  for  I  have 
travelled  through  court,  and  camp,  and  city,  with  my  master  Walter 
Avenel,  although  he  could  do  nothing  for  me  in  the  long-run,  but 
give  me  room  for  two  score  of  sheep  on  the  hill ;  and  surely  even  now, 
while  I  speak  with  you,  I  feel  sensible  that  my  language  is  more  re- 
fined than  it  is  my  wont  to  use,  and  that — though  I  know  not  the 
reason — the  rude  northern  dialect,  so  familiar  to  my  tongue,  has 
given  place  to  a  more  town-bred  speech." 

"And  this  change  in  thyself  and  me,  thou  canst  by  no  means 
account  for?  "  said  young  Glendinning. 

"Change!"  replied  Martin,  "by  our  Lady  it  is  not  so  much  a 
change  which  I  feel,  as  a  recalling  and  renewing  sentiments  and 
expressions  which  I  had  some  thirty  years  since,  ere  Tibb  and  I  set  up 
our  humble  household.  It  is  singular  that  your  society  should  have 
this  sort  of  influence  over  me,  Halbert,  and  that  I  should  never  have 
experienced  it  ere  now." 

"  Thinkest  thou,"  said  Halbert,  "  thou  seest  in  me  aught  that  can 
raise  me  from  this  base,  low,  despised  state,  into  one  where  I  may 
rank  with  those  proud  men,  who  now  despise  my  clownish  poverty?" 

Martin  paused  an  instant,  and  then  answered,  "Doubtless  you  may, 
Halbert ;  as  broken  a  ship  has  come  to  land.  Heard  ye  never  of 
Hughie  Dun,  who  left  this  Halidome  some  thirty-five  years  gone  by? 
A  deliverly  fellow  was  Hughie— could  read  and  write  like  a  priest, 
and  could  yield  brand  and  buckler  with  the  best  of  the  riders.  I 
mind  him — the  like  of  him  was  never  seen  in  the  Halidome  of  Saint 
Mary's,  and  so  was  seen  of  the  preferment  that  God  sent  him." 

"And  what  was  that?"  said  Halbert,  his  eyes  sparkling  with 
eagerness. 

> "  Nothing  less,"  answered  Martin,  "  than  body-servant  to  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Saint  Andrews  !  " 

Halbert's  countenance  fell. — "  A  servant — and  to  a  priest  ?  Was  this 
all  that  knowledge  and  activity  could  raise  him  to?" 

Martin,  in  his  turn,  looked  with  wistful  surprise  in  the  face  of  his 
young  friend.  "  And  to  what  could  fortune  lead  him  farther?"  an- 
swered he.  "  The  son  of  a  kirk-feuar  is  not  the  stuff  that  lords  and 
knights  are  made  of.  Courage  and  school  craft  cannot  change  churl's 
blood  into  gentle  blood,  1  trow.  I  have  heard,  forby,  that  Hughie 
Dun  left  a  good  five  hundred  punds  of  Scots  money  to  his  only 
daughter,  and  that  she  married  the  Bailie  of  Pittenweem." 
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At  this  moment,  and  while  Halbert  was  embarrassed  with  devising1 
a  suitable  answer,  a  deer  bounded  across  their  path.  In  an  instant 
the  cross-bow  was  at  the  youth's  shoulder,  the  bolt  whistled,  and  the 
deer,  after  giving'  one  bound  upright,  dropt  dead  on  the  green  sward. 

"  There  lies  the  venison  our  dame  wanted,"  said  Martin ;  "  who 
would  have  thought  of  an  out-lying  stag  being  so  low  down  the  glen 
at  this  season  ?— And  it  is  a  hart  of  grease  too,  in  full  season,  and 
three  inches  of  fat  on  the  brisket.  Now  this  is  all  your  luck,  Halbert, 
that  follows  you  go  where  you  like.  Were  you  to  put  in  for  it,  I 
would  warrant  you  were  made  one  of  the  Abbot's  yeoman-prickers, 
and  ride  about  in  a  purple  doublet  as  bold  as  the  best." 

"  Tush,  man,"  answered  Halbert,  "  I  will  serve  the  Queen  or  no 
one.  Take  thou  care  to  have  down  the  venison  to  the  Tower,  since 
they  expect  it.  I  will  on  to  the  moss.  I  have  two  or  three  bird- 
bolts  at  my  girdle,  and  it  may  be  I  shall  find  wild-fowl." 

He  hastened  his  pace,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight.  Martin  paused 
for  a  moment,  and  looked  after  him.  "  There  goes  the  making  of  a 
right  gallant  stripling,  an  ambition  have  not  the  spoiling  of  him. 
Serve  the  Queen !  said  he.  By  my  faith,  and  she  hath  worse  ser- 
vants, from  all  that  I  e'er  heard  of  him.  And  wherefore  should  he 
not  keep  a  high  head  ?  They  that  ettle  to  the  top  of  the  ladder  will  at 
least  get  up  some  rounds.  They  that  mint x  at  a  gown  of  gold  will 
always  get  a  sleeve  of  it.  But  come,  sir  (addressing  the  stag),  you 
shall  go  to  Glendearg  on  my  two  legs  somewhat  more  slowly  than 
vou  were  frisking  it  even  now  on  your  own  four  nimble  shanks.  Nay, 
by  my  faith,  if  you  be  so  heavy,  I  will  content  me  with  the  best  of  you, 
and  that's  the  haunch  and  the  nombles,  and  e'en  heave  up  the  rest  on 
the  old  oak-tree  yonder,  and  come  back  for  it  with  one  of  the  yauds."  a 

While  Martin  returned  to  Glendearg  with  the  venison,  Halbert 
prosecuted  his  walk,  breathing  more  easily  since  he  was  free  of  his 
companion.  "  The  domestic  of  a  proud  and  lazy  priest — body-squire 
to  the  Archbishop  of  Saint  Andrews,"  he  repeated  to  himself;  "  and 
this,  with  the  privilege  of  allying  his  blood  with  the  Bailie  of  Pitten- 
weem,  is  thought  a  preferment  worth  a  brave  man's  struggling  for ; 
— nay  more,  a  preferment  which,  if  allowed,  should  crown  the  hopes 
— past,  present,  and  to  come — of  the  son  of  a  Kirk-vassal !  By  Hea- 
ven, but  that  I  find  in  me  a  reluctance  to  practise  their  acts  of  noc- 
turnal rapine,  I  would  rather  take  the  jack  and  lance,  and  ioin  with 
the  Border- riders. — Something  I  will  do.  Here,  degraded  and  dis- 
honoured, I  will  not  live  the  scorn  of  each  whiffling  stranger  from 
the  South,  because,  forsooth,  he  wears  tinkling  spurs  on  a  tawny 
boot.  This  thing — this  phantom — be  it  what  it  will — I  will  see  it 
once  more.  Since  I  spoke  with  her,  and  touched  her  hand,  thoughts 
and  feelings  have  dawned  on  me,  of  which  my  former  life  had  not 
even  dreamed ;  but  shall  I,  who  feel  my  father's  glen  too  narrow  for 
my  expanding  spirit,  brook  to  be  bearded  in  it  by  this  vain  gewgaw 
of  a  courtier,  and  in  the  sight,  too,  of  Mary  Avenel?  I  will  not 
stoop  to  it,  by  Heaven  ! " 

As  he  spoke  thus,  he  arrived  in  the  sequestered  glen  of  Corri-nan- 

1  Mint — aim  at. 

2  Yauds — horses ;  more  particularly  horses  of  labour. 
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shian,  as  it  verged  upon  the  hour  of  noon.  A  few  moments  he  re- 
mained looking-  upon  the  fountain,  and  doubting'  in  his  own  mind 
with  what  countenance  the  White  Lady  might  receive  him.  She 
had  not,  indeed,  expressly  forbidden  his  again  evoking-  her;  but  yet 
there  was  something-  like  such  a  prohibition  implied  in  the  farewell, 
which  recommended  him  to  wait  for  another  g-uide. 

Halbert  Glendinning-  did  not  long-,  however,  allow  himself  to  pause. 
Hardihood  was  the  natural  characteristic  of  his  mind;  and  under  the 
expansion  and  modification  which  his  feeling's  had  lately  underg-one, 
it  had  been  augmented  rather  than  diminished.  He  drew  his  sword, 
undid  the  buskin  from  his  foot,  bowed  three  times  with  deliberation 
towards  the  fountain,  and  as  often  towards  the  tree,  and  repeated 
the  same  rhyme  as  formerly, — 

"  Thrice  to  the  holly  brake- 
Thrice  to  the  well : — 
I  bid  thee  awake, 
White  Maid  of  Avenel  ! 

Noon  gleams  on  the  lake — 

Noon  glows  on  the  fell — 
Wake  thee,  O  wake, 

White  Maid  of  Avenel !  " 

His  eye  was  on  the  holly  bush  as  he  spoke  the  last  line;  and  it  was 
not  without  an  involuntary  shuddering  that  he  saw  the  air  betwixt 
his  eye  and  that  object  become  more  dim,  and  condense,  as  it  were, 
into  the  faint  appearance  of  a  form,  through  which,  however,  so  thin 
and  transparent  was  the  first  appearance  of  the  phantom,  he  could 
discern  the  outline  of  the  bush,  as  through  a  veil  of  fine  crape.  But 
gradually  it  darkened  into  a  more  substantial  appearance,  and  the 
White  Lady  stood  before  him  with  displeasure  on  her  brow.  She 
spoke,  and  her  speech  was  still  song,  or  rather  measured  chant:  but, 
as  if  now  more  familiar,  it  flowed  occasionally  in  modulated  blank- 
verse,  and  at  other  times  in  the  lyrical  measure  which  she  had  used 
at  their  former  meeting, — 

"  This  is  the  day  when  the  fairy  kind 

Sit  weeping  alone  for  their  hopeless  lot, 
And  the  wood-maiden  sighs  to  the  sighing  wind, 

And  the  mer-maiden  weeps  in  her  crystal  grot : 
For  this  is  the  day  that  a  deed  was  wrought, 

In  which  we  have  neither  part  nor  share, 
For  the  children  of  clay  was  salvation  bought, 

But  not  for  the  forms  of  sea  or  air ! 
And  ever  the  mortal  is  most  forlorn, 
Who  meeteth  our  race  on  the  Friday  mora." 

"Spirit,"  said  Halbert  Glendinning  boldly,  "it  is  bootless  to 
threaten  one  who  holds  his  life  at  no  rate.  Thine  anger  can  but 
slay ;  nor  do  I  think  thy  power  extendeth,  or  thy  will  stretcheth,  so 
far.  The  terrors  which  your  race  produce  upon  others  are  vain 
against  me.  My  heart  is  hardened  against  fear,  as  by  a  sense  of 
despair.  If  I  am,  as  thy  words  infer,  of  a  race  more  peculiarly  the 
care  of  Heaven  than  thine,  it  is  mine  to  call,  it  must  be  thine  to 
answer.     I  am  the  nobler  being." 

As  he  spoke,  the  figure  looked  upon  him  with  a  fierce  and  ireful 
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countenance,  which,  without  losing  the  similitude  of  that  which  it 
usually  exhibited,  had  a  wilder  and  more  exaggerated  cast  of  features. 
The  eyes  seemed  to  contract  and  become  more  fiery,  and  slight  con- 
vulsions passed  over  the  face,  as  if  it  was  about  to  be  transformed 
into  something  hideous.  The  whole  appearance  resembled  those 
faces  which  the  imagination  summons  up  when  it  is  disturbed  by 
laudanum,  but  which  do  not  remain  under  the  visionary's  command  ; 
and,  beautiful  in  their  first  appearance,  become  wild  and  grotesque 
ere  we  can  arrest  them. 

But  when  Halbert  had  concluded  his  bold  speech,  the  White  Lady 
stood  before  him  with  the  same  pale,  fixed,  and  melancholy  aspect, 
which  she  usually  bore.  He  had  expected  the  agitation  which  she 
exhibited  would  conclude  in  some  frightful  metamorphosis.  Folding 
her  arms  on  her  bosom,  the  phantom  replied, — 

11  Daring  youth  !  for  thee  it  is  well, 
Here  calling-  me  in  haunted  dell, 
That  thy  heart  has  not  quail'd, 
Nor  thy  courage  fail'd. 
And  that  thou  couldst  brook 
The  angry  look 
Of  Her  of  Avenel. 
Did  one  limb  shiver, 
Or  an  eyelid  quiver. 
Thou  wert  lost  for  ever. 
Though  I  am  form'd  from  the  ether  blue, 
And  my  blood  is  of  the  unfallen  dew, 
And  thou  art  framed  of  mud  and  dust, 
'Tis  thine  to  speak,  reply  I  must." 

"  I  demand  of  thee,  then,"  said  the  youth,  "  by  what  charm  it  is 
that  I  am  thus  altered  in  mind  and  in  wishes — that  I  think  no  longer 
of  deer  or  dog,  of  bow  or  bolt — that  my  soul  spurns  the  bounds  of 
this  obscure  glen — that  my  blood  boils  at  an  insult  from  one  by  whose 
stirrup  I  would  some  days  since  have  run  for  a  whole  summer's  morn, 
contented  and  honoured  by  the  notice  of  a  single  word?  Why  do  I 
now  seek  to  mate  me  with  princes,  and  knights,  and  nobles?— Am  I 
the  same  who  but  yesterday,  as  it  were,  slumbered  in  contented  ob- 
scurity, but  who  am  to-day  awakened  to  glory  and  ambition? — 
Speak — tell  me,  if  thou  canst,  the  meaning  of  this  change  ?— Am  1 
spell-bound  ? — or  have  I  till  now  been  under  the  influence  of  a  spell, 
that  I  feel  as  another  being,  yet  am  conscious  of  remaining  the 
same  ?  Speak,  and  tell  me,  is  it  to  thy  influence  that  the  change  is 
owing?" 

The  White  Lady  replied: — 

"  A  mightier  wizard  far  than  I 

Wields  o'er  the  universe  his  power; 
Him  owns  the  eagle  in  the  sky, 

The  turtle  in  the  bower. 
Changeful  in  shape,  yet  mightiest  still, 
He  wields  the  heart  of  man  at  will, 
From  ill  to  good,  from  good  to  ill, 

In  cot  and  castle-tower." 

"  Speak  not  thus  darkly,"  said  the  youth,  colouring  so  deeply,  that 
face,  neck,  and  hands,  were  in  a  sanguine  glow ;  "  make  me  sensible 
of  thy  purpose." 
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The  spirit  answered,— 


Ask  thy  heart,  whose  secret  cell 
Is  fill'd  with  Mary  Avenel ! 
Ask  thy  pride,  why  scornful  look, 
In  Mary's  view  it  will  not  brook? 
Ask  it,  why  thou  seek'st  to  rise 
Among  the  mighty  and- the  wise?— 
Why  thou  spurn'st  thy  lowly  lot?— 
Why  thy  pastimes  are  forgot? — 
Why  thou  wouldst  in  bloody  strife 
Mend  thy  luck  or  lose  thy  life  ? 
Ask  thy  heart,  and  it  shall  tell, 
Sighing  from  its  secret  cell, 
'Tis  for  Mary  Avenel. " 

"  Tell  me,  then,"  said  Halbert,  his  cheek  still  deeply  crimsoned, 
I  thou  who  hast  said  to  me  that  which  I  dared  not  say  to  myself, 
by  what  means  shall  I  urge  my  passion — by  what  means  make  it 
known  ?  " 

The  White  Lady  replied,— 

"  Do  not  ask  me ; 
On  doubts  like  these  thou  canst  not  task  ma 
We  only  see  the  passing  show 
Of  human  passions'  ebb  and  flow ; 
And  view  the  pageant's  idle  glance 
As  mortals  eye  the  northern  dance, 
When  thousand  streamers,  flashing  bright, 
Career  it  o'er  the  brow  of  night, 
And  gazers  mark  their  changeful  gleams, 
But  feel  no  influence  from  their  beams." 

"  Yet  thine  own  fate,"  replied  Halbert,  "  unless  men  greatly  err, 
is  linked  with  that  of  mortals  ?  " 
The  phantom  answered, — 

'*  By  ties  mysterious  link'd,  our  fated  race 
Holds  strange  connection  with  the  sons  of  men. 
The  star  that  rose  upon  the  House  of  Avenel, 
When  Norman  Ulric  first  assumed  the  name, 
That  star,  when  culminating  in  its  orbit, 
Shot  from  its  sphere  a  drop  of  diamond  dew, 
And  this  bright  font  received  it— and  a  Spirit 
Rose  from  the  fountain,  and  her  date  of  life 
Hath  co-existence  with  the  House  of  Avenel, 
And  with  the  star  that  rules  it." 

"  Speak  yet  more  plainly,"  answered  young  Glendinning ;  "of  this 
I  can  understand  nothing.  Say,  what  hath  forged  thy  wierded l  link 
of  destiny  with  the  House  of  Avenel  ?  Say,  especially,  what  fate  now 
:  overhangs  that  house  ?  " 

The  White  Lady  replied, — 

"  Look  on  my  girdle — on  this  thread  of  gold — 
'Tis  fine  as  web  of  lightest  gossamer, 
And,  but  there  is  a  spell  on't,  would  not  bind, 
Light  as  they  are,  the  folds  of  my  thin  robe. 
But  when  'twas  donn'd,  it  was  a  massive  chain, 
Such  as  might  bind  the  champion  of  the  Jews, 

1  Wierded—  fated. 
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Even  when  his  locks  were  longest — it  hath  dwindled, 
Hath  minish'd  in  its  substance  and  its  strength, 
As  sunk  the  greatness  of  the  House  of  Avenel. 
When  this  frail  thread  gives  way,  I  to  the  elements 
Resign  the  principles  of  life  they  lent  me. 
Ask  me  no  more  of  this  !— the  stars  forbid  it." 

"  Then  canst,  thou  read  the  stars,"   answered  the  youth,  "  and 
mayest  tell  me  the  fate  of  my  passion,  if  thou  canst  not  aid  it  ?  " 
The  White  Lady  again  replied, — 

"  Dim  burns  the  once  bright  star  of  Avenel, 
Dim  as  the  beacon  when  the  morn  is  nigh, 
And  the  o'er-wearied  warder  leaves  the  light-house  ; 
There  is  an  influence  sorrowful  and  fearful, 
That  dogs  its  downward  course.     Disastrous  passion, 
Fierce  hate  and  rivalry,  are  in  the  aspect 
That  lowers  upon  its  fortune." 

"  And  rivalry  ?  "  repeated  Glendinning ;  "  it  is  then  as  I  feared!  — 
But  shall  that  English  silkworm  presume  to  beard  me  in  my  father's 
house,  and  in  the  presence  of  Mary  Avenel  ? — Give  me  to  meet  him, 
spirit,— give  me  to  do  away  the  vain  distinction  of  rank  on  which  he 
refuses  me  the  combat.  Place  us  on  equal  terms,  and  gleam  the 
stars  with  what  aspect  they  will,  the  sword  of  my  father  shall  control 
their  influences." 

She  answered  as  promptly  as  before, — 

"  Complain  not  of  me,  child  of  clay, 
If  to  thy  harm  I  yield  the  way. 
We,  who  soar  thy  sphere  above, 
Know  not  aught  of  hate  or  love  ; 
As  will  or  wisdom  rules  thy  mood, 
My  gifts  to  evil  turn,  or  good." 

"  Give  me  to  redeem  my  honour,"  said  Halbert  Glendinning — 
"give  me  to  retort  on  my  proud  rival  the  insults  he  has  thrown  on 
me,  and  let  the  rest  fare  as  it  will.  If  I  cannot  revenge  my  wrong,  I 
shall  sleep  quiet,  and  know  nought  of  my  disgrace." 

The  phantom  failed  not  to  reply, — 

14  When  Picrcie  Shafton  boasteth  high, 
Let  this  token  meet  his  eye. 
The  sun  is  westering  from  the  dell, 
Thy  wish  is  granted— fare  thee  well!  " 

As  the  White  Lady  spoke  or  chanted  these  last  words,  she  undid 
from  her  locks  a  silver  bodkin  around  which  they  were  twisted,  and 
gave  it  to  Halbert  Glendinning ;  then  shaking  her  dishevelled  hair 
till  it  fell  like  a  veil  around  her,  the  outlines  of  her  form  gradually 
became  as  diffuse  as  her  flowing  tresses,  her  countenance  grew  Dale 
as  the  moon  in  her  first  quarter,  her  features  became  indistinguish- 
able, and  she  melted  into  the  air. 

Habit  inures  us  to  wonders ;  but  the  youth  did  not  find  himself 
alone  by  the  fountain  without  experiencing,  though  in  a  much  less 
degree,  the  revulsion  of  spirits  which  he  had  felt  upon  the  phantom's 
former  disappearance.  A  doubt  strongly  pressed  upon  his  mind, 
whether  it  were  safe  to  avail  himself  of  the  gifts  of  a  spirit  which  did 
not  even  pretend  to  belong  to  the  class  of  angels,  and  might,  for 
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aught  he  knew,  have  a  much  worse  lineage  than  that  which  she  was 
pleased  to  avow.  "  I  will  speak  of  it,"  he  said,  "  to  Edward,  who  is 
clerkly  learned,  and  will  tell  me  what  I  should  do.  And  yet,  no- 
Edward  is  scrupulous  and  wary. — I  will  prove  the  effect^  of  her  gift 
on  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  if  he  again  braves  me,  and  by  the  issue  I  will 
be  myself  a  sufficient  judge  whether  there  is  danger  in  resorting  to 
her  counsel.  Home,  then,  home — and  we  shall  soon  learn  whether 
that  home  shall  longer  hold  me;  for  not  again  will  I  brook  insult, 
with  my  father's  sword  by  my  side,  and  Mary  for  the  spectator  of  my 
disgrace." 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

I  give  thee  eighteenpence  a-day, 

And  my  bow  sbalt  thou  bear, 
And  over  all  the  north  country, 

I  make  thee  the  chief  rydere. 
And  I  thirteenpence  a-day,  quoth  the  queeu, 

By  God  and  by  my  faye, 
Come  fetch  thy  payment  when  thou  wilt, 

No  man  shall  say  thee  nay. 

William  of  Cloudesley. 

The  manners  of  the  age  did  not  permit  the  inhabitants  of  Glen- 
dearg  to  partake  of  the  collation  which  was  placed  in  the  spence  of 
that  ancient  tower,  before  the  Lord  Abbot  and  his  attendants,  and 
Sir  Piercie  Shafton.  Dame  Glendinning  was  excluded,  both  by 
inferiority  of  rank  and  by  sex,  for  (though  it  was  a  rule  often 
neglected)  the  Superior  of  Saint  Mary's  was  debarred  from  taking 
his  meals  in  female  society.  To  Mary  Avenel  the  latter,  and  to 
Edward  Glendinning  the  former,  incapacity  attached ;  but  it  pleased 
his  lordship  to  require  their  presence  in  the  apartment,  and  to  say 
sundry  kind  words  to  them  upon  the  ready  and  hospitable  reception 
which  they  had  afforded  him. 

The  smoking  haunch  now  stood  upon  the  table ;  a  napkin,  white 
as  snow,  was,  with  due  reverence,  tucked  under  the  chin  of  the 
Abbot  by  the  Refectioner;  and  nought  was  wanting  to  commence 
the  repast,  save  the  presence  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  who  at  length 
appeared,  glittering  like  the  sun,  in  a  carnation-velvet  doublet, 
slashed  and  puffed  out  with  cloth  of  silver,  his  hat  of  the  newest 
block,  surrounded  by  a  hatband  of  goldsmith's  work,  while  around 
his  neck  he  wore  a  collar  of  gold,  set  with  rubies  and  topazes  so  rich, 
that  it  vindicated  his  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  his  baggage  from 
being  founded  upon  his  love  of  mere  finery.  This  gorgeous  collar 
or  chain,  resembling  those  worn  by  the  knights  of  the  highest 
orders  of  chivalry,  fell  down  on  his  breast,  and  terminated  in  a 
medallion. 

"  We  waited  for  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,"  said  the  Abbot,  hastily 
assuming  his  place  in  the  great  chair  which  the  Kitchener  advanced 
to  the  table  with  ready  hand. 
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"  I  pray  your  pardon,  reverend  father,  and  my  good  lord,"  replied 
that  pink  of  courtesy ;  "  I  did  but  wait  to  cast  my  riding  slough, 
and  to  transmew  myself  into  some  civil  form  meeter  for  this  wor- 
shipful company." 

"  I  cannot  but  praise  your  gallantry,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Abbot, 
"and  your  prudence  also,  for  choosing  the  fitting  time  to  appear 
thus  adorned.  Certes,  had  that  goodly  chain  been  visible  in  some 
part  of  your  late  progress,  there  was*  risk  that  the  lawful  owner 
might  have  parted  company  therewith." 

"  This  chain,  said  your  reverence  ?  "  answered  Sir  Piercie  ;  "  surely 
it  is  but  a  toy,  a  trifle,  a  slight  thing  which  shows  but  poorly  with 
this  doublet  —  marry,  when  I  wear  that  of  the  murrey-coloured 
double-piled  Genoa  velvet,  puffed  out  with  ciprus,  the  gems,  being 
relieved  and  set  off  by  the  darker  and  more  grave  ground  of  the 
stuff,  show  like  stars  giving  a  lustre  through  dark  clouds." 

"  1  nothing  doubt  it,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  but  I  pray  you  to  sit  down 
at  the  board." 

But  Sir  Piercie  had  now  got  into  his  element,  and  was  not  easily 
interrupted.  "  I  own,"  he  continued,  "  that  slight  as  the  toy  is,  it 
might  perchance  have  had  some  captivation  for  Julian  —  Santa 
Maria!"  said  he,  interrupting  himself;  "what  was  I  about  to  say, 
and  my  fair  and  beauteous  Protection,  or  shall  I  rather  term  her 
my  Discretion,  here  in  presence ! — Indiscreet  hath  it  been  in  your 
Affability,  O  most  lovely  Discretion,  to  suffer  a  stray  word  to  have 
broke  out  of  the  pen-fold  of  his  mouth,  that  might  overleap  the  fence 
of  civility,  and  trespass  on  the  manor  of  decorum." 

^ "  Marry !  "  said  the  Abbot,  somewhat  impatiently,  "the  greatest 
discretion  that  I  can  see  in  the  matter  is,  to  eat  our  victuals  being 
hot.   Father  Eustace,  sav  the  Benedicite,  and  cut  up  the  haunch." 

The  Sub-Prior  readily  obeyed  the  first  part  of  the  Abbot's  in- 
junction, but  paused  upon  the  second.  "  It  is  Friday,  most  reverend," 
he  said  in  Latin,  desirous  that  the  hint  should  escape,  if  possible,  the 
ears  of  the  stranger. 

"  We  are  travellers,"  said  the  Abbot,  in  reply,  "  and  viatoribus 
licitum  est — You  know  the  canon — a  traveller  must  eat  what  food 
his  hard  fate  sets  before  him.  I  grant  you  all  a  dispensation  to  eat 
flesh  this  day,  conditionally  that  you,  brethren,  say  the  Confiteor  at 
curfew  time,  that  the  knight  give  alms  to  his  ability,  and  that  all  and 
each  of  you  fast  from  flesh  on  such  day  within  the  next  month  that 
shall  seem  most  convenient ;  wherefore  fall  to  and  eat  your  food  with 
cheerful  countenances,  and  you,  Father  Refectioner,  da  mixtus." 

While  the  Abbot  was  thus  stating  the  conditions  on  which  his 
indulgence  was  granted,  he  had  already  half  finished  a  slice  of  the 
noble  haunch,  and  now  washed  it  down  with  a  flagon  of  rhenish, 
modestlv  tempered  with  water. 

"  Well  is  it  said,"  he  observed,  as  he  required  from  the  Refectioner 
another  slice,  "  that  virtue  is  its  own  reward  ;  for  though  this  is  but 
humble  fare,  and  hastily  prepared,  and  eaten  in  a  poor  chamber,  I  do 
not  remember  me  of  having  had'  such  an  appetite  since  I  was  a 
simple  brother  in  the  Abbey  of  Dundrennan,  and  was  wont  to  labour 
in  the  garden  from  morning  until  nones,  when  our  Abbot  struck  the 
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Cymbalum.  Then  would  I  enter  keen  with  hunger,  parched  with 
thirst  (da  mihi  vinum  quceso,  et  memm  sit),  and  partake  with 
appetite  of  whatever  was  set  before  us,  according*  to  our  rule ;  feast 
or  fast-day,  caritas  or  penitentia,  was  the  same  to  me.  I  had  no 
stomach  complaints  then,  which  now  crave  both  the  aid  of  wine  and 
choice  cookery,  to  render  my  food  acceptable  to  my  palate,  and  easy 
of  digestion." 

"  It  may  be,  holy  father,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  an  occasional  ride 
to  the  extremity  of  Saint  Mary's  patrimony  may  have  the  same 
happy  effect  on  your  health  as  the  air  of  the  garden  at  Dundrennan." 

"  Perchance,  with  our  patroness's  blessing,  such  progresses  may 
advantage  us,"  said  the  Abbot;  "having  an  especial  eye  that  our  veni- 
son is  carefully  killed  by  some  woodsman  that  is  master  of  his  craft." 

"  If  the  Lord  Abbot  will  permit  me,"  said  the  Kitchener,  "  I  think 
the  best  way  to  assure  his  lordship  on  that  important  point,  would  be 
to  retain  as  a  yeoman-pricker,  or  deputy-ranger,  the  eldest  son  of 
this  good  woman,  Dame  Glendinning,  who  is  here  to  wait  upon  us. 
I  should  know  by  mine  office  what  belongs  to  killing  of  game,  and  I 
can  safely  pronounce,  that  never  saw  I,  or  any  other  coquinarius,  a 
bolt  so  justly  shot.     It  has  cloven  the  very  heart  of  the  buck." 

"What  speak  you  to  us  of  one  good  shot,  father?"  said  Sir 
Piercie ;  "  I  would  advise  you  that  such  no  more  maketh  a  shooter, 
than  doth  one  swallow  make  a  summer!  I  have  seen  this  springald 
of  whom  you  speak,  and  if  his  hand  can  send  forth  his  shafts  as  boldly 
as  his  tongue  doth  utter  presumptuous  speeches,  I  will  own  him  as 
good  an  archer  as  Robin  Hood." 

"  Marry,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  and  it  is  fitting  we  know  the  truth  of 
this  matter  from  the  dame  herself;  for  ill  advised  were  we  to  give 
way  to  any  rashness  in  this  matter,  whereby  the  bounties  which 
Heaven  and  our  patroness  provide  might  be  unskilfully  mangled,  and 
rendered  unfit  for  worthy  men's  use.  Stand  forth,  therefore,  Dame 
Glendinning,  and  tell  to  us,  as  thy  liege  lord  and  spiritual  Superior, 
using  plainness  and  truth,  without  either  fear  or  favour,  as  being  a 
matter  wherein  we  are  deeply  interested,  Doth  this  son  of  thine  use 
his  bow  as  well  as  the  Father  Kitchener  avers  to  us? " 

"  So  please  your  noble  fatherhood,"  answered  Dame  Glendinning, 
with  a  deep  curtsy,  "  I  should  know  somewhat  of  archery  to  my  cost, 
seeing  my  husband— God  assoilzie  him  ! — was  slain  in  the  field  of 
Pinkie  with  an  arrow-shot,  while  he  was  fighting  under  the  Kirk's 
banner,  as  became  a  liege  vassal  of  the  Halidome.  He  was  a  valiant 
man,  please  your  reverence,  and  an  honest ;  and  saving  that  he  loved 
a  bit  of  venison,  and  shifted  for  his  living  at  a  time  as  Border-men 
will  sometimes  do,  I  wot  not  of  sin  that  he  did.  And  yet,  though  I 
have  paid  for  mass  after  mass  to  the  matter  of  a  forty  shilling,  besides 
a  quarter  of  wheat  and  four  firlots  of  rye,  I  can  have  no  assurance  yet 
that  he  has  been  delivered  from  purgatory." 

"  Dame,"  said  the  Lord  Abbot,  "  this  shall  be  looked  into  heed- 
fully  ;  and  since  thy  husband  fell,  as  thou  sayest,  in  the  Kirk's  quarrel, 
and  under  her  banner,  rely  upon  it  that  we  will  have  him  out  of  pur- 
gatory forthwith — that  is,  always  provided  he  be  there.  But  it  is  not 
of  thy  husband  whom  we  now  devise  to  speak,  but  of  thy  son ;  not  of 
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a  shot  Scotsman,  but  of  a  shot  deer.    Wherefore  I  say,  answer  me  to 
the  point,  Is  thy  son  a  practised  archer,  ay  or  no  ? " 

"Alack!  my  reverend  lord,"  replied  the  widow,  "and  my  croft 
would  be  better  tilled  if  I  could  answer  your  reverence  that  he  is 
not.  Practised  archer ! — marry,  holy  sir,  I  would  he  would  practise 
something'  else — cross-bow  and  long-bow,  hand-gun  and  hackbut, 
falconet  and  saker,  he  can  shoot  with  them  all.     And  if  it  would 

E  lease  this  right  honourable  gentleman,  our  guest,  to  hold  out  his 
at  at  the  distance  of  a  hundred  yards,  our  Halbert  shall  send  shaft, 
bolt,  or  bullet  through  it  (so  that  right  honourable  gentleman  swerve 
not,  but  hold  out  steady),  and  1  will  forfeit  a  quarter  of  barley  if  he 
touch  but  a  knot  of  his  ribands.  I  have  seen  our  old  Martin  do  as 
much,  and  so  has  our  right  reverend  the  Sub-Prior,  if  he  be  pleased 
to  remember  it." 

"I  am  not  like  to  forget  it,  dame,"  said  Father  Eustace;  "for  L 
knew  not  which  most  to  admire,  the  composure  of  the  young  marks- 
man, or  the  steadiness  of  the  old  mark.  Yet  I  presume  not  to  advise 
Sir  Piercie  Shafton  to  subject  his  valuable  beaver,  and  yet  more 
valuable  person,  to  such  a  risk,  unless  it  should  be  his  own  special 
pleasure." 

"Be  assured  it  is  not,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  something  hastily; 
"be  well  assured,  holy  father,  that  it  is  not.  I  dispute  not  the  lad's 
qualities,  for  which  your  reverence  vouches.  But  bows  are  but  wood, 
strings  are  but  flax,  or  the  silk-worm's  excrement  at  best ;  archers 
are  but  men,  fingers  may  slip,  eyes  may  dazzle,  the  blindest  may  hit 
the  butt,  the  best  marker  may  shoot  a  bow's  length  beside.  There- 
fore will  we  try  no  perilous  experiments." 

"  Be  that  as  you  will,  Sir  Piercie,"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  meantime  we 
will  name  this  youth  bow-bearer  in  the  forest  granted  to  us  by  good 
King  David,  that  the  chase  might  recreate  our  wearied  spirits,  the 
flesh  of  the  deer  improve  our  poor  commons,  and  the  hides  cover  the 
books  of  our  library ;  thus  tending  at  once  to  the  sustenance  of  body 
and  soul." 

"  Kneel  down,  woman,  kneel  down,"  said  the  Refectioner  and  the 
Kitchener,  with  one  voice,  to  Dame  Glendinning,  "  and  kiss  his  lord- 
ship's hand  for  the  grace  which  he  has  granted  to  thy  son." 

They  then,  as  if  they  had  been  chanting  the  service  and  the 
responses,  set  off  in  a  sort  of  duetto,  enumerating  the  advantages 
of  the  situation. 

"  A  green  gown  and  a  pair  of  leathern  galligaskins  every  Pente- 
cost," said  the  Kitchener. 

"  Four  marks  by  the  year  at  Candlemas,"  answered  the  Refec- 
tioner. 

"  An  hogshead  of  ale  at  Martlemas,  of  the  double  strike,  and  single 
ale  at  pleasure,  as  he  shall  agree  with  the  Cellarer " 

"  Who  is  a  reasonable  man,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  and  will  encourage 
an  active  servant  of  the  convent." 

"  A  mess  of  broth  and  a  dole  of  mutton  or  beef,  at  the  Kitchener's, 
on  each  high  holiday,"  resumed  the  Kitchener. 

"  The  gang  of  two  cows  and  a  palfrey  on  our  Lady's  meadow," 
answered  his  brother  officer. 
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"  An  ox-hide  to  make  buskins  of  yearly,  because  of  the  brambles," 
echoed  the  Kitchener. 

" And  various  other  perquisites,  quce  nunc  prcescribere  longum" 
said  the  Abbot,  summing,  with  his  own  lordly  voice,  the  advantages 
attached  to  the  office  of  conventual  bow-bearer. 

Dame  Glendinning  was  all  this  while  on  her  knees,  her  head 
mechanically  turning  from  the  one  church-officer  to  the  other,  which, 
as  they  stood  one  on  each  side  of  her,  had  much  the  appearance  of  a 
figure  moved  by  clock-work,  and  so  soon  as  they  were  silent,  most 
devoutly  did  she  kiss  the  munificent  hand  of  the  Abbot.  Conscious, 
however,  of  Halbert's  intractability  in  some  points^  she  could  not 
help  qualifying  her  grateful  and  reiterated  thanks  for  the  Abbot's 
bountiful  proffer,  with  a  hope  that  Halbert  would  see  his  wisdom,  and 
accept  of  it. 

"  How,"  said  the  Abbot,  bending  his  brows,  "  accept  of  it  ?— Woman, 
is  thy  son  in  his  right  wits  ?  " 

Elspeth,  stunned  by  the  tone  in  which  this  question  was  asked,  was 
altogether  unable  to  reply  to  it.  Indeed,  any  answer  she  might  have 
made  could  hardly  have  been  heard,  as  it  pleased  the  two  office-bearers 
of  the  Abbot's  table  again  to  recommence  their  alternate  dialogue. 

"  Refuse ! "  said  the  Kitchener. 

"Refuse  ! "  answered  the  Refectioner,  echoing  the  other's  word  in 
a  tone  of  still  louder  astonishment. 

"  Refuse  four  marks  by  the  year  !  "  said  the  one. 

"  Ale  and  beer— broth  and  mutton— cow's-grass  and  palfrey's  !  " 
shouted  the  Kitchener. 

"  Gown  and  galligaskins !  "  responded  the  Refectioner. 

"A  moment's  patience,  my  brethren,"  answered  the  Sub-Prior, 
"  and  let  us  not  be  thus  astonished  before  cause  is  afforded  of  our 
amazement.  This  good  dame  best  knoweth  the  temper  and  spirit 
of  her  son— this  much  I  can  say,  that  it  lieth  not  towards  letters  or 
learning,  of  which  I  have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  instil  into  him  some 
tincture.  Nevertheless,  he  is  a  youth  of  no  common  spirit,  but  much 
like  those  (in  my  weak  judgment)  whom  God  raises  up  among  a 
people  when  he  meaneth  that  their  deliverance  shall  be  wrought  out 
with  strength  of  hand  and  valour  of  heart.  Such  men  we  have  seen 
marked  by  a  waywardness,  and  even  an  obstinacy  of  character,  which 
hath  appeared  intractability  and  stupidity  to  those  among  whom  they 
walked  and  were  conversant,  until  the  very  opportunity  hath  arrived 
in  which  it  was  the  will  of  Providence  that  they  should  be  the  fitting 
instrument  of  great  things." 

"  Now,  in  good  time  hast  thou  spoken,  Father  Eustace,"  said  the 
Abbot;  "and  we  will  see  this  swankie  before  we  decide  upon  the 
means  of  employing  him.— How  say  you,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  is  it 
not  the  court  fashion  to  suit  the  man  to  the  office,  and  not  the  office 
to  the  man?" 

"  So  please  your  reverence  and  lordship,"  answered  the  Northum- 
brian knight,  "  I  do  partly,  that  is,  in  some  sort,  subscribe  to  what 
your  wisdom  hath  delivered.  Nevertheless,  under  reverence  of  the 
Sub-Prior,  we  do  not  look  for  gallant  leaders  and  national  deliverers 
in  the  hovels  of  the  mean  common  people.     Credit  me,  that  if  there 
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be  some  flashes  of  martial  spirit  about  this  young  person,  which  I  am 
not  called  upon  to  dispute  (though  I  have  seldom  seen  that  presump- 
tion and  arrogance  were  made  good  upon  the  upshot  by  deed  and 
action),  yet  still  these  will  prove  insufficient  to  distinguish  him,  save 
in  his  own  limited  and  lowly  sphere — even  as  the  glowworm,  which 
makes  a  goodly  show  among  the  grass  of  the  field,  would  be  of  little 
avail  if  deposited  in  a  beacon-grate." 

"Now,  in  good  time,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "and  here  comes  the 
young  huntsman  to  speak  for  himself;"  for,  being  placed  opposite  to 
the  window,  he  could  observe  Halbert  as  he  ascended  the  little  mound 
on  which  the  tower  was  situated. 

"  Summon  him  to  our  presence,"  said  the  Lord  Abbot ;  and  with 
an  obedient  start  the  two  attendant  monks  went  off  with  emulous 
alertness.  Dame  Glendinning  sprung  away  at  the  same  moment, 
partly  to  gain  an  instant  to  recommend  obedience  to  her  son,  partly 
to  prevail  with  him  to  change  his  apparel  before  coming  in  presence 
of  the  Abbot.  But  the  Kitchener  and  Refectioner,  both  speaking  at 
once,  had  already  seized  each  an  arm,  and  were  leading  Halbert  in 
triumph  into  the  apartment,  so  that  she  could  only  ejaculate,  "  His 
will  be  done  ;  but  an  he  had  but  had  on  him  his  Sunday's  hose!  " 

Limited  and  humble  as  this  desire  was,  the  fates  did  not  grant  it, 
for  Halbert  Glendinning  was  hurried  into  the  presence  of  the  Lord 
Abbot  and  his  party  without  a  word  of  explanation,  and  without  a 
moment's  time  being  allowed  to  assume  his  holiday  hose,  which,  in 
the  language  of  the  time,  implied  both  breeches  and  stockings. 

Yet  though  thus  suddenly  presented  amid  the  centre  of  all  eyes, 
there  was  something  in  Halbert's  appearance  which  commanded  a 
certain  degree  of  respect  from  the  company  into  wrhich  he  was  so 
unceremoniously  intruded,  and  the  greater  part  of  whom  were  dis- 
posed to  consider  him  with  hauteur,  if  not  with  absolute  contempt. 
But  his  appearance  and  reception  we  must  devote  to  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Now  choose  thee,  gallant,  betwixt  wealth  and  honour 
There  lies  the  pelf,  in  sum  to  bear  thee  through 
The  dance  of  youth,  and  the  turmoil  of  manhood, 
Yet  leave  enough  for  age's  chimney-corner  ; 
But  an  thou  grasp  to  it,  farewell  ambition, 
Farewell  each  hope  of  bettering  thy  condition, 
And  raising  thy  low  rank  above  the  churls 
That  till  the  earth  for  bread. 

Old  Play. 

It  is  necessary  to  dwell  for  some  brief  space  on  the  appearance 
and  demeanour  of  young  Glendinning,  ere  we  proceed  to  describe 
his  interview  with  the  Abbot  of  Saint  Mary's,  at  this  momentous 
crisis  of  his  life. 

Halbert  was  now  about  nineteen  years  old,  tall  and  active  rather 
than  strong,  yet  of  that  hardy  conformation  of  limb  and  sinew,  which 
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promises  great  strength  when  the  growth  shall  be  complete,  and  the 
system  confirmed.  He  was  perfectly  well  made,  and  like  most  men 
who  have  that  advantage,  possessed  a  grace  and  natural  ease  of  man- 
ner and  carriage,  which  prevented  his  height  from  being  the  dis- 
tinguished part  of  his  external  appearance.  It  was  not  until  you 
had  compared  his  stature  with  that  of  those  amongst  or  near  to 
whom  he  stood,  that  you  became  sensible  that  the  young  Glendin- 
ning  was  upwards  of  six  feet  high.  In  the  combination  of  unusual 
height  with  perfect  symmetry,  ease,  and  grace  of  carriage,  the  young 
heir  of  Glendearg,  notwithstanding  his  rustic  birth  and  education,  had 
greatly  the  advantage  even  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  himself,  whose 
stature  was  lower,  and  his  limbs,  though  there  was  no  particular 
point  to  object  to,  were  on  the  whole  less  exactly  proportioned.  On 
the  other  hand,  Sir  Piercie's  very  handsome  countenance  afforded 
him  as  decided  an  advantage  over  the  Scotsman,  as  regularity  of 
features  and  brilliance  of  complexion  could  give  over  traits  which 
were  rather  strongly  marked  than  beautiful,  and  upon  whose  com- 
plexion the  "  skyey  influences,"  to  which  he  was  constantly  exposed, 
had  blended  the  red  and  white  into  the  purely  nut-brown  hue,  which 
coloured  alike  cheeks,  neck,  and  forehead,  and  blushed  only  in  a 
darker  glow  upon  the  former. — Halbert's  eyes  supplied  a  marked 
and  distinguished  part  of  his  physiognomy.  They  were  large  and 
of  a  hazel  colour,  and  sparkled  in  moments  of  animation  with  such 
uncommon  brilliancy,  that  it  seemed  as  if  they  actually  emitted  light. 
Nature  had  closely  curled  the  locks  of  dark-brown  hair,  which  relieved 
and  set  off  the  features,  such  as  we  have  described  them,  displaying 
a  bold  and  animated  disposition,  much  more  than  might  have  been 
expected  from  his  situation,  or  from  his  previous  manners,  which 
hitherto  had  seemed  bashful,  homely,  and  awkward. 

Halbert's  dress  was  certainly  not  of  that  description  which  sets  off 
to  the  best  advantage  a  presence  of  itself  prepossessing.  His  jerkin 
and  hose  were  of  coarse  rustic  cloth,  and  his  cap  of  the  same.  A  belt 
round  his  waist  served  at  once  to  sustain  the  broadsword  which  we 
have  already  mentioned,  and  to  hold  five  or  six  arrows  and  bird- 
bolts,  which  were  stuck  into  it  on  the  right  side,  along  with  a  large 
knife  hilted  with  buck-horn,  or,  as  it  was  then  called,  a  dudgeon- 
dagger.  To  complete  his  dress,  we  must  notice  his  loose  buskins  of 
deer's-hide,  formed  so  as  to  draw  up  on  the  leg  as  high  as  the  knee, 
or  at  pleasure  to  be  thrust  down  lower  than  the  calves.  These  were 
generally  used  at  the  period  by  such  as  either  had  their  principal 
occupation,  or  their  chief  pleasure,  in  silvan  sports,  as  they  served  to 
protect  the  legs  against  the  rough  and  tangled  thickets  into  which 
the  pursuit  of  game  frequently  led  them. — And  these  trifling  parti- 
culars complete  his  external  appearance. 

It  is  not  so  easy  to  do  justice  to  the  manner  in  which  young  Glen- 
dinning's  soul  spoke  through  his  eyes  when  ushered  so  suddenly  into 
the  company  of  those  whom  his  earliest  education  had  taught  him  to 
treat  with  awe  and  reverence.  The  degree  of  embarrassment,  which 
his  demeanour  evinced,  had  nothing  in  it  either  meanly  servile,  or 
utterly  disconcerted.  It  was  no  more  than  became  a  generous  and 
ingenuous  youth  of  a  bold  spirit,  but  totally  inexperienced,  who 
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should  for  the  first  time  be  called  upon  to  think  and  act  for  himself 
in  such  society,  and  under  such  disadvantageous  circumstances. 
There  was  not  in  his  carriage  a  grain  either  of  forwardness  or  of 
timidity,  which  a  friend  could  have  wished  away. 

He  kneeled  and  kissed  the  Abbot's  hand,  then  rose,  and  retiring 
two  paces,  bowed  respectfully  to  the  circle  around,  smiling  gently  as 
he  received  an  encouraging  nod  from  the  Sub-Prior,  to  whom  alone 
he  was  personally  known,  and  blushing  as  he  encountered  the  anxious 
look  of  Mary  Avenel,  who  beheld  with  painful  interest  the  sort  of 
ordeal  to  which  her  foster-brother  was  about  to  be  subjected.  Re- 
covering from  the  transient  flurry  of  spirits  into  which  the  encounter 
of  her  glance  had  thrown  him,  he  stood  composedly  awaiting  till  the 
Abbot  should  express  his  pleasure. 

The  ingenuous  expression  of  countenance,  noble  form,  and  grace- 
ful attitude  of  the  young  man,  failed  not  to  prepossess  in  his  favour 
the  churchmen  in  whose  presence  he  stood.  The  Abbot  looked 
round,  and  exchanged  a  gracious  and  approving  glance  with  his 
counsellor  Father  Eustace,  although  probably  the  appointment  of  a 
ranger,  or  bow-bearer,  was  one  in  which  he  might  have  been  dis- 
posed to  proceed  without  the  Sub-Prior's  advice,  were  it  but  to  show 
his  own  free  agency.  But  the  good  mien  of  the  young  man  now  in 
nomination  was  such,  that  he  rather  hastened  to  exchange  con- 
gratulation on  meeting  with  so  proper  a  subject  of  promotion,  than 
to  indulge  any  other  feeling.  Father  Eustace  enjoyed  the  pleasure 
which  a  well-constituted  mind  derives  from  seeing  a  benefit  light  on 
a  deserving  object ;  for  as  he  had  not  seen  Halbert  since  circum- 
stances had  made  so  material  a  change  in  his  manner  and  feelings, 
he  scarce  doubted  that  the  prof  erred  appointment  would,  notwith- 
standing his  mother's  uncertainty,  suit  the  disposition  of  a  youth  who 
had  appeared  devoted  to  woodland  sports,  and  a  foe  alike  to  seden- 
tary or  settled  occupation  of  any  kind.  The  Refectioner  and  Kitch- 
ener were  so  well  pleased  with  Halbert's  prepossessing  appearance, 
that  they  seemed  to  think  that  the  salary,  emoluments,  and  per- 
quisites, the  dole,  the  grazing,  the  gown,  and  the  galligaskins,  could 
scarce  be  better  bestowed  than  on  the  active  and  graceful  figure  be- 
fore them. 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  whether  from  being  more  deeply  engaged  in 
his  own  cogitations,  or  that  the  subject  was  unworthy  of  his  notice, 
did  not  seem  to  partake  of  the  general  feeling  of  approbation  excited 
by  the  young  man's  presence.  He  sate  with  his  eyes  half  shut,  and 
his  arms  folded,  appearing  to  be  wrapped  in  contemplations  of  a 
nature  deeper  than  those  arising  out  of  the  scene  before  him.  But, 
notwithstanding  his  seeming  abstraction  and  absence  of  mind,  there 
was  a  flutter  of  vanity  in  Sir  Piercie's  very  handsome  countenance, 
an  occasional  change  of  posture  from  one  striking  attitude  (or  what 
he  conceived  to  be  such)  to  another,  and  an  occasional  stolen  glance 
at  the  female  part  of  the  company,  to  spy  how  far  he  succeeded  in 
riveting  their  attention,  which  gave  a  marked  advantage,  in  com- 
parison, to  the  less  regular  and  more  harsh  features  of  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning,  with  their  composed,  manly,  and  deliberate  expression  of 
mental  fortitude. 
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Of  the  females  belonging"  to  the  family  of  Glen  dear  g,  the  Miller's 
daughter  alone  had  her  mind  sufficiently  at  leisure  to  admire,  from 
time  to  time,  the  graceful  attitudes  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  ;  for  both 
Mary  Avenel  and  Dame  Glendinning  were  waiting  in  anxiety  and 
apprehension  the  answer  which  Halbert  was  to  return  to  the  Abbot's 
proposal,  and  fearfully  anticipating  the  consequences  of  his  probable 
refusal.  The  conduct  of  his  brother  Edward,  for  a  lad  constitution- 
ally shy,  respectful,  and  even  timid,  was  at  once  affectionate  and 
noble.  This  younger  son  of  Dame  Elspeth  had  stood  unnoticed  in  a 
corner,  after  the  Abbot,  at  the  request  of  the  Sub-Prior,  had  hon- 
oured him  with  some  passing  notice,  and  asked  him  a  few  common- 
place questions  about  his  progress  in  Donatus,  and  in  the  Promptu- 
avium  Parvulorum,  without  waiting  for  the  answers.  From  his 
corner  he  now  glided  round  to  his  brother's  side,  and  keeping  a  little 
behind  him,  slid  his  right  hand  into  the  huntsman's  left,  and  by  a 
gentle  pressure,  which  Halbert  instantly  and  ardently  returned, 
expressed  at  once  his  interest  in  his  situation,  and  his  resolution  to 
share  his  fate. 

The  ^roup  was  thus  arranged,  when,  after  the  pause  of  two  or 
three  minutes,  which  he  employed  in  slowly  sipping  his  cup  of  wine, 
in  order  that  he  might  enter  on  his  proposal  with  due  and  deliberate 
dignity,  the  Abbot  at  length  expressed  himself  thus  : — 

"  My  son— we  your  lawful  Superior,  and  the  Abbot,  under  God's 
favour,  of  the  community  of  Saint  Mary's,  have  heard  of  your  mani- 
fold good  gifts  —  a-hem — especially  touching  woodcraft — and  the 
huntsman-like  fashion  in  which  you  strike  your  game,  truly  and  as  a 
yeoman  should,  not  abusing  Heaven's  good  benefits  by  spoiling  the 
flesh,  as  is  too  often  seen  in  careless  rangers — a-hem."  He  made 
here  a  pause,  but  observing  that  Glendinning  only  replied  to  his 
compliment  by  a  bow,  he  proceeded, — "  My  son,  we  commend  your 
modesty ;  nevertheless,  we  will  that  thou  shouldst  speak  freely  to  us 
touching  that  which  we  have  premeditated  for  thine  advancement, 
meaning  to  confer  on  thee  the  office  of  bow-bearer  and  ranger,  as 
well  oyer  the  chases  and  forests  wherein  our  house  hath  privilege  by 
the  gifts  of  pious  kings  and  nobles,  whose  souls  now  enjoy  the  fruits 
of  their  bounties  to  the  church,  as  to  those  which  belong  to  us  in 
exclusive  right  of  property  and  perpetuity.  Thy  knee,  my  son — that 
we  may,  with  our  own  hand,  and  without  loss  of  time,  induct  thee 
into  office." 

"  Kneel  down,"  said  the  Kitchener  on  the  one  side ;  and  "  Kneel 
down,"  said  the  Refectioner  on  the  other. 

But  Halbert  Glendinning  remained  standing. 

"Were  it  to  show  gratitude  andgood-will  for  your  reverend  lord- 
ship's noble  offer,  I  could  not,"  he  said,  "  kneel  low  enough,  or  remain 
long  enough  kneeling.  But  I  may  not  kneel  to  take  investiture  of 
your  noble  gift,  my  lord  Abbot,  being  a  man  determined  to  seek  my 
fortune  otherwise." 

"  How  is  that,  sir  ? "  said  the  Abbot,  knitting  his  brows ;  "  do  I 
hear  you  speak  aright  ?  and  do  you,  a  born  vassal  of  the  Halidome, 
at  the  moment  when  I  am  destining  to  you  such  a  noble  expression 
of  my  good-will,  propose  exchanging  my  service  for  that  of  any  other?" 

i 
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"  My  lord,"  said  Halbert  Glendinning,  "  it  grieves  me  to  think  you 
hold  me  capable  of  undervaluing*  your  gracious  offer,  or  of  exchang- 
ing your  service  for  another.  But  your  noble  proffer  doth  but 
hasten  the  execution  of  a  determination  which  I  have  long  since 
formed." 

"Ay,  my  son,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  is  it  indeed  so  ?—  right  early  have 
you  learned  to  form  resolutions  without  consulting  those  on  whom 
you  naturally  depend.  But  what  may  it  be,  this  sagacious  resolution, 
if  I  may  so  far  pray  you  ?  " 

"To  yield  up  to  my  brother  and  mother,"  answered  Halbert, 
"mine  interest  in  the  fief  of  Glendearg,  lately  possessed  by  my 
father,  Simon  Glendinning :  and  having  prayed  your  lordship  to  be 
the  same  kind  and  generous  master  to  them,  that  your  predecessors, 
the  venerable  Abbots  of  Saint  Mary's,  have  been  to  my  fathers  in 
time  past ;  for  myself,  I  am  determined  to  seek  my  fortune  where  I 
may  best  find  it." 

Dame  Glendinning  here  ventured,  imboldened  by  maternal  anxiety, 
to  break  silence  with  an  exclamation  of  "  O  my  son ! "  Edward,  cling- 
ing to  his  brother's  side,  half  spoke,  half  whispered,  a  similar  ejacu- 
lation, of  "  Brother !  brother  ! 

The  Sub-Prior  took  up  the  matter  in  atone  of  grave  reprehension, 
which,  as  he  conceived,  the  interest  he  had  always  taken  in  the  family 
of  Glendearg  required  at  his  hand. 

"  Wilful  young  man,"  he  said,  "  what  folly  can  urge  thee  to  push 
back  the  hand  that  is  stretched  out  to  aid  thee  ?  What  visionary  aim 
hast  thou  before  thee,  that  can  compensate  for  the  decent  and  suffi- 
cient independence  which  thou  art  now  rejecting  with  scorn  ? " 

"Four  marks  by  the  year,  duly  and  truly,"  said  the  Kitchener. 

"  Cow's  grass,  doublet,  and  galligaskins,"  responded  the  Refec- 
tioner. 

"  Peace,  my  brethren,"  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  and  may  it  please 
your  lordship,  venerable  father,  upon  my  petition,  to  allow  this  head- 
strong youth  a  day  for  consideration,  and  it  shall  be  my  part  so  to 
indoctrinate  him,  as  to  convince  him  what  is  due  on  this  occasion  to 
your  lordship,  and  to  his  family,  and  to  himself." 

"Your  kindness,  reverend  father,"  said  the  youth,  "craves  my 
dearest  thanks — it  is  the  continuance  of  a  long  train  of  benevolence 
towards  me,  for  which  I  give  you  my  gratitude,  for  I  have  nothing 
else  to  offer.  It  is  my  mishap,  not  your  fault,  that  your  intentions 
have  been  frustrated.  But  my  present  resolution  is  fixed  and  unal- 
terable. I  cannot  accept  the  generous  offer  of  the  Lord  Abbot ;  my 
fate  calls  me  elsewhere,  to  scenes  where  I  shall  end  it  or  mend  it." 

"  By  our  Lady,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  I  think  the  youth  be  mad  indeed 
— or  that  you,  Sir  Piercie,  judged  of  him  most  truly,  when  you  pro- 
phesied that  he  would  prove  unfit  for  the  promotion  we  designed  him 
— it  may  be  you  knew  something  of  this  wayward  humour  before?" 

"  By  the  mass,  not  I,"  answered  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  with  his 
usual  indifference.  "  I  but  judged  of  him  by  his  birth  and  breeding' ; 
for  seldom  doth  a  good  hawk  come  out  of  a  kite's  egg.11 

"  Thou  art  thyself  a  kite,  and  kestrel  to  boot,"  replied  Halbert 
Glendinning,  without  a  moment's  hesitation. 


THE  MONASTERY.  131 

"  This  in  our  presence,  and  to  a  man  of  worship  ?  "  said  the  Abbot, 
the  blood  rushing1  to  his  face. 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  answered  the  youth ;  "  even  in  your  presence  I 
return  to  this  gay  man's  face,  the  causeless  dishonour  which  he  has 
flung  on  my  name.  My  brave  father,  who  fell  in  the  cause  of  his 
country,  demands  that  justice  at  the  hands  of  his  son  !  " 

"  Unmannered  boy  ! "  said  the  Abbot. 

"  Nay,  my  good  lord,"  said  the  knight,  "  praying  pardon  for  the 
coarse  interruption,  let  me  entreat  you  not  to  be  wroth  with  this 
rustical.  Credit  me,  the  north  wind  shall  as  soon  puff  one  of  your 
rocks  from  its  basis,  as  aught  which  I  hold  so  slight  and  inconsiderate 
as  the  churlish  speech  of  an  untaught  churl,  shall  move  the  spleen  of 
Piercie  Shafton." 

"  Proud  as  you  are,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Halbert,  (i  in  your  imagined 
superiority,  be  not  too  confident  that  you  cannot  be  moved." 

"  Faith,  by  nothing  that  thou  canst  urge,"  said  Sir  Piercie. 

"Knowest  thou  then  this  token  ?"  said  young*  Glendinning,  offer- 
ing to  him  the  silver  bodkin  which  he  had  received  from  the  White 
Lady. 

Never  was  such  an  instant  change,  from  the  most  contemptuous 
serenity,  to  the  most  furious  state  of  passion,  as  that  which  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton  exhibited.  It  was  the  difference  between  a  cannon  lying 
quiet  in  its  embrasure,  and  the  same  gun  when  touched  by  the  lin- 
stock. He  started  up,  every  limb  quivering  with  rage,  and  his 
features  so  inflamed  and  agitated  by  passion,  that  he  more  resembled 
a  demoniac  than  a  man  under  the  regulation  of  reason.  He  clenched 
both  his  fists,  and  thrusting  them  forward,  offered  them  furiously  at 
the  face  of  Glendinning,  who  was  even  himself  startled  at  the  frantic 
state  of  excitation  which  his  action  had  occasioned.  The  next  moment 
he  withdrew  them,  struck  his  open  palm  against  his  own  forehead, 
and  rushed  out  of  the  room  in  a  state  of  indescribable  agitation.  The 
whole  matter  had  been  so  sudden,  that  no  person  present  had  time  to 
interfere. 

When  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  had  left  the  apartment,  there  was  a 
moment's  pause  of  astonishment ;  and  then  a  general  demand  that 
Halbert  Glendinning  should  instantly  explain  by  what  means  he  had 
produced  such  a  violent  change  in  the  deportment  of  the  English 
cavalier. 

"  I  did  nought  to  him,"  answered  Halbert  Glendinning,  "  but  what 
you  all  saw— am  I  to  answer  for  his  fantastic  freaks  of  humour  ?  " 

"  Boy,"  said  the  Abbot,  in  his  most  authoritative  manner,  "  these 
subterfuges  shall  not  avail  thee.  This  is  not  a  man  to  be  driven  from 
his  temperament  without  some  sufficient  cause.  That  cause  was  given 
by  thee,  and  must  have  been  known  to  thee.  I  command  thee,  as 
tnou  wilt  save  thyself  from  worse  measure,  to  explain  to  me  by  what 
means  thou  hast  moved  our  friend  thus.  We  choose  not  that  our 
vassals  shall  drive  our  guests  mad  in  our  very  presence,  and  we 
remain  ignorant  of  the  means  whereby  that  purpose  is  effected." 

"  So  may  it  please  your  reverence,  I  did  but  snow  him  this  token," 
said  Halbert  Glendinning,  delivering  it  at  the  same  time  to  the 
Abbot,  who  looked  at  it  with  much  attention,  and  then,  snaking  his 
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head,  gravely  delivered  it  to  the  Sub-Prior,  without  speaking*  a 
word. 

Father  Eustace  looked  at  the  mysterious  token  with  some  atten- 
tion ;  and  then  addressing-  Halbert  in  a  stern  and  severe  voice,  said, 
"Young"  man,  if  thou  would'st  not  have  us  suspect  thee  of  some 
strange  double-dealing  in  this  matter,  let  us  instantly  know  whence 
thou  hadst  this  token,  and  how  it  possesses  an  influence  on  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton?" — It  would  have  been  extremely  difficult  for 
Halbert,  thus  hard  pressed,  to  have  either  evaded  or  answered  so 
puzzling  a  question.  To  have  avowed  the  truth  might,  in  those 
times,  have  occasioned  his  being  burnt  at  a  stake,  although,  in  ours, 
his  confession  would  have  only  gained  for  him  the  credit  of  a  liar 
beyond  all  rational  credibility.  He  was  fortunately  relieved  by  the 
return  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  himself,  whose  ear  caught,  as  he  entered, 
the  sound  of  the  Sub-Prior's  question. 

Without  waiting  until  Halbert  Glendinning  replied,  he  came  for- 
ward, whispering  to  him  as  he  passed,  "Be  secret— thou  shalt  have 
the  satisfaction  thou  hast  dared  to  seek  for." 

When  he  returned  to  his  place,  there  were  still  marks  of  discom- 
posure on  his  brow;  but,  becoming  apparently  collected  and  calm,  he 
looked  around  him,  and  apologised  for  the  indecorum  of  which  he  had 
been  guilty,  which  he  ascribed  to  sudden  and  severe  indisposition. 
All  were  silent,  and  looked  on  each  other  with  some  surprise. 

The  Lord  Abbot  gave  orders  for  all  to  retire  from  the  apartment, 
save  himself,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  and  the  Sub-Prior.  "  And  have 
an  eye,"  he  added,  "  on  that  bold  youth,  that  he  escape  not ;  for  if  he 
hath  practised  by  charm,  or  otherwise,  on  the  health  of  our  worship- 
ful guest,  I  swear  by  the  alb  and  mitre  which  I  wear,  that  his  punish- 
ment shall  be  most  exemplary." 

"  My  lord  and  venerable  father,"  said  Halbert,  bowing  respectfully, 
"  fear  not  but  that  I  will  abide  my  doom.  I  think  you  will  best  learn 
from  the  worshipful  knight  himself,  what  is  the  cause  of  his  distem- 
perature,  and  how  slight  my  share  in  it  has  been." 

"  Be  assured,"  said  the  knight,  without  looking  up,  however,  while 
he  spoke,  "  I  will  satisfy  the  Lord  Abbot." 

With  these  words  the  company  retired,  and  with  them  young  Glen- 
dinning. 

When  the  Abbot,  the  Sub-Prior,  and  the  English  knight  were  left 
alone,  Father  Eustace,  contrary  to  his  custom,  could  not  help  speak- 
ing the  first.  "  Expound  unto  us,  noble  sir,"  he  said,  "  by  what 
mysterious  means  the  production  of  this  simple  toy  could  so  far  move 
your  spirit,  and  overcome  your  patience,  after  you  had  shown  your- 
self proof  to  all  the  provocation  offered  by  this  self-sufficient  and 
singular  youth  ? " 

The  knight  took  the  silver  bodkin  from  the  good  father's  hand, 
looked  at  it  with  great  composure,  and,  having  examined  it  all  over, 
returned  it  to  the  Sub-Prior,  saying  at  the  same  time,  "  In  truth, 
venerable  father,  I  cannot  but  marvel,  that  the  wisdom  implied  alike 
in  your  silver  hairs,  and  in  your  eminent  rank,  should,  like  a  babbling 
hound  (excuse  the  similitude,)  open  thus  loudly  on  a  false  scent.     I 
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were  indeed,  more  slight  to  be  moved  than  the  leaves  of  the  aspen- 
tree,  which  wag*  at  the  least  breath  of  heaven,  could  I  be  touched  by 
such  a  trifle  as  this,  which  in  no  way  concerns  me  more  than  if  the 
same  quantity  of  silver  were  stricken  into  so  many  groats.  Truth 
is,  that  from  my  youth  upward,  I  have  been  subjected  to  such  a 
malady  as  you  saw  me  visited  with  even  now— a  cruel  and  searching 
pain,  which  goeth  through  nerve  and  bone,  even  as  a  good  brand  in 
the  hands  of  a  brave  soldier  sheers  through  limb  and  sinew — but  it 
passes  away  speedily,  as  you  yourselves  may  judge." 

"  Still,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  this  will  not  account  for  the  youth 
offering  to  you  this  piece  of  silver,  as  a  token  by  which  you  were  to 
understand  something,  and,  as  we  must  needs  conjecture,  something 
disagreeable." 

"Your  reverence  is  to  conjecture  what  you  will,"  said  Sir  Piercie; 
"  but  I  cannot  pretend  to  lay  your  judgment  on  the  right  scent  when 
I  see  it  at  fault.  I  hope  I  am  not  liable  to  be  called  upon  to  account 
for  the  foolish  actions  of  a  malapert  boy  ?  " 

"  Assuredly,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  we  shall  prosecute  no  inquiry 
which  is  disagreeable  to  our  guest.  Nevertheless,"  said  he,  looking 
to  his  Superior,  "  this  chance  may,  in  some  sort,  alter  the  plan  your 
lordship  had  formed  for  your  worshipful  guest's  residence  for  a  brief 
term  in  this  tower,  as  a  place  alike  of  secrecy  and  of  security ;  both 
of  which,  in  the  terms  which  we  now  stand  on  with  England,  are 
circumstances  to  be  desired." 

"  In  truth,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  and  the  doubt  is  well  thought  on, 
were  it  as  well  removed;  for  I  scarce  know  in  the  Halidome  so 
fitting  a  place  of  refuge,  yet  see  I  not  how  to  recommend  it  to  our 
worshipful  guest,  considering  the  unrestrained  petulance  of  this 
headstrong  youth." 

"  Tush !  reverend  sirs, — what  would  you  make  of  me  ?  "  said  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton.  "  I  protest,  by  mine  honour,  I  would  abide  in  this 
house  were  I  to  choose.  What !  I  take  no  exceptions  at  the  youth 
for  showing  a  flash  of  spirit,  though  the  spark  may  light  on  mine 
own  head.  I  honour  the  lad  for  it.  I  protest  I  will  abide  here,  and 
he  shall  aid  me  in  striking  down  a  deer.  I  must  needs  be  friends 
with  him,  an  he  be  such  a  shot :  and  we  will  speedily  send  down  to 
my  lord  Abbot  a  buck  of  the  first  head,  killed  so  artificially  as  shall 
satisfy  even  the  reverend  Kitchener." 

This  was  said  with  such  apparent  ease  and  good-humour,  that  the 
Abbot  made  no  farther  observation  on  what  had  passed,  but  proceed- 
ed to  acquaint  his  guest  with  the  details  of  furniture,  hangings, 
provisions,  and  so  forth,  which  he  proposed  to  send  up  to  the  Tower 
of  Glendearg  for  his  accommodation.  This  discourse,  seasoned  with 
a  cup  or  two  of  wine,  served  to  prolong  the  time  until  the  reverend 
Abbot  ordered  his  cavalcade  to  prepare  for  their  return  to  the 
Monastery. 

"  As  we  have,"  he  said,  "  in  the  course  of  this  our  toilsome  journey, 
lost  our  meridian,1  indulgence  shall  be  given  to  those  of  our  attend- 

1  The  hour  of  repose  at  noon,  which,  in  the  middle  ages,  was  employed  in  slum- 
ber, and  which  the  monastic  rules  of  nocturnal  vigils  rendered  necessary. 
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ants  who  shall,  from  very  weariness,  be  unable  to  attend  the  duty  at 
prime,1  and  this  bv  way  of  misericord  or  indulgentia"  2 

Having-  benevolently  intimated  a  boon  to  his  faithful  followers, 
which  he  probably  judged  would  be  far  from  unacceptable,  the  good 
Abbot,  seeing*  all  ready  for  his  journey,  bestowed  his  blessing*  on  the 
assembled  household — gave  his  hand  to  be  kissed  by  Dame  Glendin- 
ning — himself  kissed  the  cheek  of  Mary  Avenel,  and  even  of  the 
Miller's  maiden,  when  they  approached  to  render  him  the  same 
homage— commanded  Halbert  to  rule  his  temper,  and  to  be  aiding 
and  obedient  in  all  things  to  the  English  Knight  —  admonished 
Edward  to  be  discipulus  impiger  atque  strenuus — then  took  a  cour- 
teous farewell  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  advising  him  to  lie  close,  for 
fear  of  the  English  Borderers,  who  might  be  employed  to  kidnap 
him  ;  and  having  discharged  these  various  offices  of  courtesy,  moved 
forth  to  the  court-yard,  followed  by  the  whole  establishment.  Here, 
with  a  heavy  sigh  approaching  to  a  groan,  the  venerable  father 
heaved  himself  upon  his  palfrey,  whose  dark  purple  housings  swept 
the  ground ;  and,  greatly  comforted  that  the  discretion  of  the 
animal's  pace  would  be  no  longer  disturbed  by  the  gambadoes  of 
Sir  Piercie  and  his  prancing  war-horse,  he  set  forth  at  a  sober  and 
steady  trot  upon  his  return  to  the  Monastery. 

When  the  Sub-Prior  had  mounted  to  accompany  his  principal,  his 
eye  sought  out  Halbert,  who,  partly  hidden  by  a  projection  of  the 
outward  wall  of  the  court,  stood  apart  from,  and  gazing  upon  the 
departing  cavalcade,  and  the  group  which  assembled  around  them. 
Unsatisfied  with  the  explanation  he  had  received  concerning  the 
mysterious  transaction  of  the  silver  bodkin,  yet  interesting  himself 
in  the  youth,  of  whose  character  he  had  formed  a  favourable  idea, 
the  worthy  monk  resolved  to  take  an  early  opportunity  of  investi- 
gating that  matter.  In  the  meanwhile,  he  looked  upon  Halbert 
with  a  serious  and  warning  aspect,  and  held  up  his  finger  to  him  as 
he  signed  farewell.  He  then  joined  the  rest  of  the  churchmen,  and 
followed  his  Superior  down  the  valley. 

1  Prime  was  the  midnight  service  of  the  monks. 

2  Misericord,  according  to  the  learned  work  of  Fosbrooke  on  British  Monachism, 
meant  not  only  an  indulgence,  or  exoneration  from  particular  duties,  but  also  a 
particular  apartment  in  a  convent,  where  the  monks  assembled  to  enjoy  such  in- 
dulgences or  allowances  as  were  granted  beyond  the  rule. 
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I  hope  you'll  give  me  cause  to  think  you  noble, 
And  do  me  right  with  your  sword,  sir,  as  becomes 
One  gentleman  of  honour  to  another  ; 
All  this  is  fair,  sir — let  us  make  no  days  ou't, 
I'll  lead  your  way. 

Love's  Pilgrimage. 

The  look  and  sign  of  warning  which  the  Sub-Prior  gave  to  Hal- 
bert  Glendinning  as  they  parted,  went  to  his  heart ;  for  although  he 
had  profited  much  less  than  Edward  by  the  good  man's  instructions, 
he  had  a  sincere  reverence  for  his  person ;  and  even  the  short  time 
he  had  for  deliberation  tended  to  show  him  he  was  embarked  in  a 
perilous  adventure.  The  nature  of  the  provocation  which  he  had 
given  to  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  he  could  not  even  conjecture ;  but  he 
saw  that  it  was  of  a  mortal  quality,  and  he  was  now  to  abide  the 
consequences. 

That  he  might  not  force  these  consequences  forward  by  any  pre- 
mature renewal  of  their  quarrel,  he  resolved  to  walk  apart  for  an 
hour,  and  consider  on  what  terms  he  was  to  meet  this  haughty 
foreigner.  The  time  seemed  propitious  for  his  doing  so  without 
having  the  appearance  of  wilfully  shunning  the  stranger,  as  all  the 
members  of  the  little  household  were  dispersing  either  to  perform 
such  tasks  as  had  been  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  the  dignita- 
ries, or  to  put  in  order  what  had  been  deranged  by  their  visit.    ■ 

Leaving  the  tower,  therefore,  and  descending,  unobserved  as  he 
thought,  the  knoll  on  which  it  stood,  Halbert  gained  the  little  piece 
of  level  ground  which  extended  betwixt  the  descent  of  the  hill,  and 
the  first  sweep  made  by  the  brook  after  washing  the  foot  of  the  emi- 
nence on  which  the  tower  was  situated,  where  a  few  straggling 
birch  and  oak-trees  served  to  secure  him  from  observation.  But 
scarcely  had  he  reached  the  spot,  when  he  was  surprised  to  feel  a 
smart  tap  upon  the  shoulder,  and,  turning  around,  he  perceived  he 
had  been  closely  followed  by  Sir  Piercie  Shafton. 

When,  whether  from  our  state  of  animal  spirits,  want  of  confi- 
dence in  the  justice  of  our  cause,  or  any  other  motive,  our  own 
courage  happens  to  be  in  a  wavering  condition,  nothing  tends  so 
much  altogether  to  disconcert  us,  as  a  great  appearance  of  promp- 
titude on  the  part  of  our  antagonist.  Halbert  Glendinning,  both 
morally  and  constitutionally  intrepid,  was  nevertheless  somewhat 
troubled  at  seeing  the  stranger,  whose  resentment  he  had  provoked, 
appear  at  once  before  him,  and  with  an  aspect  which  boded  hostility. 
But  though  his  heart  might  beat  somewhat  thicker,  he  was  too  high- 
spirited  to  exhibit  any  external  signs  of  emotion. — "  What  is  your 
pleasure,  Sir  Piercie  ?  "  he  said  to  the  English  knight,  enduring  with- 
out apparent  discomposure  all  the  terrors  which  his  antagonist  had 
summoned  into  his  aspect. 

"What  is  my  pleasure?"  answered  Sir  Piercie;  "a  goodly  ques- 
tion after  the  part  you  have  acted  towards  me !    Young  man,  I  know 
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not  what  infatuation  has  led  thee  to  place  thyself  in  direct  and  inso- 
lent opposition  to  one  who  is  a  guest  of  thy  liege-lord  the  Abbot,  and 
who,  even  from  the  courtesy  due  to  thy  mother's  roof,  had  a  right  to 
remain  there  without  meeting  insult.  Neither  do  I  ask,  or  care,  by 
what  means  thou  hast  become  possessed  of  the  fatal  secret  by  which 
thou  hast  dared  to  offer  me  open  shame.  But  I  must  now  tell  thee, 
that  the  possession  of  it  hath  cost  thee  thy  life." 

"  Not,  I  trust,  if  my  hand  and  sword  can  defend  it,"  replied  Hal- 
bert,  boldly. 

"  True,"  said  the  Englishman,  "  I  mean  not  to  deprive  thee  of  thy 
fair  chance  of  self-defence.  I  am  only  sorry  to  think  that,  young 
and  country-bred  as  thou  art,  it  can  but  little  avail  thee.  But  thou 
must  be  well  aware,  that  in  this  quarrel  I  shall  use  no  terms  of 
quarter." 

"  Rely  on  it,  proud  man,"  answered  the  youth,  "  that  I  shall  ask 
none ;  and  although  thou  speakest  as  if  I  lay  already  at  thy  feet, 
trust  me,  that  as  I  am  determined  never  to  ask  thy  mercy,  so  I  am 
not  fearful  of  needing  it." 

"Thou  wilt,  then,"  said  the  knight,  "do  nothing  to  avert  the 
certain  fate  which  thou  hast  provoked  with  such  wantonness  ?  " 

"And  how  were  that  to  be  purchased?"  replied  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning,  more  with  the  wish  of  obtaining  some  farther  insight  into 
the  terms  on  which  he  stood  with  this  stranger,  than  to  make  him 
the  submission  which  he  might  require. 

"Explain  to  me  instantly,"  said  Sir  Piercie,  "  without  equivocation 
or  delay,  by  what  means  thou  wert  enabled  to  wound  my  honour  so 
deeply ;  and  shouldst  thou  point  out  to  me,  by  so  doing,  an  enemy 
more  worthy  of  my  resentment,  I  will  permit  thine  own  obscure 
insignificance  to  draw  a  veil  over  thine  insolence." 

"  This  is  too  high  a  flight,"  said  Glendinning,  fiercely,  "  for  thine 
own  presumption  to  soar  without  being  checked.  Thou  has  come 
to  my  father's  house,  as  well  as  I  can  guess,  a  fugitive  and  an  exile, 
and  thy  first  greeting  to  its  inhabitants  has  been  that  of  contempt 
and  injury.  By  what  means  I  have  been  able  to  retort  that  con- 
tempt, let  thine  own  conscience  tell  thee.  Enough  for  me  that  I 
stand  on  the  privilege  of  a  free  Scotchman,  and  will  brook  no  insult 
unreturned,  and  no  injury  unrequited." 

"  It  is  well,  then,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  ;  "  we  will  dispute  this 
matter  to-morrow  morning  with  our  swords.  Let  the  time  be  day- 
break, and  do  thou  assign  the  place.  We  will  go  forth  as  if  to  strike 
a  deer." 

"  Content,"  replied  Halbert  Glendinning :  "  I  will  guide  thee  to  a 
spot  where  an  hundred  men  might  fight  and  fall  without  any  chance 
of  interruption." 

"It  is  well,"  answered  Sir  Piercie  Shafton.  "Here  then  we  part. 
Many  will  say,  that  in  thus  indulging  the  right  of  a  gentleman  to 
the  son  of  a  clod-breaking  peasant,  I  derogate  from  my  sphere,  even 
as  the  blessed  sun  would  derogate  should  he  condescend  to  compare 
and  match  his  golden  beams  with  the  twinkle  of  a  pale,  blinking,  ex- 
piring, gross-fed  taper.  But  no  consideration  of  rank  shall  prevent 
my  avenging  the  insult  thou  hast  offered  me.     We  bear  a  smooth 
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face,  observe  me,  Sir  Villagio,  before  the  worshipful  inmates  of  yon- 
der cabin,  and  to-morrow  we  try  conclusions  with  our  swords/'  So 
saying",  he  turned  away  towards  the  tower. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  notice,  that  in  the  last  speech  only,  had 
Sir  Piercie  used  some  of  those  flowers  of  rhetoric  which  characterised 
the  usual  style  of  his  conversation.  Apparently,  a  sense  of  wounded 
honour,  and  the  deep  desire  of  vindicating]  his  injured  feeling's,  had 
proved  too  strong-  for  the  fantastic  affectation  of  his  acquired  habits. 
Indeed,  such  is  usually  the  influence  of  energy  of  mind,  when  called 
forth  and  exerted,  that  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  had  never  appeared  in 
the  eyes  of  his  youthful  antagonist  half  so  much  deserving  of  esteem 
and  respect  as  in  this  brief  dialogue,  by  which  they  exchanged  mutual 
defiance.  As  he  followed  him  slowly  to  the  tower  he  could  not  help 
thinking  to  himself,  that,  had  the  English  knight  always  displayed 
this  superior  tone  of  bearing  and  feeling,  he  would  not  probably  have 
felt  so  earnestly  disposed  to  take  offence  at  his  hand.  Mortal  offence, 
however,  had  been  exchanged,  and  the  matter  was  to  be  put  to  mor- 
tal arbitrement. 

The  family  met  at  the  evening  meal,  when  Sir  Piercie  Shafton 
extended  the  benignity  of  his  countenance  and  the  graces  of  his  con- 
versation far  more  generally  over  the  party  than  he  had  hitherto  con- 
descended to  do.  The  greater  part  of  his  attention  was,  of  course, 
still  engrossed  by  his  divine  and  inimitable  Discretion,  as  he  chose  to 
term  Mary  Avenel;  but,  nevertheless,  there  were  interjectional 
flourishes  to  the  Maid  of  the  Mill,  under  the  title  of  Comely  Damsel, 
and  to  the  Dame,  under  that  of  Worthy  Matron.  Nay,  lest  he  should 
fail  to  excite  their  admiration  by  the  graces  of  his  rhetoric,  he  gene- 
rously, and  without  solicitation,  added  those  of  his  voice ;  and  after 
regretting  bitterly  the  absence  of  his  viol-de-gamba,  he  regaled  them 
with  a  song,  "which,"  said  he,  "the  inimitable  Astrophel,  whom 
mortals  call  Philip  Sidney,  composed  in  the  nonage  of  his  muse,  to 
show  the  world  what  they  are  to  expect  from  his  riper  years,  and 
which  will  one  day  see  the  light  in  that  not-to-be-paralleled  perfec- 
tion of  human  wit,  which  he  has  addressed  to  his  sister,  the  match- 
less Parthenope,  whom  men  call  Countess  of  Pembroke ;  a  work," 
he  continued,  "whereof  his  friendship  hath  permitted  me,  though 
unworthy,  to  be  an  occasional  partaker,  and  whereof  I  may  well  say, 
that  the  deep  afflictive  tale  which  awakeneth  our  sorrows,  is  so  re- 
lieved with  brilliant  similitudes,  dulcet  descriptions,  pleasant  poems, 
and  engaging  interludes,  that  they  seem  as  the  stars  of  the  firma- 
ment, beautifying  the  dusky  robe  of  night.  And  though  I  wot  well 
how  much  the  lovely  and  quaint  language  will  suffer  by  my  widowed 
voice,  widowed  in  that  it  is  no  longer  matched  by  my  beloved  viol-de- 
gamba,  I  will  essay  to  give  you  a  taste  of  the  ravishing  sweetness  of 
the  poesy  of  the  un-to-be-imitated  Astrophel." 

So  saying,  he  sung  without  mercy  or  remorse  about  five  hundred 
verses,  of  which  the  two  first  and  the  four  last  may  suffice  for  a 
specimen— 

''What  tongue  can  her  perfections  tell, 
On  whose  each  part  all  pens  may  dwell  ? 
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Of  whose  high  praise  and  praise ful  bliss,  ■* 

Goodness  the  pen,  Heaven  paper  is ; 
The  ink  immortal  fame  doth  send, 
As  I  began  so  I  must  end." 

As  Sir  Pierce  Shafton  always  sung  with  his  eyes  half  shut,  it  was 
not  until,  agreeably  to  the  promise  of  poetry,  he*  had  fairly  made  an 
end,  that  looking'  round,  he  discovered  that  the  greater  part  of  his 
audience  had,  in  the  meanwhile,  yielded  to  the  charms  of  repose. 
Mary  Avenel,  indeed,  from  a  natural  sense  of  politeness,  had  con- 
trived to  keep  awake  through  all  the  prolixities  of  the  divine  Astro- 
phel ;  but  Mysie  was  transported  in  dreams  back  to  the  dusty  atmo- 
sphere of  her  father's  mill.  Edward  himself,  who  had  given  his 
attention  for  some  time,  had  at  length  fallen  fast  asleep ;  and  the 
good  dame's  nose,  could  its  tones  have  been  put  under  regulation, 
might  have  supplied  the  bass  of  the  lamented  viol-de-gamba.  Hal- 
bert,  however,  who  had  no  temptation  to  give  way  to  the  charms  of 
slumber,  remained  awake  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  songster :  not 
that  he  was  better  entertained  with  the  words,  or  more  ravished  with 
the  execution,  than  the  rest  of  the  company,  but  rather  because  he 
admired,  or  perhaps  envied,  the  composure,  which  could  thus  spend 
the  evening  in  interminable  madrigals,  when  the  next  morning  was 
to  be  devoted  to  deadly  combat.  Yet  it  struck  his  natural  acuteness 
of  observation,  that  the  eye  of  the  gallant  cavalier  did  now  and  then, 
furtively  as  it  were,  seek  a  glance  of  his  countenance,  as  if  to  dis- 
cover how  he  was  taking  the  exhibition  of  his  antagonist's  composure 
and  serenity  of  mind. 

He  shall  read  nothing  in  my  countenance,  thought  Halbert,  proudly, 
that  can  make  him  think  my  indifference  less  than  his  own. 

And  taking  from  the  shelf  a  bag  full  of  miscellaneous  matters  col- 
lected for  the  purpose,  he  began  with  great  industry  to  dress  hooks, 
and  had  finished  half-a-dozen  of  flies  (we  are  enabled,  for  the  benefit 
of  those  who  admire  the  antiquities  of  the  gentle  art  of  angling,  to 
state  that  they  were  brown  hackles)  by  the  time  that  Sir  Piercie  had 
arrived  at  the  conclusion  of  his  long-winded  strophes  of  the  divine 
Astrophel.  So  that  he  also  testified  a  magnanimous  contempt  of 
that  which  to-morrow  should  bring  forth. 

As  it  now  waxed  late,  the  family  of  Glendearg  separated  for  the 
evening  ;  Sir  Piercie  first  saying  to  the  dame  that  w  her  son  Albert—" 

"  Halbert,"  said  Elspeth,  with  emphasis,  "  Halbert,  after  his  good- 
sire,  Halbert  Brydone." 

"  Well,  then,  I  have  prayed  your  son,  Halbert,  that  we  may  strive 
to-morrow,  with  the  sun's  earliness,  to  wake  a  stag  from  his  lair,  that 
I  may  see  whether  he  be  as  prompt  at  that  sport  as  fame  bespeaks 
him." 

"  Alas  !  sir,"  answered  Dame  Elspeth,  "  he  is  but  too  prompt,  an 
you  talk  of  promptitude,  at  anything  that  has  steel  at  one  end  of  it, 
and  mischief  at  the  other.  But  he  is  at  your  honourable  disposal, 
and  I  trust  you  will  teach  him  how  obedience  is  due  to  our  venerable 
father  and  lord,  the  Abbot,  and  prevail  with  him  to  take  the  bow- 
bearer's  place  in  fee ;  for,  as  the  two  worthy  monks  said,  it  will  be  a 
great  help  to  a  widow- worn  an." 
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"  Trust  me,  good  dame,"  replied  Sir  Piercie,  "  it  is  my  purpose  so 
to  indoctrinate  him,  touching  his  conduct  and  bearing  towards  his 
betters,  that  he  shall  not  lightly  depart  from  the  reverence  due  to 
them.  We  meet,  then,  beneath  the  birch-trees  in  the  plain,"  he  said, 
looking  to  Halbert,  "  so  soon  as  the  eye  of  day  hath  opened  its  lids." 
Halbert  answered  with  a  sign  of  acquiescence,  and  the  knight  pro- 
ceeded, "And  now,  having  wished  to  my  fairest  Discretion  those 
pleasant  dreams  which  wave  their  pinions  around  the  couch  of  sleep- 
ing beauty,  and  to  this  comely  damsel  the  bounties  of  Morpheus,  and 
to  all  others  the  common  good-night,  I  will  crave  you  leave  to  depart 
to  my  place  of  rest,  though  I  may  say  with  the  poet — 

*  Ah  rest ! — no  rest  but  change  of  place  and  posture  : 
Ah  sleep  ! — no  sleep  but  worn-out  Nature's  swooning ; 
Ah  bed  !— no  bed  but  cushion  fill'd  with  stones  : 
Rest,  sleep,  nor  bed,  await  not  on  an  exile.'" 

With  a  delicate  obeisance  he  left  the  room,  evading  Dame  Glen- 
dinning,  who  hastened  to  assure  him  he  would  find  his  accommoda- 
tions for  repose  much  more  agreeable  than  they  had  been  the  night 
before,  there  having  been  store  of  warm  coverlets,  and  a  soft  feather- 
bed, sent  up  from  the  Abbey.  But  the  good  knight  probably  thought 
that  the  grace  and  effect  of  his  exit  would  be  diminished  if  he  were 
recalled  from  his  heroics  to  discuss  such  sublunary  and  domestic 
topics,  and  therefore  hastened  away  without  waiting  to  hear  her  out. 

"  A  pleasant  gentleman,"  said  Dame  Glendinning ;  "  but  I  will 
warrant  him  an  humorous1 — And  sings  a  sweet  song,  though  it  is 
somewhat  of  the  longest. — Well,  I  make  mine  avow  he  is  goodly 
company — I  wonder  when  he  will  go  away." 

Having  thus  expressed  her  respect  for  her  guest,  not  without 
intimation  that  she  was  heartily  tired  of  his  company,  the  good 
dame  gave  the  signal  for  the  family  to  disperse,  and  laid  her  injunc- 
tions on  Halbert  to  attend  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  at  daybreak,  as  he 
required. 

When  stretched  on  his  pallet  by  his  brother's  side,  Halbert  had  no 
small  cause  to  envy  the  sound  sleep  which  instantly  settled  on  the 
eyes  of  Edward,  but  refused  him  any  share  of  its  influence.  He  saw 
now  too  well  what  the  spirit  had  darkly  indicated,  that,  in  granting 
the  boon  which  he  had  asked  so  unadvisedly,  she  had  contributed 
more  to  his  harm  than  his  good.  He  was  now  sensible,  too  late,  of 
the  various  dangers  and  inconveniences  with  which  his  dearest  friends 
were  threatened,  alike  by  his  discomfiture  or  his  success  in  the  ap- 
proaching duel.  If  he  fell,  he  might  say  personally,  "  good-night 
all."  But  it  was  not  the  less  certain  that  he  should  leave  a  dreadful 
legacy  of  distress  and  embarrassment  to  his  mother  and  family, — an 
anticipation  which  by  no  means  tended  to  render  the  front  of  death, 
in  itself  a  grisly  object,  more  agreeable  to  his  imagination.  The 
vengeance  of  the  Abbot,  his  conscience  told  him,  was  sure  to  descend 
on  his  mother  and  brother,  or  could  only  be  averted  by  the  generosity 
of  the  victor — And  Mary  Avenel — he  should  have  shown  himself,  if 
he  succumbed  in  the  present  combat,  as  inefficient  in  protecting  her, 

1  Humorous — full  of  whims — thus  Shakspeare,  "  Humorous  as  winter." — The 
vulgar  word  humorsome  comes  nearest  to  the  meaning. 
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as  he  had  been  unnecessarily  active  in  bringing  disaster  on  her,  and 
on  the  house  in  which  she  had  been  protected  from  infancy.  And 
to  this  view  of  the  case  were  to  be  added  all  those  embittered  and 
anxious  feelings  with  which  the  bravest  men,  even  in  a  better  or 
less  doubtful  quarrel,  regard  the  issue  of  a  dubious  conflict,  the 
first  time  when  it  has  been  their  fate  to  engage  in  an  affair  of  that 
nature. 

But  however  disconsolate  the  prospect  seemed  in  the  event  of 
his  being  conquered,  Halbert  could  expect  from  victory  little  more 
than  the  safety  of  his  own  life,  and  the  gratification  of  his  wounded 
pride.  To  his  friends — to  his  mother  and  brother — especially  to 
Mary  Avenel — the  consequences  of  his  triumph  would  be  more  cer- 
tain destruction  than  the  contingency  of  his  defeat  and  death.  If  the 
English  knight  survived,  he  might  in  courtesy  extend  his  protection 
to  them  ;  but  if  he  fell,  nothing  was  likely  to  screen  them  from  the 
vindictive  measures  which  the  Abbot  and  convent  would  surely  adopt 
against  the  violation  of  the  peace  of  the  Halidome,  and  the  slaughter 
of  a  protected  guest  by  one  of  their  own  vassals,  within  whose  house 
they  had  lodged  him  for  shelter.  These  thoughts,  in  which  neither 
view  of  the  case  augured  aught  short  of  ruin  to  his  family,  and  that 
ruin  entirely  brought  on  by  his  own  rashness,  were  thorns  in  Halbert 
Glendinning's  pillow,  and  deprived  his  soul  of  peace,  and  his  eyes  of 
slumber. 

There  appeared  no  middle  course,  saving  one  which  was  marked 
by  degradation,  and  which,  even  if  he  stooped  to  it.  was  by  no  means 
free  of  danger.  He  might  indeed  confess  to  the  English  knight  the 
strange  circumstances  which  led  to  his  presenting  him  with  that 
token  which  the  White  Lady  (in  her  displeasure,  as  it  now  seemed) 
had  given  him,  that  he  might  offer  it  to  Sir  Piercie  Shafton.  But  to 
this  avowal  his  pride  could  not  stoop,  and  reason,  who  is  wonderfully 
ready  to  be  of  counsel  with  pride  on  such  occasions,  offered  many 
arguments  to  show  it  would  be  useless,  as  well  as  mean,  so  far  to  de- 
grade himself.  *  If  I  tell  a  tale  so  wonderful,"  thought  he,  "  shall  I 
not  either  be  stigmatised  as  a  liar,  or  punished  as  a  wizard  ? — Were 
Sir  Piercie  Shafton  generous,  noble,  and  benevolent,  as  the  cham- 
pions of  whom  we  hear  in  romance,  I  might  indeed  gain  his  ear,  and, 
without  demeaning  myself,  escape  from  the  situation  in  which  I  am 
placed.  But  as  he  is,  or  at  least  seems  to  be,  self-conceited,  arro- 
gant, vain,  and  presumptuous,  I  should  but  humble  myself  in  vain  ; 
and  I  will  not  humble  myself!"  he  said,  starting  out  of  bed,  grasping 
his  broadsword,  and  brandishing  it  in  the  light  of  the  moon,  which 
streamed  through  the  deep  niche  that  served  them  as  a  window — 
when,  to  his  extreme  surprise  and  terror,  an  airy  form  stood  in  the 
moonlight,  but  intercepted  not  the  reflection  on  the  floor.  Dimly  as 
it  was  expressed,  the  sound  of  the  voice  soon  made  him  sensible  he 
saw  the  White  Lady. 

At  no  time  had  her  presence  seemed  so  terrific  to  him  ;  for  when 
he  had  invoked  her,  it  was  with  the  expectation  of  the  apparition, 
and  the  determination  to  abide  the  issue.  But  now  she  had  come 
uncalled,  and  her  presence  impressed  him  with  a  sense  of  approach- 
ing misfortune,  and  with  the  hideous  apprehension  that  he  had  asso- 
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ciated  himself  with  a  demon,  over  whose  motions  he  had  no  control, 
and  of  whose  powers  and  quality  he  had  no  certain  knowledge.  He 
remained,  therefore,  in  mere  terror,  gazing  on  the  apparition,  which 
chanted  or  recited  in  cadence  the  following  lines : — 

"  He  whose  heart  for  vengeance  sued, 
Must  not  shrink  from  shedding  blood ; 
The  knot  that  thou  hast  tied  with  word, 
Thou  must  loose  by  edge  of  sword." 

"  Avaunt  thee,  false  Spirit !  "  said  Halbert  Glendinning ;  *  I 
have  bought  thy  advice  too  dearly  already— Begone,  in  the  name 
of  God ! " 

The  Spirit  laughed ;  and  the  cold  unnatural  sound  of  her  laughter 
had  something  in  it  more  fearful  than  the  usual  melancholy  tones  of 
her  voice.     She  then  replied : — 

"  You  have  summon 'd  me  once — you  have  summon *d  me  twice, 
And  without  e'er  a  summons  I  come  to  you  thrice; 
Unask'd  for,  uusued  for,  you  came  to  my  glen  ; 
Unsued  and  uuask'd  I  am  with  you  again." 

Halbert  Glendinning  gave  way  for  a  moment  to  terror,  and  called 
on  his  brother,  "  Edward !  waken,  waken,  for  Our  Lady's  sake ! " 
Edward  awaked  accordingly,  and  asked  what  he  wanted. 
"  Look  out,"  said  Halbert,  "  look  up !  seest  thou  no  one  in  the 
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"  No,  upon  my  good  word,"  said  Edward,  looking  out. 

"  What !  seest  thou  nothing  in  the  moonshine  upon  the  floor, 
there?" 

"  No,  nothing,"  answered  Edward,  "  save  thyself  resting  on  thy 
naked  sword.  I  tell  thee,  Halbert,  thou  shouldst  trust  more  to  thy 
spiritual  arms,  and  less  to  those  of  steel  and  iron.  For  this  many  a 
night  hast  thou  started  and  moaned,  and  cried  out  of  fighting,  and 
of  spectres,  and  of  goblins— thy  sleep  hath  not  refreshed  thee— thy 
waking  hath  been  a  dream.  Credit  me,  dear  Halbert,  say  the  Pater 
and  Credo,  resign  thyself  to  the  protection  of  God,  and  thou  wilt 
sleep  sound  and  wake  in  comfort." 

"  It  may  be,"  said  Halbert  slowly,  and  having  his  eye  still  bent  on 
the  female  form  which  to  him  seemed  distinctly  visible, — "  it  may  be 
— But  tell  me,  dear  Edward,  seest  thou  no  one  on  the  chamber  floor 
but  me?" 

"  No  one,"  answered  Edward,  raising  himself  on  his  elbow ;  "  dear 
brother,  lay  aside  thy  weapon,  say  thy  prayers,  and  lay  thee  down  to 
rest." 

While  he  thus  spoke,  the  Spirit  smiled  at  Halbert  as  if  in  scorn  ; 
her  wan  cheek  faded  in  the  wan  moonlight  even  before  the  smile  had 
passed  away,  and  Halbert  himself  no  longer  beheld  the  vision  to  which 
he  had  so  anxiously  solicited  his  brother's  attention.  "  May  God 
preserve  my  wits !  *  he  said,  as,  laying  aside  his  weapon,  he  again 
threw  himself  on  his  bed. 

"  Amen !  my  dearest  brother,"  answered  Edward ;  "  but  we  must 
not  provoke  that  Heaven  in  our  wantonness  which  we  invoke  in  our 
misery.-— Be  not  angry  with  me,  my  dear  brother— I  know  not  why 
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you  have  totally  of  late  estranged  yourself  from  me — It  is  true,  1 
am  neither  so  athletic  in  body,  nor  so  alert  in  courage,  as  you  have 
been  from  your  infancy ;  yet,  till  lately,  you  have  not  absolutely  cast 
off  my  society — Believe  me,  I  have  wept  in  secret,  though  I  forbore 
to  intrude  myself  on  your  privacy.  The  time  has  been  when  you 
held  me  not  so  cheap ;  and  when,  if  I  could  not  follow  the  game  so 
closely,  or  mark  it  so  truly  as  you,  I  could  fill  up  our  intervals  of  pas- 
time with  pleasant  tales  of  the  olden  times,  which  I  had  read  or  heard, 
and  which  excited  even  your  attention,  as  we  sate  and  eat  our  provi- 
sion by  some  pleasant  spring ;  but  now  I  have,  though  I  know  not 
why,  lost  thy  regard  and  affection.  Nay,  toss  not  thy  arms  about 
thee  thus  wildly,"  said  the  younger  brother;  "from  thy  strange 
dreams,  I  fear  some  touch  of  fever  hath  affected  thy  blood — let  me 
draw  closer  around  thee  thy  mantle. " 

"  Forbear,"  said  Halbert — "  your  care  is  needless — your  complaints 
are  without  reason — your  fears  on  my  account  are  in  vain." 

"Nay,  but  hear  me,  brother,"  said  Edward.  "Your  speech  in 
sleep,  and  now  even  your  waking  dreams,  are  of  beings  which  belong 
not  to  this  world,  or  to  our  race — Our  good  Father  Eustace  says, 
that  howbeit  we  may  not  do  well  to  receive  all  idle  tales  of  goblins  and 
spectres,  yet  there  is  warrant  from  holy  Scripture  to  believe  that  the 
fiends  haunt  waste  and  solitary  places ;  and  that  those  who  frequent 
such  wildernesses  alone,  are  the  prey,  or  the  sport,  of  these  wander- 
ing demons.  And  therefore,  I  pray  thee,  brother,  let  me  go  with 
vou  when  you  go  next  up  the  glen,  where,  as  you  well  know,  there 
be  places  of  evil  reputation — Thou  carest  not  for  my  escort;  but, 
Halbert,  such  dangers  are  more  safely  encountered  by  the  wise  in 
judgment,  than  by  the  bold  in  bosom ;  and  though  I  have  small  cause 
to  boast  of  my  own  wisdom,  yet  I  have  that  which  ariseth  from  the 
written  knowledge  of  elder  times." 

There  was  a  moment  during  this  discourse,  when  Halbert  had 
well-nigh  come  to  the  resolution  of  disburdening  his  own  breast,  by 
intrusting  Edward  with  all  that  weighed  upon  it.     But  when  his  j 
brother  reminded  him  that  this  was  the  morning  of  a  high  holiday,  t 
and  that,  setting  aside  all  other  business  or  pleasure,  he  ought  to  go  I 
to  the  Monastery  and  shrive  himself  before  Father  Eustace,  who  ! 
would  that  day  occupy  the  confessional,  pride  stepped  in  and  con-  1 
firmed  his  wavering  resolution.     "  I  will  not  avow,"  he  thought,  "  a 
tale  so  extraordinary,  that  I  may  be  considered  as  an  impostor  or 
something  worse— I  will  not  fly  from  this  Englishman,  whose  arm 
and  sword  may  be  no  better  than  my  own.     My  fathers  have  faced 
his  betters,  were  he  as  much  distinguished  in  battle  as  he  is  by  his 
quaint  discourse." 

Pride,  which  has  been  said  to  save  man,  and  woman  too,  from  fall- 
ing, has  yet  a  stronger  influence  on  the  mind  when  it  embraces  the 
cause  of  passion,  and  seldom  fails  to  render  it  victorious  over  con- 
science and  reason.  Halbert,  once  determined,  though  not  to  the 
better  course,  at  length  slept  soundly,  and  was  only  awakened  by  the 
dawn  of  day. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


Indifferent,  but  indifferent— pshaw,  he  doth  it  not 
Like  one  who  is  his  craft's  master — ne'er  the  less 
I  have  seen  a  clown  confer  a  bloody  coxcomb 
On  one  who  was  a  master  of  defence. 

Old  Play. 

With  the  first  grey  peep  of  dawn,  Halbert  Glendinning  arose  and 
hastened  to  dress  himself,  girded  on  his  weapon,  and  took  a  cross- 
bow in  his  hand,  as  if  his  usual  sport  had  been  his  sole  object.  He 
groped  his  way  down  the  dark  and  winding'  staircase,  and  undid,  with 
as  little  noise  as  possible,  the  fastening's  of  the  inner  door,  and  of  the 
exterior  iron  grate.  At  length  he  stood  free  in  the  court-yard,  and 
looking"  up  to  the  tower,  saw  a  signal  made  with  a  handkerchief  from 
the  window.  Nothing*  doubting  that  it  was  his  antagonist,  he  paused 
expecting  him.  But  it  w&s  Mary  Avenel,  who  glided  like  a  spirit 
from  under  the  low  and  rugged  portal. 

Halbert  was  much  surprised,  and  felt,  he  knew  not  why,  like  one 
caught  in  the  act  of  a  meditated  trespass.^  The  presence  of  Mary 
Avenel  had  till  that  moment  never  given  him  pain.  She  spoke,  too, 
in  a  tone  where  sorrow  seemed  to  mingle  with  reproach,  while  she 
asked  him  with  emphasis,  "  What  he  was  about  to  do  ?  " 

He  showed  his  cross-bow,  and  was  about  to  express  the  pretext  he 
had  meditated,  when  Mary  interrupted  him. 

"  Not  so,  Halbert— that  evasion  were  unworthy  of  one  whose  word 
has  hitherto  been  truth.  You  meditate  not  the  destruction  of  the 
deer — your  hand  and  your  heart  are  aimed  at  other  game — you  seek 
to  do  battle  with  this  stranger." 

"  And  wherefore  should  I  quarrel  with  our  guest  ? "  answered  Hal- 
bert, blushing  deeply. 

"  There  are,  indeed,  many  reasons  why  you  should  not,"  replied 
the  maiden,  "nor  is  there  one  of  avail  wherefore  you  should — yet 
nevertheless,  such  a  quarrel  you  are  now  searching  after." 

"  Why  should  you  suppose  so,  Mary  ?  "  said  Halbert,  endeavouring 
to  hide  his  conscious  purpose — "he  is  my  mother's  guest — he  is  pro- 
tected by  the  Abbot  and  the  community,  who  are  our  masters — he  is 
of  high  degree  also,— and  wherefore  should  you  think  that  I  can,  or 
dare,  resent  a  hasty  word,  which  he  has  perchance  thrown  out  against 
me  more  from  the  wantonness  of  his  wit,  than  the  purpose  of  his 
heart?" 

"Alas!"  answered  the  maiden,  "the  very  asking  that  question 
puts  your  resolution  beyond  a  doubt.  Since  your  childhood  you  were 
ever  daring,  seeking  danger  rather  than  avoiding  it — delighting  in 
whatever  had  the  air  of  adventure  and  of  courage :  and  it  is  not  from 
fear  that  you  will  now  blench  from  your  purpose— Oh,  let  it  then  be 
from  pity! — from  pity,  Halbert,  to  your  aged  mother,  whom  your 
death  or  victory  will  alike  deprive  of  the  comfort  and  stay  of  her  age." 

"  She  has  my  brother  Edward,"  said  Halbert,  turning  suddenly 
from  her. 
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"  She  has  indeed,"  said  Mary  Avenel,  "  the  calm,  the  noble-minded, 
the  considerate  Edward,  who  has  thy  courage,  Halbert,  without  thy 
fiery  rashness, — thy  generous  spirit,  with  more  of  reason  to  guide  it. 
He  would  not  have  heard  his  mother,  would  not  have  heard  his 
adopted  sister,  beseech  him  in  vain  not  to  ruin  himself,  and  tear  up 
their  future  hopes  of  happiness  and  protection." 

Halbert's  heart  swelled  as  he  replied  to  this  reproach.  "  Well — 
what  avails  it  speaking  ? — you  have  him  that  is  better  than  me— wiser, 
more  considerate — braver,  for  aught  I  know — you  are  provided  with 
a  protector,  and  need  care  no  more  for  me." 

Again  he  turned  to  depart,  but  Mary  Avenel  laid  her  hand  on  his 
arm  so  gently  that  he  scarce  felt  her  hold,  yet  felt  that  it  was  impos- 
sible for  him  to  strike  it  off.  There  he  stood,  one  foot  advanced  to 
leave  the  court-yard,  but  so  little  determined  on  departure,  that  he 
resembled  a  traveller  arrested  by  the  spell  of  a  magician,  and  unable 
either  to  quit  the  attitude  of  motion,  or  to  proceed  on  his  course. 

Mary  Avenel  availed  herself  of  his  state  of  suspense.  "  Hear  me," 
she  said,  "hear  me,  Halbert!— I  am  an  orphan,  and  even  Heaven 
hears  the  orphan — I  have  been  the  companion  of  your  infancy,  and  if 
you  will  not  hear  me  for  an  instant,  from  whom  may  Mary  Avenel 
claim  so  poor  a  boon  ?  " 

"  I  hear  you,"  said  Halbert  Glendinning,  "  but  be  brief,  dear  Mary 
— you  mistake  the  nature  of  my  business — it  is  but  a  morning  of 
summer  sport  which  we  propose." 

"  Say  not  thus,"  said  the  maiden,  interrupting  him,  "  say  not  thus 
to  me — others  thou  mayst  deceive,  but  me  thou  canst  not — There  has 
been  that  in  me  from  the  earliest  youth,  which  fraud  flies  from,  and 
which  imposture  cannot  deceive.  For  what  fate  has  given  me  such 
a  power  I  know  not;  but  bred  an  ignorant  maiden,  in  this  seques- 
tered valley,  mine  eyes  can  too  often  see  what  man  would  most  will- 
ingly hide — 1  can  judge  of  the  dark  purpose,  though  it  is  hid  under 
the  smiling  brow,  and  a  glance  of  the  eye  says  more  to  me  than  oaths 
and  protestations  do  to  others." 

"  Then,"  said  Halbert,  "  if  thou  canst  so  read  the  human  heart, — 
say,  clear  Mary — what  dost  thou  see  in  mine  ? — tell  me  that— say  that 
what  thou  seest — what  thou  readest  in  this  bosom,  does  not  offend 
thee— say  but  that,  and  thou  shalt  be  the  guide  of  my  actions,  and 
mould  me  now  and  henceforward  to  honour  or  to  dishonour  at  thy 
own  free  will !  " 

Mary  Avenel  became  first  red,  and  then  deadly  pale,  as  Halbert 
Glendinning  spoke.  But  when,  turning  round  at  the  close  of  his 
address,  he  took  her  hand,  she  gently  withdrew  it,  and  replied,  "  I 
cannot  read  the  heart,  Halbert,  and  I  would  not  of  my  will  know 
aught  of  yours,  save  what  beseems  us  both — I  only  can  judge  of  signs, 
words,  and  actions  of  little  outward  import,  more  truly  than  those 
around  me,  as  my  eyes,  thou  knowest,  have  seen  objects  not  present- 
ed to  those  of  others." 

"  Let  them  gaze  then  on  one  whom  they  shall  never  see  more,"  said 
Halbert,  once  more  turning  from  her,  and  rushing  out  of  the  court- 
yard without  again  looking  back. 

Mary  Avenel  gave  a  faint  scream,  and  clasped  both  her  hands  firmly 
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on  her  forehead  and  eyes.  She  had  been  a  minute  in  this  attitude, 
when  she  was  thus  greeted  by  a  voice  from  behind :  "  Generously 
done,  my  most  clement  Discretion,  to  hide  those  brilliant  eyes  from 
the  far  inferior  beams  which  even  now  begin  to  gild  the  eastern 
horizon — Certes,  peril  there  were  that  Phoebus,  outshone  in  splen- 
dour, might  in  very  shamefacedness  turn  back  his  car,  and  rather  leave 
the  world  in  darkness  than  incur  the  disgrace  of  such  an  encounter 
and— Credit  me,  lovely  Discretion " 

But  as  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  (the  reader  will  readily  set  down  these 
flowers  of  eloquence  to  the  proper  owner)  attempted  to  take  Mary 
Avenel's  hand,  in  order  to  proceed  in  nis  speech,  she  shook  him 
abruptly  off,  and  regarding  him  with  an  eye  which  evinced  terror  and 
agitation,  rushed  past  him  into  the  tower. 

The  knight  stood  looking  after  her  with  a  countenance  in  which 
contempt  was  strongly  mingled  with  mortification.  "  By  my  knight- 
hood ! "  he  ejaculated,  "  I  have  thrown  away  upon  this  rude  rustic 
Phidele  a  speech,  which  the  proudest  beauty  at  the  court  of  Felicia 
(so  let  me  call  the  Elysium  from  which  I  am  banished !)  might  have 
termed  the  very  matins  of  Cupid.  Hard  and  inexorable  was  the 
fate  that  sent  thee  thither,  Piercie  Shafton,  to  waste  thy  wit  upon 
country  wenches,  and  thy  valour  upon  hobnailed  clowns !  But  that 
insult — that  affront— had  it  been  offered  to  me  by  the  lowest  plebeian, 
he  must  have  died  for  it  by  my  hand,  in  respect  the  enormity  of  the 
offence  doth  countervail  the  inequality  of  him  by  whom  it  is  given. 
I  trust  I  shall  find  this  clownish  roisterer  not  less  willing  to  deal  in 
blows  than  in  taunts. " 

While  he  held  this  conversation  with  himself,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton 
was  hastening  to  the  little  tuft  of  birch-trees  which  had  been  assigned 
as  the  place  of  meeting.  He  greeted  his  antagonist  with  a  court- 
ly salutation,  followed  by  this  commentary :  "  I  pray  you  to  observe, 
that  I  doff  my  hat  to  you,  though  so  much  my  inferior  in  rank,  with- 
out derogation  on  my  part,  inasmuch  as  my  having  so  far  honoured 
you  in  receiving  and  admitting  your  defiance,  doth,  in  the  judgment 
of  the  best  martialists,  in  some  sort  and  for  the  time,  raise  you  to 
a  level  with  me — an  honour  which  you  may  and  ought  to  account 
cheaply  purchased,  even  with  the  loss  of  your  life,  if  such  should  chance 
to  be  the  issue  of  this  duello." 

"  For  which  condescension,"  said  Halbert,  "  I  have  to  thank  the 
token  which  I  presented  to  you." 

The  knight  changed  colour,  and  grinded  his  teeth  with  rage. 
"  Draw  your  weapon  ! "  said  he  to  Glendinning. 

"  Not  in  this  spot,"  answered  the  youth  ;  "  we  should  be  liable  to 
interruption — Follow  me,  and  I  will  bring  you  to  a  place  where  we 
shall  encounter  no  such  risk." 

He  proceeded  to  walk  up  the  glen,  resolving  that  their  place  of 
combat  should  be  in  the  entrance  of  the  Corri-nan-shian  ;  both  because 
the  spot,  lying  under  the  reputation  of  being  haunted,  was  very  little 
frequented,  and  also  because  he  regarded  it  as  a  place  which  to  him 
might  be  termed  fated,  and  which  he  therefore  resolved  should  wit- 
ness his  death  or  victory. 

They  walked  up  the  glen  for  some  time  in  silence,  like  honourable 
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enemies  who  did  not  wish  to  contend  with  words,  and  who  had 
nothing*  friendly  to  exchange  with  each  other.  Silence,  however, 
was  always  an  irksome  state  with  Sir  Piercie,  and,  moreover,  his 
anger  was  usually  a  hasty  and  shortlived  passion.  As,  therefore,  he 
went  forth,  in  his  own  idea,  in  all  love  and  honour  towards  his 
antagonist,  he  saw  not  any  cause  for  submitting  longer  to  the  painful 
restraint  of  positive  silence.  He  began  by  complimenting  Halbert' 
on  the  alert  activity  with  which  he  surmounted  the  obstacles  and 
impediments  of  the  way. 

"  Trust  me,"  said  he,  "  worthy  rustic,  we  have  not  a  lighter  or  a 
firmer  step  in  our  courtlike  revels,  and  if  duly  set  forth  by  a  silk 
hose,  and  trained  unto  that  stately  exercise,  your  leg  would  make  an 
indifferent  good  show  in  a  pavin  or  a  galliard.  And  I  doubt  nothing1," 
he  added,  "  that  you  have  availed  yourself  of  some  opportunity  to 
improve  yourself  in  the  art  of  fence,  which  is  more  akin  than  dancing 
to  our  present  purpose  ?  " 

"  I  know  nothing  more  of  fencing,"  said  Halbert,  "  than  hath  been 
taught  me  by  an  old  shepherd  of  ours,  called  Martin,  and  at  whiles  a 
lesson  from  Christie  of  the  Clinthill — for  the  rest,  I  must  trust  to 
good  sword,  strong  arm,  and  sound  heart.'1 

"  Marry  and  I  am  glad  of  it,  young  Audacity  (I  will  call  you  my 
Audacity,  and  you  will  call  me  your  Condescension,  while  we  are  on 
these  terms  of  unnatural  equality),  I  am  glad  of  your  ignorance  with 
all  my  heart.  For  we  martialists  proportion  the  punishments  which 
we  inflict  upon  our  opposites,  to  the  length  and  hazard  of  the  efforts 
wherewith  they  oppose  themselves  to  us.  And  I  see  not  why  you, 
being  but  a  tyro,  may  not  be  held  sufficiently  punished  for  your 
outrecuidance,  and  orgillous  presumption,  by  the  loss  of  an  ear,  an 
eye,  or  even  a  finger,  accompanied  by  some  flesh  wound  of  depth 
and  severity,  suited  to  your  error — whereas,  had  you  been  able  to 
stand  more  effectually  on  your  defence,  I  see  not  how  less  than  your 
life  could  have  atoned  sufficiently  for  your  presumption." 

"Now,  by  God  and  Our  Lady,"  said  Halbert,  unable  any  longer  to 
restrain  himself,  "  thou  art  thyself  over-presumptous,  who  speakest 
thus  daringly  of  the  issue  of  a  combat  which  is  not  yet  even  begun — 
Are  you  a  god,  that  you  already  dispose  of  my  life  and  limbs?  or  are 
you  a  judge  in  the  justice-air,  telling  at  your  ease  and  without  risk, 
how  the  head  and  quarters  of  a  condemned  criminal  are  to  be  dis- 
posed of?" 

"  Not  so,  O  thou,  whom  I  have  well  permitted  to  call  thyself  my 
Audacity?  I,  thy  Condescension,  am  neither  a  god  tt>  judge  the 
issue  of  the  combat  before  it  is  fought,  nor  a  judge  to  dispose  at  my 
ease  and  in  safety  of  the  limbs  and  head  of  a  condemned  criminal; 
but  I  am  an  indifferent  good  master  of  fence,  being  the  first  pupil  of 
the  first  master  of  the  first  school  of  fence  that  our  royal  England 
affords,  the  said  master  being  no  other  than  the  truly  noble,  and  all- 
unutterably-skilful  Vincentio  Saviola,  from  whom  I  learned  the  firm 
step,  quick  eye,  and  nimble  hand — of  which  qualities  thou,  O  my 
most  rustical  Audacity,  art  full  like  to  reap  the  fruits  so  soon  as  we 
shall  find  a  piece  of  ground  fitting  for  such  experiments." 

They  had  now  reached  the  gorge  of  the  ravine,  where  Halbert  had 
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at  first  intended  to  stop ;  but  when  he  observed  the  narrowness  of 
the  level  ground,  he  began  to  consider  that  it  was  only  by  superior 
agility  that  he  could  expect  to  make  up  his  deficiency  in  the  science, 
as  it  was  called,  of  defence.  He  found  no  spot  which  afforded 
sufficient  room  to  traverse  for  this  purpose,  until  he  gained  the  well- 
known  fountain,  by  whose  margin,  and  in  front  of  the  huge  rock 
from  which  it  sprung",  was  an  amphitheatre  of  level  turf,  of  small  space 
indeed,  compared  with  the  great  height  of  the  cliffs  with  which  it 
was  surrounded  on  every  point  save  that  from  which  the  rivulet 
issued  forth,  yet  large  enough  for  their  present  purpose. 

When  they  had  reached  this  spot  of  ground,  fitted  well  by  its  gloom 
and  sequestered  situation  to  be  a  scene  of  mortal  strife,  both  were 
surprised  to  observe  that  a  grave  was  dug  close  by  the  foot  of  the 
rock  with  great  neatness  and  regularity,  the  green  turf  being  laid 
down  upon  the  one  side,  and  the  earth  thrown  out  in  a  heap  upon 
the  other.     A  mattock  and  shovel  lay  by  the  verge  of  the  grave. 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton  bent  his  eye  with  unusual  seriousness  upon 
Halbert  Glen  dinning,  as  he  asked  him  sternly,  "  Does  this  bode 
treason,  young  man  ?  And  have  you  purpose  to  set  upon  me  here  as 
in  an  emboscata  or  place  of  vantage  ?" 

"  Not  on  my  part,  by  Heaven  !  "  answered  the  youth  :  "  I  told  no 
one  of  our  purpose,  nor  would  I  for  the  throne  of  Scotland  take  odds 
against  a  single  arm." 

"  I  believe  thou  wouldst  not,  mine  Audacity,"  said  the  knight, 
resuming  the  affected  manner  which  was  become  a  second  nature  to 
him  ;  "  nevertheless  this  fosse  is  curiously  well  shaped,  and  might 
be  the  masterpiece  of  Nature's  last  bed-maker,  I  would  say  the 
sexton — Wherefore,  let  us  be  thankful  to  chance  or  some  unknown 
friend,  who  hath  thus  provided  for  one  of  us  the  decencies  of  sepul- 
ture, and  let  us  proceed  to  determine  which  shall  have  the  advantage 
of  enjoying  this  place  of  undisturbed  slumber." 

So  saying,  he  stripped  off  his  doublet  and  cloak,  which  he  folded 
up  with  great  care,  and  deposited  upon  a  large  stone,  while  Halbert 
Glendinning,  not  without  some  emotion,  followed  his  example. 
Their  vicinity  to  the  favourite  haunt  of  the  White  Lady  led  him  to 
form  conjectures  concerning  the  incident  of  the  grave — "  It  must 
have  been  her  work ! "  he  thought ;  "  the  Spirit  foresaw  and  lias 
provided  for  the  fatal  event  of  the  combat — I  must  return  from  this 
place  a  homicide,  or  I  must  remain  here  for  ever ! " 

The  bridge  seemed  now  broken  down  behind  him,  and  the  chance 
of  coming  off  honourably  without  killing  or  being  killed  (the  hope 
of  which  issue  has  cheered  the  sinking  heart  of  many  a  duellist), 
seemed  now  altogether  to  be  removed.  Yet  the  very  desperation  of 
his  situation  gave  him,  on  an  instant's  reflection,  both  firmness  and 
courage,  and  presented  to  him  one  sole  alternative— conquest,  namely, 
or  death. 

"  As  we  are  here,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  "unaccompanied  by 
any  patrons  or  seconds,  it  were  well  you  should  pass  your  hand's 
over  my  side,  as  I  shall  over  yours ;  not  that  I  suspect  you  to  use 
any  quaint  device  of  privy  armour,  but  in  order  to  comply  with  the 
ancient  and  laudable  custom  practised  on  all  such  occasions." 
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While,  complying1  with  his  antagonist's  humour,  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning"  went  through  this  ceremony,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  did  not 
fail  to  solicit  his  attention  to  the  quality  and  fineness  of  his  wrought 
and  embroidered  shirt — "  In  this  very  shirt,"  said  he,  "  O  mine 
Audacity ! — I  say  in  this  very  garment,  in  which  I  am  now  to  combat 
a  Scottish  rustic  like  thyself,  it  was  my  envied  lot  to  lead  the  winning 
party  at  that  wondrous  match  at  ballon,  made  betwixt  the  divine 
Astrophel  (our  matchless  Sidney),  and  the  right  honourable  my 
very  good  lord  of  (^xford.  All  the  beauties  of  Felicia  (by  which 
name  I  distinguish  our  beloved  England)  stood  in  the  gallery,  waving 
their  kerchiefs  at  each  turn  of  the  game,  and  cheering  the  winners  by 
their  plaudits.  After  which  noble  sport  we  were  refreshed  by  a 
suitable  banquet,  whereat  it  pleased  the  noble  Urania  (being  the 
unmatched  Countess  of  Pembroke)  to  accommodate  me  with  her 
fan  for  the  cooling  my  somewhat  too  much  inflamed  visage,  to  re- 
quite which  courtesy,  I  said,  casting  my  features  into  a  smiling  yet 
melancholy  fashion,  O  divinest  Urania!  receive  again  that  too  fatal 
gift,  which  not  like  the  Zephyr  cooleth,  but  like  the  hot  breath  of 
the  Sirocco,  heateth  yet  more  that  which  is  already  inflamed.  Where- 
upon, looking  upon  me  somewhat  scornfully,  yet  not  so  but  what 
the  experienced  courtier  might  perceive  a  certain  cast  of  approbative 
affection " 

Here  the  knight  was  interrupted  by  Halbert,  who  had  waited  with 
courteous  patience  for  some  little  time,  till  he  found,  that  far  from 
drawing  to  a  close,  Sir  Piercie  seemed  rather  inclined  to  wax  prolix 
in  his  reminiscences. 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  youth,  "  if  this  matter  be  not  very  much  to 
the  purpose,  we  will,  if  you  object  not,  proceed  to  that  which  wTe  have 
in  hand.  You  should  have  abidden  in  England  had  you  desired  to 
waste  time  in  words,  for  here  we  spend  it  in  blows." 

"I  crave  your  pardon,  most  rusticated  Audacity,"  answered  Sir 
Piercie ;  "  truly  I  become  oblivious  of  everything  beside,  when  the 
recollections  of  the  divine  court  of  Felicia  press  upon  my  wakened 
memory,  even  as  a  saint  is  dazzled  when  he  bethinks  him  of  the 
beatific  vision.  Ah,  felicitous  Feliciana !  delicate  nurse  of  the  fair, 
chosen  abode  of  the  wise,  the  birthplace  and  cradle  of  nobility,  the 
temple  of  courtesy,  the  fane  of  sprightly  chivalry — Ah  heavenly  court, 
or  rather  courtly  heaven !  cheered  with  dances,  lulled  asleep  with 
harmony,  wakened  with  sprightly  sports  and  tourneys,  decored  with 
silks  and  tissues,  glittering  with  diamonds  and  jewels,  standing  on 
end  with  double-piled  velvets,  satins,  and  satinettas !  " 

"The  token,  Sir  Knight,  the  token!"  exclaimed  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning,  who,  impatient  of  Sir  Piercie's  interminable  oratory,  re- 
minded him  of  the  ground  of  their  quarrel,  as  the  best  way  to  compel 
him  to  the  purpose  of  their  meeting. 

And  he  judged  right ;  for  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  no  sooner  heard 
him  speak,  than  he  exclaimed,  "  Thy  death-hour  has  struck — betake 
thee  to  thy  sword — Via !  " 

Both  swords  were  unsheathed,  and  the  combatants  commenced 
their  engagement.  Halbert  became  immediately  aware,  that,  as  he 
had  expected,  he  was  far  inferior  to  his  adversary  in  the  use  of  his 


THE  MONASTERY  149 

weapon.  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  had  taken  no  more  than  his  own  share 
of  real  merit,  when  he  termed  himself  an  absolutely  good  fencer ; 
and  Glendinning  soon  found  that  he  should  have  great  difficulty  in 
escaping*  with  life  and  honour  from  such  a  master  of  the  sword.  The 
English  knight  was  master  of  all  the  mystery  of  the  stoccata,  im- 
brocala,  punto-reverso,  incartata,  and  so  forth,  which  the  Italian 
masters  of  defence  had  lately  introduced  into  general  practice.  But 
Glendinning,  on  his  part,  was  no  novice  in  the  principles  of  the  art, 
according  to  the  old  Scottish  fashion,  and  possessed  the  first  of  all 
qualities,  a  steady  and  collected  mind.  At  first,  being  desirous  to 
try  the  skill,  and  become  acquainted  with  the  play  of  his  enemy,  he 
stood  on  his  defence,  keeping  his  foot,  hand,  eye,  and  body,  in  per- 
fect unison,  and  holding  his  sword  short,  and  with  the  point  towards 
his  antagonist's  face,  so  that  Sir  Piercie,  in  order  to  assail  him,  was 
obliged  to  make  actual  passes,  and  could  not  avail  himself  of  his  skill 
in  making  feints ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  Halbert  was  prompt  to 
parry  these  attacks,  either  by  shifting  his  ground,  or  with  the  sword. 
The  consequence  was,  that  after  two  or  three  sharp  attempts  on  the 
part  of  Sir  Piercie,  which  were  evaded  or  disconcerted  by  the  address 
of  his  opponent,  he  began  to  assume  the  defensive  in  his  turn,  fear- 
ful of  giving  some  advantage  by  being  repeatedly  the  assailant.  But 
Halbert  was  too  cautious  to  press  on  a  swordsman,  whose  dexterity  had 
already  more  than  once  placed  him  within  a  hair's-breadth  of  death, 
which  he  had  only  escaped  by  uncommon  watchfulness  and  agility. 

When  each  had  made  a  feint  or  two,  there  was  a  pause  in  the  con- 
flict, both  as  if  by  one  assent  dropping  their  swords'  point,  and  looking 
on  each  other  for  a  moment  without  speaking.  At  length  Halbert 
Glendinning,  who  felt  perhaps  more  uneasy  on  account  of  his  family 
than  he  had  done  before  he  had  displayed  his  own  courage,  and 
proved  the  strength  of  his  antagonist,  could  not  help  saying,  "  Is  the 
subject  of  our  quarrel,  Sir  Knight,  so  mortal,  that  one  of  our  two 
bodies  must  needs  fill  up  that  grave  ?  or  may  we  with  honour,  having 
proved  ourselves  against  each  other,  sheathe  our  swords  and  depart 
friends  ?  " 

"  Valiant  and  most  rustical  Audacity,"  said  the  Southron  knight, 
"  to  no  man  on  earth  could  you  have  put  a  question  on  the  code  of 
honour  who  was  more  capable  of  rendering  you  a  reason.  Let  us 
pause  for  the  space  of  one  venue,  until  I  give  you  my  opinion  on  this 
dependence  ; 1  for  certain  it  is,  that  brave  men  should  not  run  upon 
their  fate  like  brute  and  furious  wild  beasts,  but  should  slay  each 
other  deliberately,  decently,  and  with  reason.  Therefore,  if  we  coolly 
examine  the  state  of  our  dependence,  we  may  the  better  apprehend 
whether  the  sisters  three  have  doomed  one  of  us  to  expiate  the  same 
with  his  blood — Dost  thou  understand  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  Father  Eustace,"  said  Halbert,  after  a  moment's 
recollection,  "  speak  of  the  three  furies,  with  their  thread  and  their 
shears." 

"Enough — enough,"  interrupted  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  crimsoning 
with  a  new  fit  of  rage,  "  the  thread  of  thy  life  is  spun ! " 

1  Dependence—A  phrase  among  the  brethren  of  the  sword  for  an  existing  quarrel. 
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And  with  these  words  he  attacked  with  the  utmost  ferocity  the 
Scottish  youth.,  who  had  but  just  time  to  throw  himself  into  a  posture 
of  defence.  But  the  rash  fury  of  the  assailant,  as  frequently  happens, 
disappointed  its  own  purpose;  for,  as  he  made  a  desperate  thrust, 
Halbert  Glendinning  avoided  it,  and  ere  the  knight  could  recover 
his  weapon,  requited  him  (to  use  his  own  language)  with  a  resolute 
stoccata,  which  passed  through  his  body,  and  Sir  Fiercie  Shafton 
fell  to  the  ground. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Yes,  life  hath  left  him — every  busy  thought, 
Each  fiery  passion,  every  strong  affection, 
All  sense  of  outward  ill  and  inward  sorrow, 
Are  fled  at  once  frrm  the  pale  trunk  before  me  ; 
And  I  have  given  that  which  spoke  and  moved, 
Thought  acted,  suffer 'd  as  a  living  man, 
To  be  a  ghastly  form  of  bloody  clay, 
Soon  the  foul  food  for  reptiles. 

Old  Play. 

I  believe  few  successful  duellists  (if  the  word  successful  can  be 
applied  to  a  superiority  so  fatal)  have  beheld  their  dead  antagonist 
stretched  on  the  earth  at  their  feet,  without  wishing  they  could 
redeem  with  their  own  blood  that  which  it  has  been  their  fate  to 
spill.  Least  of  all  could  such  indifference  be  the  lot  of  so  young  a 
man  as  Halbert  Glendinning,  who,  unused  to  the  sight  of  human 
blood,  was  not  only  struck  with  sorrow  but  with  terrpr,  when  he  be- 
held Sir  Piercie  Shafton  lie  stretched  on  the  greensward  before 
him,  vomiting  gore  as  if  impelled  by  the  strokes  of  a  pump.  He 
threw  his  bloody  sword  on  the  ground,  and  hastened  to  kneel  down 
and  support  him,  vainly  striving,  at  the  same  time,  to  stanch  his 
wound,  which  seemed  rather  to  bleed  inwTardly  than  externally. 

The  unfortunate  knight  spoke  at  intervals,  when  the  syncope 
would  permit  him,  and  his  wrords,  so  far  as  intelligible,  partook  of  his 
affected  and  conceited,  yet  not  ungenerous  character. 

"Most  rustical  youth,"  he  said,  "  thy  fortune  hath  prevailed  over 
knightly  skill — and  Audacity  hath  overcome  Condescension,  even  as 
the  kite  hath  sometimes  hawked  at  and  struck  down  the  falcon- 
gentle. — Fly  and  save  thyself! — Take  my  purse— it  is  in  the  nether 
pocket  of  my  carnation-coloured  hose— and  is  worth  a  clown's  accept- 
ance. See  that  my  mails,  with  my  vestments,  be  sent  to  the  Mon- 
astery of  St  Mary's"— (here  his  voice  grew  weak,  and  his  mind  and 
recollection  seemed  to  waver)— "I  bestow  the  cut  velvet  jerkin,  with 
close  breeches  conforming— for — oh! — the  good  of  my  soul." 

"Be  of  good  comfort,  sir,"  said  Halbert.  half  distracted  with  his 
agony  of  pity  and  remorse.  "  I  trust  you  shall  yet  do  well— Oh  for 
a  leech ! " 

"  Were  there  twenty  physicians,  O  most  generous  Audacity,  and 
that  were  a  grave  spectacle — I  might  not  survive,  my  life  is  ebbing 
fast. — Commend  me  to  the  rustical  nymph  whom  I  called  my  Dis- 
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cretion — O  Claridina  ! — true  empress  of  this  bleeding  heart — which 
now  bleedeth  in  sad  earnest ! — Place  me  on  the  ground  at  my  length, 
most  rustical  victor,  born  to  quench  the  pride  of  the  burning  light  of 
the  most  felicitous  court  of  Feliciana — O  saints  and  angels— knights 
and  ladies — masques  and  theatres — quaint  devices — chain-work  and 
broidery — love,  honour,  and  beauty  ! " 

While  muttering  these  last  words,  which  slid  from  him  as  it  were 
unawares,  while  doubtless  he  was  recalling  to  mind  the  glories  of 
the  English  court,  the  gallant  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  stretched  out  his 
limbs — groaned  deeply,  shut  his  eyes,  and  became  motionless. 

The  victor  tore  his  hair  for  very  sorrow,  as  he  looked  on  the  pale 
countenance  of  his  victim.  Life,  he  thought,  had  not  utterly  fled, 
but  without  better  aid  than  his  own,  he  saw  not  how  it  could  be 
preserved. 

"  Why,''  he  exclaimed,  in  vain  penitence,  "  why  did  I  provoke  him 
to  an  issue  so  fatal !  Would  to  God  I  had  submitted  to  the  worst 
insult  man  could  receive  from  man,  rather  than  be  the  bloody  in- 
strument of  this  bloody  deed— and  doubly  cursed  be  this  evil-boding 
spot,  which,  haunted  as  I  knew  it  to  be  by  a  witch  or  a  devil,  I  yet 
chose  for  the  place  of  combat !  In  any  other  place,  save  this,  there 
had  been  help  to  be  gotten  by  speed  of  foot,  or  by  uplifting  of  voice 
— but  here  there  is  no  one  to  be  found  by  search,  no  one  to  hear  my 
shouts,  save  the  evil  spirit  who  has  counselled  this  mischief.  It  is 
not  her  hour — I  will  essay  the  spell  howsoever  ;  and  if  she  can  give 
me  aid,  she  shall  do  it,  or  know  of  what  a  madman  is  capable  even 
against  those  of  another  world  !  " 

He  spurned  his  bloody  shoe  from  his  foot,  and  repeated  the  spell 
with  which  the  reader  is  well  acquainted  ;  but  there  was  neither  voice, 
apparition,  nor  signal  of  answer.  The  youth,  in  the  impatience 
of  his  despair,  and  with  the  rash  hardihood  which  formed  the  basis  of 
his  character,  shouted  aloud,  "Witch — Sorceress — Fiend! — art  thou 
deaf  to  my  cries  of  help,  and  so  ready  to  appear  and  answer  those  of 
vengeance  ?  Arise  and  speak  to  me,  or  I  will  choke  up  thy  fountain, 
tear  down  thy  holly-bush,  and  leave  thy  haunt  as  waste  and  bare  as 
thy  fatal  assistance  has  made  me  waste  of  comfort  and  bare  of 
counsel !  " — This  furious  and  raving  invocation  was  suddenly  inter- 
rupted by  a  distant  sound,  resembling  a  hollo,  from  the  gorge  of  the 
ravine.  "  Now  may  Saint  Mary  be  praised,"  said  the  youth,  hastily 
fastening  his  saildal,  "  I  hear  the  voice  of  some  living  man,  who  may 
give  me  counsel  and  help  in  this  fearful  extremity.'] 

Having  donned  his  sandal,  Halbert  Glendinning,  hallooing  at 
intervals,  in  answer  to  the  sound  which  he  had  heard,  ran  with  the 
speed  of  a  hunted  buck  down  the  rugged  defile,  as  if  paradise  had 
been  before  him,  hell  and  all  her  furies  behind,  and  his  eternal 
happiness  or  misery  had  depended  upon  the  speed  which  he  exerted. 
In  a  space  incredibly  short  for  any  one  but  a  Scottish  mountaineer, 
having  his  nerves  strung  by  the  deepest  and  most  passionate  inte- 
rest, the  youth  reached  the  entrance  of  the  ravine,  through  which 
the  rill  that  flows  down  Corri-nan-shian  discharges  itself,  and  unites 
with  the  brook  that  waters  the  little  valley  of  Glendearg. 

Here  he  paused,  and  looked  around  hinmipwards  and  downwards 
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through  the  glen,  without  perceiving'  a  human  form.  His  heart  sank 
within  him.  But  the  windings  of  the  glen  intercepted  his  prospect, 
and  the  person,  whose  voice  he  had  heard,  might,  therefore,  be  at  no 
great  distance,  though  not  obvious  to  his  sight.  The  branches  of  an 
oak-tree,  which  shot  straight  out  from  the  face  of  a  tall  cliff,  proffered 
to  his  bold  spirit,  steady  head,  and  active  limbs,  the  means  of  ascend- 
ing it  as  a  place  of  out-look,  although  the  enterprise  was  what  most 
men  would  have  shrunk  from.  But  by  one  bound  from  the  earth, 
the  active  youth  caught  hold  of  the  lower  branch,  and  swung 
himself  up  into  the  tree,  and  in  a  minute  more  gained  the  top  of  the 
cliff,  from  which  he  could  easily  descry  a  human  figure  descending 
the  valley.  It  was  not  that  of  a  shepherd  or  of  a  hunter,  and  scarcely 
any  others  used  to  traverse  this  deserted  solitude,  especially  coming 
from  the  north,  since  the  reader  may  remember  that  the  brook  took 
its  rise  from  an  extensive  and  dangerous  morass  which  lay  in  that 
direction. 

But  Halbert  Glendinning  did  not  pause  to  consider  who  the  tra- 
veller might  be,  or  what  might  be  the  purpose  of  his  journey.  To 
know  that  he  saw  a  human  being,  and  might  receive,  in  the  extremity 
of  his  distress,  the  countenance  and  advice  of  a  fellow-creature,  was 
enough  for  him  at  the  moment.  He  threw  himself  from  the  pinnacle 
of  the  cliff  once  more  into  the  arms  of  the  projecting^ oak-tree,  whose 
boughs  waved  in  middle  air,  anchored  by  the  roots  in  a  huge  rift  or 
chasm  of  the  rock.  Catching  at  the  branch  which  was  nearest  to 
him,  he  dropped  himself  from  that  height  upon  the  ground;  and 
such  was  the  athletic  springiness  of  his  youthful  sinews,  that  he 
pitched  there  as  lightly,  and  with  as  little  injury,  as  the  falcon  stoop- 
ing from  her  wheel. 

To  resume  his  race  at  full  speed  up  the  glen,  was  the  work  of  an 
instant ;  and  as  he  turned  angle  after  angle  of  the  indented  banks  of 
the  valley,  without  meeting  that  which  he  sought,  he  became  half 
afraid  that  the  form  which  he  had  seen  at  such  a  distance  had  already 
melted  into  thin  air,  and  was  either  a  deception  of  his  own  imagina- 
tion, or  of  the  elementary  spirits  by  which  the  valley  was  supposed 
to  be  haunted. 

But,  to  his  inexpressible  joy,  as  he  turned  round  the  base  of  a  huge 
and  distinguished  crag,  he  saw,  straight  before  and  very  near  to  him, 
a  person,  whose  dress,  as  he  viewed  it  hastily,  resembled  that  of  a 
pilgrim. 

JHe  was  a  man  in  advanced  life,  and  wearing  a  long  beard,  having 
on  his  head  a  large  slouched  hat,  without  either  band  or  brooch.  His 
dress  was  a  tunic  of  black  serge,  which,  like  those  commonly  called 
hussar-cloaks,  had  an  upper  part,  which  covered  the  arms  and  fell 
down  on  the  lower;  a  small  scrip  and  bottle,  which  hung  at  his 
back,  with  a  stout  staff  in  his  hand,  completed  his  equipage.  His 
step  was  feeble,  like  that  of  one  exhausted  by  a  toilsome  iourney. 

"  Save  ye,  good  father  !  "  said  the  youth.  "  God  and  Our  Lady 
have  sent  you  to  my  assistance." 

"  And  in  what,  my  son,  can  so  frail  a  creature  as  I  am  be  of  service 
to  you  ?  "  said  the  old  man,  not  a  little  surprised  at  being  thus  accosted 
by  so  handsome  a  youth,  his  features  discomposed  by  anxiety,  his 
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face  flushed  with  exertion,  his  hands  and  much  of  his  dress  stained 
with  blood. 

"  A  man  bleeds  to  death  in  the  valley  here,  hard  by.  Come  with  me 
■ — come  with  me !  You  are  aged — you  have  experience — you  have  at 
least  your  senses — and  mine  have  well-nigh  left  me." 

"  A  man — and  bleeding  to  death — and  here  in  this  desolate  spot !  " 
said  the  stranger. 

"Stay  not  to  question  it,  father,"  said  the  youth,  "but  come 
instantly  to  his  rescue.  Follow  me — follow  me,  without  an  instant's 
delay." 

"  Nay,  but,  my  son,"  said  the  old  man,  "  we  do  not  lightly  follow 
the  guides  who  present  themselves  thus  suddenly  in  the  bosom  of  a 
howling  wilderness.  Ere  I  follow  thee,  thou  must  expound  to  me 
thy  name,  thy  purpose,  and  thy  cause." 

"  There  is  no  time  to  expound  anything,"  said  Halbert ;  "  I  tell 
thee  a  man's  life  is  at  stake,  and  thou  must  come  to  aid  him,  or  I  will 
carry  thee  thither  by  force ! " 

"  Nay,  thou  shalt  not  need,"  said  the  traveller ;  "  if  it  indeed  be  as 
thou  sayest,  I  will  follow  thee  of  free-will — the  rather  that  I  am  not 
wholly  unskilled  in  leech-craft,  and  have  in  my  scrip  that  which  may 
do  thy  friend  a  service — Yet  walk  more  slowly,  1  pray  thee,  for  I  am 
already  well-nigh  forespent  with  travel." 

With  the  indignant  impatience  of  the  fiery  steed  when  compelled 
by  his  rider  to  keep  pace  with  some  slow  drudge  upon  the  highway, 
Halbert  accompanied  the  wayfarer,  burning  with  anxiety  which  he 
endeavoured  to  subdue,  that  he  might  not  alarm  his  companion,  who 
was  obviously  afraid  to  trust  him.  When  they  reached  the  place 
where  they  were  to  turn  off  the  wider  glen  into  the  Corri,  the 
traveller  made  a  doubtful  pause,  as  if  unwilling  to  leave  the  broader 
path.  "  Young  man,"  he  said,  "  if  thou  meanest  aught  but  good  to 
these  grey  hairs,  thou  wilt  gain  little  by  thy  cruelty— 1  have  no 
earthly  treasure  to  tempt  either  robber  or  murderer." 

"  And  I,"  said  the  youth,  "  am  neither — and  yet — God  of  Heaven  ! 
—I  may  be  a  murderer,  unless  your  aid  comes  in  time  to  this  wounded 
wretch ! " 

"  Is  it  even  so?"  said  the  traveller ;  "  and  do  human  passions  disturb 
the  breast  of  nature  even  in  her  deepest  solitude  ? — Yet  why  should 
I  marvel  that  where  darkness  abides  the  works  of  darkness  should 
abound  ? — By  its  fruits  is  the  tree  known— Lead  on,  unhappy  youth — 
I  follow  thee!" 

And  with  better  will  to  the  journey  than  he  had  evinced  hitherto, 
the  stranger  exerted  himself  to  the  uttermost,  and  seemed  to  forget 
his  own  fatigue  in  his  efforts  to  keep  pace  with  his  impatient  guide. 

What  was  the  surprise  of  Halbert  Glendinning,  when,  upon 
arriving  at  the  fatal  spot,  he  saw  no  appearance  of  the  body  of  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton !  The  traces  of  the  fray  were  otherwise  sufficiently 
visible.  The  knight's  cloak  had  indeed  vanished  as  well  as  his  body, 
but  his  doublet  remained  where  he  had  laid  it  down,  and  the  turf  on 
which  he  had  been  stretched  was  stained  with  blood  in  many  a  dark 
crimson  spot. 

As  he  gazed  round  him  in  terror  and  astonishment,  Halberi's  eyes 
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fell  upon  the  place  of  sepulture  which  had  so  lately  appeared  to  gape 
for  a  victim.  It  was  no  longer  open,  and  it  seemed  that  earth  had 
received  the  expected  tenant ;  for  the  usual  narrow  hillock  was  piled 
over  what  had  lately  been  an  open  grave,  and  the  green  sod  was 
adjusted  over  all  with  the  accuracy  of  au  experienced  sexton.  Hal- 
bert  stood  aghast.  The  idea  rushed  on  his  mind  irresistibly,  that  the 
earth-heap  before  him  enclosed  what  had  lately  been  a  living,  moving, 
and  sentient  fellow-creature,  whom,  on  little  provocation,  his  fell 
act  had  reduced  to  a  clod  of  the  vallev,  as  senseless  and  as  cold  as 
the  turf  under  which  he  rested.  The  hand  that  scooped  the  grave 
had  completed  its  work;  and  whose  hand  could  it  be  save  that  of  the 
mysterious  being  of  doubtful  quality,  whom  his  rashness  had  invoked, 
and  whom  he  had  suffered  to  intermingle  in  his  destinies? 

As  he  stood  with  clasped  hands  and  uplifted  eyes,  bitterly  rueing 
his  rashness,  he  was  roused  by  the  voice  of  the  stranger,  whose 
suspicions  of  his  guide  had  again  been  awakened  by  finding  the 
scene  so  different  from  what  Hal  her  t  had  led  him  to  expect. — "  Young 
man,"  he  said,  "  hast  thou  baited  thy  tongue  with  falsehood  to  cut 
perhaps  only  a  few  days  from  the  life  of  one  whom  Nature  will  soou 
call  home,  without  guilt  on  thy  part  to  hasten  his  journey  ?  " 

"By  the  blessed  Heaven! — by  our  dear  Lady!"  ejaculated  Hal- 
bert 

"  Swear  not  all!  "  said  the  stranger,  interrupting  him,  "neither  by 
Heaven,  for  it  is  God's  throne,  nor  by  earth,  for  it  is  his  footstool — 
nor  by  the  creatures  whom  he  hath  made,  for  they  are  but  earth  and 
clay  as  we  are.  Let  thy  yea  be  yea.  and  thy  nay  nay.  Tell  me  in  a 
word,  why  and  for  what  purpose  thou  hast  feigned  a  tale,  to  lead  a 
bewildered  traveller  yet  farther  astray?" 

"As  I  am  a  Christian  man,"  said  Glendinning,  "I  left  him  here 
bleeding  to  death — and  now  I  nowhere  spy  him,  and  much  I  doubt 
that  the  tomb  that  thou  seest  has  closed  on  his  mortal  remains ! " 

"And  who  is  he  for  whose  fate  thou  art  so  anxious?  "  said  the 
stranger;  "or  how  is  it  possible  that  this  wounded  man  could  have 
been  either  removed  from,  or  interred  in,  a  place  so  solitary  ?  " 

"His  name,"  said  Ilalbert,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "  is  Piercie 
Shafton — there,  on  that  very  spot,  I  left  him  bleeding;  and  what 
power  has  conveyed  him  hence,  I  know  no  more  than  thou  dost." 

"  Piercie  Shafton  ? "  said  the  stranger ;  "  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  of 
Wilverton,  a  kinsman,  as  it  is  said,  of  the  great  Piercie  of  Northum- 
berland ?  If  thou  hast  slain  him,  to  return  to  the  territories  of  the 
proud  Abbot  is  to  give  thy  neck  to  the  gallows.  He  is  well  known 
that  Piercie  Shafton  ;  the  meddling  tool  of  wiser  plotters — a  hare- 
brained trafficker  in  treason — a  champion  of  the  Pope,  employed  as 
a  forlorn  hope  by  those  more  politic  heads,  who  have  more  will  to 
work  mischief,  than  valour  to  encounter  danger.  Come  with  me,| 
youth,  and  save  thyself  from  the  evil  consequences  of  this  deed — Guide 
me  to  the  Castle  of  Avenel,  and  thy  reward  shall  be  protection  and 
safety." 

Again  Halbert  paused,  and  summoned  his  mind  to  a  hasty  council. 
The  vengeance  with  which  the  Abbot  was  likely  to  visit  the  slaughter 
of  Shafton,  his  friend,  and  in  some  measure  his  guest,  was  likely  to 
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be  severe ;  yet,  in  the  various  contingencies  which  he  had  considered 
previous  to  their  duel,  he  had  unaccountably  omitted  to  reflect  what 
was  to  be  his  line  of  conduct  in  case  of  Sir  Piercie  falling  by  his 
hand.  If  he  returned  to  Glendearg,  he  was  sure  to  draw  on  his 
whole  family,  including  Mary  Avenel,  the  resentment  of  the  Abbot 
and  community,  whereas  it  was  possible  that  flight  might  make  hi m 
be  regarded  as  the  sole  author  of  the  deed,  and  might  avert  the  in- 
dignation of  the  monks  from  the  rest  of  the  inhabitants  of  his  paternal 
tower.  Halbert  recollected  also  the  favour  expressed  for  the  house- 
hold, and  especially  for  Edward,  by  the  Sub-Prior ;  and  he  conceived 
that  he  could,  by  communicating  his  own  guilt  to  that  worthy  eccle- 
siastic, when  at  a  distance  from  Glendearg,  secure  his  powerful  inter- 
position in  favour  of  his  family.  These  thoughts  rapidly  passed 
through  his  mind,  and  he  determined  on  flight.  The  stranger's 
company  and  his  promised  protection  came  in  aid  of  that  resolution  ; 
but  he  was  unable  to  reconcile  the  invitation  which  the  old  man  gave 
him  to  accompany  him  for  safety  to  the  Castle  of  Avenel,  with  the 
connections  of  Julian,  the  present  usurper  of  that  inheritance. 
"  Good  father,"  he  said,  "  I  fear  that  you  mistake  the  man  with  whom 
you  wish  me  to  harbour.  Avenel  guided  Piercie  Shafton  into 
Scotland,  and  his  henchman,  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  brought  the 
Southron  hither." 

"  Of  that,"  said  the  old  man,  "I  am  well  aware.  Yet  if  thou  wilt 
trust  to  me,  as  I  have  shown  no  reluctance  to  confide  in  thee,  thou 
shalt  find  with  Julian  Avenel  welcome,  or  at  least  safety." 

"  Father,"  replied  Halbert,  "  though  I  can  ill  reconcile  what  thou 
sayest  with  what  Julian  Avenel  hath"  done,  yet  caring  little  about  the 
safety  of  a  creature  so  lost  as  myself,  and  as  thy  words  seem  those  of 
truth  and  honesty,  and  finally,  as  thou  didst  render  thyself  frankly 
up  to  my  conduct,  1  will  return  the  confidence  thou  hast  shown,  and 
accompany  thee  to  the  Castle  of  Avenel  by  a  road  which  thou  thyself 
couldst  never  have  discovered."  He  led  the  way,  and  the  old  man 
followed  for  some  time  in  silence. 


CHAPTER    XXIII. 

Tis  when  the  wound  is  stiffening  with  the  cold, 
The  warrior  first  feels  pain — 'tis  when  the  heat 
And  fiery  fever  of  his  soul  is  pass'd, 
The  sinner  feels  remorse. 

Old  Play. 

The  feelings  of  compunction  with  which  Halbert  Glendinning  was 
visited  upon  this  painful  occasion,  were  deeper  than  belonged  to  an 
age  and  country  in  which  human  life  was  held  so  cheap.  They  fell 
far  short  certainly  of  those  which  might  have  afflicted  a  mind 
regulated  by  better  religious  precepts,  and  more  strictly  trained 
under  social  laws ;  but  still  they  were  deep  and  severely  felt,  and 
divided  in  Halbert's  heart  even  the  regret  with  which  he  parted  from 
Mary  Avenel  and  the  tower  of  his  fathers. 
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The  old  traveller  walked  silently  by  his  side  for  some  time,  and 
then  addressed  him : — "  My  son,  it  has  been  said  that  sorrow  must 
speak  or  die — Why  art  thou  so  much  cast  down  ? — Tell  me  thy  un- 
happy tale,  and  it  may  be  that  my  grey  head  may  devise  counsel  and 
aid  for  your  young  life." 

"  Alas  ! "  said  Halbert  Glendinning,  "  can  you  wonder  why  I  am 
cast  down? — I  am  at  this  instant  a  fugitive  from  my  father's  house, 
from  my  mother,  and  from  my  friends,  and  I  bear  on  my  head  thei 
blood  of  a  man  who  injured  me  but  in  idle  words,  which  I  have  thus 
bloodily  requited.  My  heart  now  tells  me  I  have  done  evil — it  were; 
harder  than  these  rocks  if  it  could  bear  unmoved  the  thought,  that  I 
have  sent  this  man  to  a  long"  account,  unhouseled  and  unshrieved ! " 

"Pause  there,  my  son,"  said  the  traveller.  "  That  thou  hast  de- 
faced God's  image  in  thy  neighbour's  person — that  thou  hast  sent 
dust  to  dust  in  idle  wrath  or  idler  pride,  is  indeed  a  sin  of  the  deepest 
dve — that  thou  hast  cut  short  the  space  which  Heaven  might  have 
allowed  him  for  repentance,  makes  it  yet  more  deadly — but  for  all 
this  there  is  balm  in  Gilead." 

"  I  understand  you  not,  father,"  said  Halbert,  struck  by  the  solemn 
tone  which  was  assumed  by  his  companion. 

The  old  man  proceeded.  "  Thou  hast  slain  thine  enemy— it  was  a 
cruel  deed  :  thou  hast  cut  him  off  perchance  in  his  sins — it  is  a  fearful 
aggravation.  Do  yet  by  my  counsel,  and  in  lieu  of  him  whom  thou 
hast  perchance  consigned  to  the  kingdom  of  Satan,  let  thine  efforts 
wrest  another  subject  from  the  reign  of  the  Evil  One." 

"  I  understand  you,  father,"  said  Halbert ;  "  thou  wouldst  have  me 
atone  for  my  rashness  by  doing  service  to  the  soul  of  my  adversary 
— But  how  may  this  be  ?  I  have  no  money  to  purchase  masses,  ana 
gladly  would  I  go  barefoot  to  the  Holy  Land  to  free  his  spirit  from 
purgatory,  only  that " 

"  My  son,"  said  the  old  man,  interrupting  him,  "  the  sinner  for 
whose  redemption  I  entreat  you  to  labour,  is  not  the  dead  but  the 
living.  It  is  not  for  the  soul  of  thine  enemy  I  would  exhort  thee  to 
pray — that  has  already  had  its  final  doom  from  a  Judge  as  merciful 
as  He  is  just ;  nor,  wert  thou  to  coin  that  rock  into  ducats,  and  obtain 
a  mass  for  each  one,  would  it  avail  the  departed  spirit.  Where  the 
tree  hath  fallen,  it  must  lie.  But  the  sapling,  which  hath  in  it  yet 
the  vigour  and  juice  of  life,  may  be  bended  to  the  point  to  which  it 
ought  to  incline." 

"  Art  thou  a  priest,  father  ?  "  said  the  young  man,  "  or  by  what 
commission  dost  thou  talk  of  such  high  matters  ?  " 

"  By  that  of  my  Almighty  Master,"  said  the  traveller,  "  under 
whose  banner  I  am  an  enlisted  soldier." 

Halbert's  acquaintance  with  religious  matters  was  no  deeper  than 
could  be  derived  from  the  Archbishop  of  St  Andrew's  Catechism,  and 
the  pamphlet  called  the  Twa-pennie  Faith,  both  which  were  indus- 
triously circulated  and  recommended  by  the  monks  of  Saint  Mary's. 
Yet,  however  indifferent  and  superficial  a  theologian,  he  began  to 
suspect  that  he  was  now  in  company  with  one  of  the  gospellers,  or 
heretics,  before  whose  influence  the  ancient  system  of  religion  now 
tottered  to  the  very  foundation.    Bred  up,  as  may  well  be  presumed, 
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in  a  holy  horror  against  these  formidable  sectaries,  the  youth's  first 
feelings  were  those  of  a  loyal  and  devoted  church  vassal.  "  Old 
man,"  he  said,  "  wert  thou  able  to  make  good  with  thy  hand  the 
words  that  thy  tongue  hath  spoken  against  our  Holy  Mother  Church, 
we  should  have  tried  upon  this  moor  which  of  our  creeds  hath  the 
better  champion." 

"Nay,"  said  the  stranger,  "if  thou  art  a  true  soldier  of  Rome,  thou 
wilt  not  pause  from  thy  purpose  because  thou  hast  the  odds  of  years 
and  of  strength  on  thy  side.  Hearken  to  me,  my  son.  I  have  showed 
thee  how  to  make  thy  peace  with  Heaven,  and  thou  hast  rejected  my 
proffer.  I  will  now  show  thee  how  thou  shalt  make  thy  reconcilia- 
tion with  the  powers  of  this  world.  Take  this  grey  head  from  the 
frail  body  which  supports  it,  and  carry  it  to  the  chair  of  proud  Abbot 
Boniface;  and  when  thou  tellest  him  thou  hast  slain  Piercie  Shafton, 
and  his  ire  rises  at  the  deed,  lay  the  head  of  Henry  Warden  at  his 
foot,  and  thou  shalt  have  praise  instead  of  censure." 

Halbert  Glendinning  stepped  back  in  surprise.  What !  are  you 
that  Henry  Warden  so  famous  among  the  heretics,  that  even  Knox's 
name  is  scarce  more  frequently  in  their  mouths  ?  Art  thou  he,  and 
darest  thou  to  approach  the  Halidome  of  Saint  Mary's  ?  " 

"  I  am  Henry  Warden  of  a  surety,"  said  the  old  man,  "  far  un- 
worthy to  be  named  in  the  same  breath  with  Knox,  but  yet  willing 
to  venture  on  whatever  dangers  my  Master's  service  may  call  me  to." 

"  Hearken  to  me,  then,"  said  Halbert ;  "  to  slay  thee,  I  have  no 
heart — to  make  thee  prisoner,  were  equally  to  bring  thy  blood  on  my 
head — to  leave  thee  in  this  wild  without  a  guide,  were  little  better. 
I  will  conduct  thee,  as  I  promised,  in  safety  to  the  Castle  of  Avenel ; 
but  breathe  not,  while  we  are  on  the  journey,  a  word  against  the 
doctrines  of  the  Holy  Church  of  which  I  am  an  unworthy — but  though 
an  ignorant,  a  zealous  member. — When  thou  art  there  arrived,  beware 
of  thyself— there  is  a  high  price  upon  thy  head,  and  Julian  Avenel 
oves  the  glance  of  gold  bonnet-pieces."  1 

r<  Yet  thou  sayest  not,"  answered  the  Protestant  preacher,  for  such 
he  was,  "  that  for  lucre  he  would  sell  the  blood  of  his  guest  ?  " 

"Not  if  thou  comest  an  invited  stranger,  relying  on  his  faith,"  said 
he  youth ;  "  evil  as  Julian  may  be,  he  dare  not  break  the  rites  of 
hospitality ;  for,  loose  as  we  on  these  marches  may  be  in  all  other 
ties,  these  are  respected  amongst  us  even  to  idolatry,  and  his  nearest 
relations  would  think  it  incumbent  on  them  to  spill  his  blood  them- 
selves, to  efface  the  disgrace  such  treason  would  bring  upon  their 
name  and  lineage.  But  if  thou  goest  self-invited,  and  without 
assurance  of  safety,  I  promise  thee  thy  risk  i3  great." 

"  I  am  in  God's  hand,"  answered  the  preacher ;  "  it  is  on  His 
errand  that  I  traverse  these  wilds  amidst  dangers  of  every  kind ; 
while  I  am  useful  for  my  Master's  service,  they  shall  not  prevail 
against  me ;  and  when,  like  the  barren  fig-tree,  I  can  no  longer  pro- 
luce  fruit,  what  imports  it  when  or  by  whom  the  axe  is  laid  to  the  root?" 

u  Your  courage  and  devotion,"  said  Glendinning,  "  are  worthy  of 
abetter  cause." 

1  A  gold  coin  of  James  V.,  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Scottish  series;  so  called 
Decause  the  effigies  of  the  sovereign  is  represented  wearing  a  bonnet. 
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"  That,"  said  Warden,  "  cannot  be— mine  is  the  very  best." 

They  continued  their  journey  in  silence,  Halbert  Glendinning 
tracing*  with  the  utmost  accuracy  the  mazes  of  the  dangerous  and] 
intricate  morasses  and  hills  which  divided  the  Halidome  from  the 
barony  of  Avenel.  From  time  to  time  he  was  obliged  to  stop,  in  J 
order  to  assist  his  companion  to  cross  the  black  intervals  of  quaking'] 
bog',  called  in  the  Scottish  dialect  hags,  by  which  the  firmer  parts  j 
of  the  morass  were  intersected. 

"  Courage,  old  man/'  said  Halbert,  as  he  saw  his  companion  almost  J 
exhausted  with  fatigue,  "we  shall  soon  be  upon  hard  ground.  And] 
yet  soft  as  this  moss  is,  I  have  seen  the  merry  falconers  go  through! 
it  as  light  as  deer  when  the  quarry  was  upon  the  flight." 

"  True,  my  son,"  answered  Warden,  "  for  so  I  will  still  call  you, 
though  you  term  me  no  longer  father ;  and  even  so  doth  headlong  J 
youth  pursue  its  pleasures,  without  regard  to  the  mire  and  the  peril 
of  the  paths  through  which  they  are  hurried." 

"  I  have  already  told  thee,"  answered  Halbert  Glendinning  sternly,] 
"  that  I  will  hear  nothing  from  thee  that  savours  of  doctrine." 

"  Nay,  but,  my  son,"  answered  Warden,  "  thy  spiritual  father  him- j 
self  would  surely  not  dispute  the  truth  of  what  I  have  now  spoken  j 
tor  your  edification  !  " 

Glendinning  stoutly  replied,  "  I  knowr  not  how  that  may  be— but  I 
wot  well  it  is  the  fashion  of  your  brotherhood  to  bait  your  hook  with! 
fair  discourse,  and  to  hold  yourselves  up  as  angels  of  light,  that  youl 
may  the  better  extend  the  kingdom  of  darkness." 

"  May  God,"  replied  the  preacher,  "  pardon  those  who  have  thus 
reported  of  His  servants!  I  will  not  offend  thee,  my  son,  by  being 
instant  out  of  season — thou  speakest  but  as  thou  art  taught— yet  sure 
I  trust  that  so  goodly  a  youth  will  be  still  rescued,  like  a  brand  from 
the  burning." 

While  he  thus  spoke,  the  verge  of  the  morass  was  attained,  and 
their  path  lay  on  the  declivity.      Greensward  it  was,  ami,  viewed 
from  a  distance,  checkered  with  its  narrow  and  verdant  line  the 
dark-brown  heath  which  it  traversed,  though  the  distinction  wTas  not 
so  easily  traced  when  they  were  walking  on  it.1     The  old  man  pur- 
sued his  iourney  with  comparative  ease;  and,  unwilling  again  tol 
awaken  the  jealous  zeal  of  his  young  companion  for  the  Roman  I 
faith,  he  discoursed  on  other  matters.     The  tone  of  his  conversation 
was  still  grave,  moral,  and  instructive.     He  had  travelled  much,  and  J 
knew  both  the  language  and  manners  of  other  countries,  concern-] 
ing  which  Halbert  Glendinning,  already  anticipating  the  possibility! 
of  being  obliged  to  quit  Scotland  for  the  deed  he  had  done,  was] 
naturally  and  anxiously  desirous  of  information.    By  degrees  he  was! 
more  attracted  by  the  charms  of  the  stranger's  conversation  than! 
repelled  by  the  dread  of  his  dangerous  character  as  a  heretic,  and! 
Halbert  had  called  him  father  more  than  once  ere  the  turrets  of! 
Avenel  Castle  came  in  view.  I 

The  situation  of  this  ancient  fortress  wTas  remarkable.   It  occupied  I 

1  This  sort  of  path,  visible  when  looked  at  from  a  distance,  but  not  to  be  seen 
when  you  are  upon  it,  is  called  on  the  Border  by  the  significant  name  of  a  Blind-  I 
road. 
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a  small  rocky  islet  in  a  mountain  lake,  or  tarn,  as  such  a  piece  of 
water  is  called  in  Westmoreland.  The  lake  might  be  about  a  mile 
in  circumference,  surrounded  by  hills  of  considerable  height,  which, 
except  where  old  trees  and  brushwood  occupied  the  ravines  that 
divided  them  from  each  other,  were  bare  and  heathy.  The  surprise 
of  the  spectator  was  chiefly  excited  by  finding'  a  piece  of  water 
situated  in  that  high  and  mountainous  region,  and  the  landscape 
around  had  features  which  might  rather  be  termed  wild,  than  either 
romantic  or  sublime ;  yet  the  scene  was  not  without  its  charms. 
Under  the  burning  sun  of  summer,  the  clear  azure  of  the  deep  un- 
ruffled lake  refreshed  the  eye,  and  impressed  the  mind  with  a  pleas- 
ing feeling  of  deep  solitude.  In  winter,  when  the  snow  lay  on  the 
mountains  around,  these  dazzling  masses  appeared  to  ascend  far  be- 
yond their  wonted  and  natural  height,  wThile  the  lake,  which  stretched 
beneath,  and  filled  their  bosom  with  all  its  frozen  waves,  lay  like  the 
surface  of  a  darkened  and  broken  mirror  around  the  black  and  rocky 
islet,  and  the  walls  of  the  grey  castle  with  which  it  was  crowned. 

As  the  castle  occupied,  either  with  its  principal  buildings,  or  with 
its  flanking  and  outward  walls,  every  projecting  point  of  rock,  which 
served  as  its  site,  it  seemed  as  completely  surrounded  by  water  as 
the  nest  of  a  wild  swan,  save  where  a  narrow  causeway  extended  be- 
twixt the  islet  and  the  shore.  But  the  fortress  was  larger  in  appear- 
ance than  in  reality;  and  of  the  buildings  which  it  actually  contained, 
many  had  become  ruinous  and  uninhabitable.  In  the  times  of  the 
grandeur  of  the  Avenel  family,  these  had  been  occupied  by  a  con- 
siderable garrison  of  followers  and  retainers,  but  they  were  now  in 
a  great  measure  deserted  ;  and  Julian  Avenel  would  probably  have 
fixed  his  habitation  in  a  residence  better  suited  to  his  diminished  for- 
tunes, had  it  not  been  for  the  great  security  which  the  situation  of 
the  old  castle  afforded  to  a  man  of  his  precarious  and  perilous  mode 
of  life.  Indeed,  in  this  respect  the  spot  could  scarce  have  been  more 
happily  chosen,  for  it  could  be  rendered  almost  completely  inacces- 
sible at  the  pleasure  of  the  inhabitant.  The  distance  betwixt  the 
nearest  shore  and  the  islet  was  not  indeed  above  an  hundred  yards  ; 
but  then  the  causeway  which  connected  them  was  extremely  narrow, 
and  completely  divided  by  two  cuts,  one  in  the  mid-way  between  the 
islet  and  shore,  and  another  close  under  the  outward  gate  of  the 
castle.  These  formed  a  formidable,  and  almost  insurmountable,  in- 
terruption to  any  hostile  approach.  Each  was  defended  by  a  draw- 
bridge, one  of  which,  being  that  nearest  to  the  castle,  was  regularly 
raised  at  all  times  during  the  day,  and  both  were  lifted  at  night.1 

The  situation  of  Julian  Avenel,  engaged  in  a  variety  of  feuds,  and 
a  party  to  almost  every  dark  and  mysterious  transaction  which  was 
on  foot  in  that  wild  and  military  frontier,  required  all  these  precau- 
tions for  his  security.  His  own  ambiguous  and  doubtful  course  of 
policy  had  increased  these  dangers ;  for  as  he  made  professions  to 
both  parties  in  the  state,  and  occasionally  united  more  actively  with 
either  the  one  or  the  other,  as  chanced  best  to  serve  his  immediate 
purpose,  he  could  not  be  said  to  have  either  firm  allies  and  protec- 

1  See  Note  H.    Avenel  Castle. 
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tors,  or  determined  enemies.  His  life  was  a  life  of  expedients  and 
of  peril ;  and  while,  in  pursuit  of  his  interest,  he  made  all  the 
doubles  which  he  thought  necessary  to  attain  his  object,  he  often 
overran  his  prey,  and  missed  that  which  he  might  have  gained  by 
observing  a  straighter  course. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

I'll  walk  on  tiptoe;  arm  my  eye  with  caution, 
My  heart  with  courage,  and  my  hand  with  weapon, 
Like  him  who  ventures  on  a  lion's  den. 

Old  Play. 

When,  issuing  from  the  gorge  of  a  pass  which  terminated  upon 
the  lake,  the  travellers  came  in  sight  of  the  ancient  castle  of  Avenel, 
the  old  man  paused,  and,  resting  upon  his  pilgrim  staff,  looked  with 
earnest  attention  upon  the  scene  before  him.  The  castle  was,  as  we 
have  said,  in  many  places  ruinous,  as  was  evident,  even  at  this  dis- 
tance, by  the  broken,  rugged,  and  irregular  outline  of  the  walls  and 
of  the  towers.  In  others  it  seemed  more  entire,  and  a  pillar  of  dark 
smoke,  which  ascended  from  the  chimneys  of  the  donjon,  and  spread 
its  long  dusky  pennon  through  the  clear  ether,  indicated  that  it  was 
inhabited.  But  no  corn-fields  or  enclosed  pasture-grounds  on  the 
side  of  the  lake  showed  that  provident  attention  to  comfort  and  sub- 
sistence which  usually  appeared  near  the  houses  of  the  greater,  and 
even  of  the  lesser  barons.  There  were  no  cottages  with  their  patches 
of  infield,  and  their  crofts  and  gardens,  surroundedby  rows  of  mas- 
sive sycamores ;  no  church  with  its  simple  tower  in  the  valley ;  no 
herds  of  sheep  among  the  hills ;  no  cattle  on  the  lower  ground ; 
nothing  which  intimated  the  occasional  prosecution  of  the  arts  of 
peace  and  of  industry.  It  was  plain  that  the  inhabitants,  whether 
Few  or  numerous,  must  be  considered  as  the  garrison  of  the  castle, 
living  within  its  defended  precincts,  and  subsisting  by  means  which 
were  other  than  peaceful. 

Probably  it  was  with  this  conviction  that  the  old  man,  gazing  on 
the  castle,  muttered  to  himself,  "Lapis  offensionis  etpetra  scandali!" 
and  then,  turning  to  Halbert  Glendinning,  he  added,  "  We  may  say 
of  yonder  fort,  as  King  James  did  of  another  fastness  in  this  province, 
that  he  who  built  it  was  a  thief  in  his  heart." 1 

"  But  it  was  not  so,"  answered  Glendinning ;  "  vonder  castle  was 
built  by  the  old  lords  of  Avenel,  men  as  much  beloved  in  peace  as 
they  were  respected  in  war.  They  were  the  bulwark  of  the  frontiers 
against  foreigners,  and  the  protectors  of  the  natives  from  domestic 
oppression.  The  present  usurper  of  their  inheritance  no  more 
resembles  them,  than  the  night-prowling  owl  resembles  a  falcon, 
because  she  builds  on  the  same  rock." 

1  It  was  of  Lochwood,  the  hereditary  fortress  of  the  Johnstones  of  Annandale,  a 
strong  castle,  situated  in  the  centre  of  a  quaking  bjg,  that  James  VI.  made  this 
remark. 
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"  This  Julian  Avenel,  then,  holds  no  high  place  in  the  love  and 
regard  of  his  neighbours  ?  "  said  Warden. 

"  So  little,"  answered  Halbert,  "  that  besides  the  jackmen  and 
riders  with  whom  he  has  associated  himself,  and  of  whom  he  has 
many  at  his  disposal,  I  know  of  few  who  voluntarily  associate  with 
him.  He  has  been  more  than  once  outlawed  both  by  England  and 
Scotland,  his  lands  declared  forfeited,  and  his  head  set  at  a  price. 
But  in  these  unquiet  times,  a  man  so  daring  as  Julian  Avenel  has 
ever  found  some  friends  willing  to  protect  him  against  the  penalties 
of  the  law,  on  condition  of  his  secret  services." 

tt  You  describe  a  dangerous  man,"  replied  Warden. 

"  You  may  have  experience  of  that,"  replied  the  youth,  "  if  you 
deal  not  the  more  warily ; — though  it  may  be  that  he  also  has  for- 
saken the  community  of  the  Church,  and  gone  astray  in  the  path  of 
heresy." 

"  What  your  blindness  terms  the  path  of  heresy,"  answered  the 
reformer,  "  is  indeed  the  straight  and  narrow  way,  wherein  he  who 
walks  turns  not  aside,  whether  for  worldly  wealth  or  for  worldly 
passions.  Would  to  God  this  man  were  moved  by  no  other  and  no 
worse  spirit  than  that  which  prompts  my  poor  endeavours  to  extend 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven !  This  Baron  of  Avenel  is  personally  un- 
known to  me,  is  not  of  our  congregation  or  of  our  counsel ;  yet  I 
bear  to  him  charges  touching  my  safety,  from  those  whom  he  must 
fear  if  he  does  not  respect  them,  and  upon  that  assurance  I  will 
venture  upon  his  hold— I  am  now  sufficiently  refreshed  by  these  few 
minutes  of  repose." 

"  Take  then  this  advice  for  your  safety,"  said  Halbert,  "  and 
believe  that  it  is  founded  upon  the  usage  of  this  country  and  its 
inhabitants.  If  you  can  better  shift  for  yourself,  go  not  to  the  Castle 
of  Avenel — if  you  do  risk  going  thither,  obtain  from  him,  if  possible, 
his  safe  conduct,  and  beware  that  he  swears  it  by  the  Black  Rood — 
And  lastly,  observe  whether  he  eats  with  you  at  the  board,  or  pledges 
you  in  the  cup  ;  for  if  he  gives  you  not  these  signs  of  welcome,  his 
thoughts  are  evil  towards  you." 

"  Alas  ! "  said  the  preacher,  "  I  have  no  better  earthly  refuge  for 
the  present  than  these  frowning'  towers,  but  I  go  thither,  trusting  to 
aid  which  is  not  of  this  earth — But  thou,  good  youth,  needest  thou 
trust  thyself  in  this  dangerous  den  ?  " 

"  I,"  answered  Halbert,  "  am  in  no  danger.  I  am  well  known  to 
Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  the  henchman  of  this  Julian  Avenel ;  and 
what  is  a  yet  better  protection,  I  have  nothing  either  to  provoke 
malice  or  to  tempt  plunder." 

The  tramp  of  a  steed,  which  clattered  along  the  shingly  banks  of 
the  loch,  was  now  heard  behind  them  ;  and  when  they  looked  back, 
a  rider  was  visible,  his  steel  cap  and  the  point  of  his  long  lance 
glancing  in  the  setting  sun,  as  he  rode  rapidly  towards  them. 

Halbert  Glendinning  soon  recognised  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  and 
made  his  companion  aware  that  the  henchman  of  Julian  Avenel  was 
approaching. 

"  Ha,  youngling ! "  said  Christie  to  Halbert,  as  he  came  up  to 
them,  "  thou  hast  made  good  my  word  at  last,  and  come  to  take 
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service  with  my  noble  master,  hast  thou  not?  Thou  shalt  find  a 
good  friend  and  a  true ;  and  ere  Saint  Barnaby  come  round  again, 
thou  shalt  know  every  pass  betwixt  Milburn  Plain  and  Netherby,  as 
if  thou  hadst  been  born  with  a  jack  on  thy  back,  and  a  lance  in  thy 
hand. — What  old  carle  hast  thou  with  thee?  —  He  is  not  of  the 
brotherhood  of  Saint  Mary's — at  least  he  has  not  the  buist x  of  these 
black  cattle." 

"  He  is  a  wayfaring  man,"  said  Halbert,  "  who  has  concerns  with 
Julian  of  Avenel.  For  myself,  I  intend  to  go  to  Edinburgh  to  see 
the  court  and  the  Queen,  and  when  I  return  hither  we  will  talk  of 
your  proffer.  Meantime,  as  thou  hast  often  invited  me  to  the  castle, 
I  crave  hospitality  there  to-night  for  myself  and  my  companion." 

"  For  thyself  and  welcome,  young  comrade,"  replied  Christie ;  "but 
we  harbour  no  pilgrims,  nor  aught  that  looks  like  a  pilgrim." 

"  So  please  you,"  said  Warden,  "  I  have  letters  of  commendation 
to  thy  master  from  a  sure  friend,  whom  he  will  right  willingly  oblige 
in  higher  matters  than  in  affording  me  a  brief  protection. — And 
I  am  no  pilgrim,  but  renounce  the  same,  with  all  its  superstitious 
observances." 

He  offered  his  letters  to  the  horseman,  who  shook  his  head. 

"  These,"  he  said,  "  are  matters  for  my  master,  and  it  will  be  well 
if  he  can  read  them  himself;  for  me,  sword  and  lance  are  my  book 
and  psalter,  and  have  been  since  I  was  twelve  years  old.  But  I  will 
guide  you  to  the  castle,  and  the  Baron  of  Avenel  will  himself  judge 
of  your  errand." 

By  this  time  the  party  had  reached  the  causeway,  along  which 
Christie  advanced  at  a  trot,  intimating  his  presence  to  the  warders 
within  the  castle  by  a  shrill  and  peculiar  whistle.  At  this  signal  the 
farther  drawbridge  was  lowered.  The  horseman  passed  it,  and  dis- 
appeared under  the  gloomy  portal  which  was  beyond  it. 

Glendinning  and  his  companion  advancing  more  leisurely  along 
the  rugged  causeway,  stood  at  length  under  the  same  gateway,  over 
which  frowned,  in  dark-red  freestone,  the  ancient  armorial  bearings 
of  the  house  of  Avenel,  which  represented  a  female  figure  shrouded 
and  muffled,  which  occupied  the  whole  field.  The  cause  of  their 
assuming  so  singular  a  device  was  uncertain,  but  the  figure  was 
generally  supposed  to  represent  the  mysterious  being  called  the 
White  Lady  of  Avenel.2  The  sight  of  this  mouldering  shield 
awakened  in  the  mind  of  Halbert  the  strange  circumstances  which 
had  connected  his  fate  with  that  of  Mary  Avenel,  and  with  the 
doings  of  the  spiritual  being  who  was  attached  to  her  house,  and 
whom  he  saw  here  represented  in  stone,  as  he  had  before  seen  her 
effigy  upon  the  seal-ring  of  Walter  Avenel,  which,  with  other  trinkets 
formerly  mentioned,  had  been  saved  from  pillage,  and  brought  to 
Glendearg,  when  Mary's  mother  was  driven  from  her  habitation.  ^ 

"  You  sigh,  my  son,"  said  the  old  man,  observing  the  impression 

1  Buist — The  brand,  or  mark,  set  upon  sheep  or  cattle  by  their  owners. 

2  There  is  an  ancient  English  family,  I  believe,  which  bears,  or  did  bear,  a  ghost 
or  spirit  passant  sable  in  a  field  argent.  This  seems  to  have  been  a  device  of  a 
punning  or  canting  herald. 
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made  on  his  youthful  companion's  countenance,  but  mistaking  the 
cause  ;  "  if  you  fear  to  enter,  we  may  yet  return." 

"  That  can  ye  not,"  said  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  who  emerged  at 
that  instant  from  the  side-door  under  the  archway.  "  Look  yonder, 
and  choose  whether  you  will  return  skimming'  the  water  like  a  wild- 
duck,  or  winging  the  air  like  a  plover." 

They  looked,  and  saw  that  the  drawbridge  which  they  had  just 
crossed  was  again  raised,  and  now  interposed  its  planks  betwixt  the 
setting  sun  and  the  portal  of  the  castle,  deepening  the  gloom  of  the 
arch  under  which  they  stood.  Christie  laughed  and  bid  them  follow 
him,  saying,  by  way  of  encouragement,  in  Halbert's  ear,  "  Answer 
boldly  and  readily  to  whatever  the  Baron  asks  you.  Never  stop  to 
pick  your  words,  and  above  all,  show  no  fear  of  him — the  devil  is  not 
so  black  as  he  is  painted." 

As  he  spoke  thus,  he  introduced  them  into  the  large  stone  hall,  at 
the  upper  end  of  which  blazed  a  huge  tire  of  wood.  The  long  oaken 
table,  which,  as  usual,  occupied  the  midst  of  the  apartment,  was 
covered  with  rude  preparations  for  the  evening  meal  of  the  Baron 
and  his  chief  domestics,  five  or  six  of  whom,  strong,  athletic,  savage- 
looking  men,  paced  up  and  down  the  lower  end  of  the  hall,  which 
rang  to  the  jarring  clang  of  their  long  swords  that  clashed  as  they 
moved,  and  to  the  heavy  tramp  of  their  high-heeled  jack-boots.  Iron 
jacks,  or  coats  of  buff,  formed  the  principal  part  of  their  dress,  and 
steel-bonnets,  or  large  slouched  hats  with  Spanish  plumes  drooping 
backwards,  were  their  head  attire. 

The  Baron  of  Avenel  was  one  of  those  tall,  muscular,  martial 
figures,  which  are  the  favourite  subjects  of  Salvator  Rosa.  He  wore 
a  cloak  which  had  been  once  gaily  trimmed,  but  which,  by  long  wear 
and  frequent  exposure  to  the  weather,  was  now  faded  in  its  colours. 
Thrown  negligently  about  his  tall  person,  it  partly  hid,  and  partly 
showed,  a  short  doublet  of  buff,  under  which  was  in  some  places 
visible  that  light  shirt  of  mail  which  was  called  a  secret,  because  worn 
instead  of  more  ostensible  armour,  to  protect  against  private  assas- 
sination. A  leathern  belt  sustained  a  large  and  heavy  sword  on  one 
side,  and  on  the  other  that  gay  poniard  which  had  once  called  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton  master,  of  which  the  hatchments  and  gildings  were 
^already  much  defaced,  either  by  rough  usage  or  neglect. 

Notwithstanding  the  rudeness  of  his  apparel,  Julian  Avenel's 
manner  and  countenance  had  far  more  elevation  than  those  of  the 
attendants  who  surrounded  him.  He  might  be  fifty  or  upwards, 
for  his  dark  hair  was  mingled  with  grey,  but  age  had  neither  tamed 
the  fire  of  his  eye  nor  the  enterprise  of  his  disposition.  His  counte- 
nance had  been  handsome,  for  beauty  was  an  attribute  of  the  family ; 
but  the  lines  were  roughened  by  fatigue  and  exposure  to  the  weather, 
and  rendered  coarse  by  the  habitual  indulgence  of  violent  passions. 

He  seemed  in  deep  and  moody  reflection,  and  was  pacing  at  a  dis- 
tance from  his  dependents  along  the  upper  end  of  the  hall,  some- 
times stopping  from  time  to  time  to  caress  and  feed  a  gos-hawk, 
which  sat  upon  his  wrist,  with  its  jesses  {i.e.  the  leathern  straps 
fixed  to  its  legs)  wrapt  around  his  hand.     The  bird,  which  seemed 
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not  insensible  to  its  master's  attention,  answered  his  caresses  by 
ruffling  forward  its  feathers,  and  pecking"  playfully  at  his  finger.  At 
such  intervals  the  Baron  smiled,  but  instantly  resumed  the  darksome 
air  of  sullen  meditation.  He  did  not  even  deign  to  look  upon  an 
object,  which  few  could  have  passed  and  repassed  so  often  without 
bestowing'  on  it  a  transient  glance. 

This  was  a  woman  of  exceeding  beauty,  rather  gaily  than  richly 
attired,  who  sat  on  a  low  seat  close  by  the  huge  hall-chimney.  The 
gold  chains  round  her  neck  and  arms,— the  gay  gown  of  green  which 
swept  the  floor, — the  silver-embroidered  girdle,  with  its  bunch  of 
keys,  depending  in  housewifely  pride  by  a  silver  chain,— the  yellow 
silken  couvrechrf  (Scottice,  curck)  which  was  disposed  around  her 
head,  and  partly  concealed  her  dark  profusion  of  hair, — above  all, 
the  circumstance  so  delicately  touched  in  the  old  ballad,  that  "  the 
girdle  was  too  short,"  the  "  gown  of  green  all  too  straight,"  for  the 
wearer's  present  shape,  would  have  intimated  the  Baron's  Lady. 
But  then  the  lowly  seat, — the  expression  of  deep  melancholy  which 
was  changed  into  a  timid  smile  whenever  she  saw  the  least  chance  of 
catching  the  eye  of  Julian  Avenel, — the  subdued  look  of  grief,  and 
the  starting  tear  for  which  that  constrained  smile  was  again  ex- 
changed when  she  saw  herself  entirely  disregarded,— these  were  not 
the  attributes  of  a  wife,  or  they  were  those  of  a  dejected  and  afflicted 
female,  who  had  yielded  her  love  on  less  than  legitimate  terms. 

Julian  Avenel,  as  we  have  said,  continued  to  pace  the  hall  without 
paying  any  of  that  mute  attention  which  is  rendered  to  almost  every 
female  either  by  affection  or  courtesy.  He  seemed  totally  uncon- 
scious of  her  presence,  or  of  that  of  his  attendants,  and  was  only  roused 
from  his  own  dark  reflections  by  the  notice  he  paid  to  the  falcon,  to 
which,  however,  the  lady  seemed  to  attend,  as  if  studying  to  And 
either  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  the  Baron,  or  of  finding  some- 
thing enigmatical  in  the  expressions  which  he  used  to  the  bird. 
All  this  the  strangers  had  time  enough  to  remark ;  for  no  sooner 
had  they  entered  the  apartment  than  their  usher,  Christie  of  the 
Clinthill,  after  exchanging  a  significant  glance  with  the  menials  or 
troopers  at  the  lower  end  of  the  apartment,  signed  to  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning  and  to  his  companion  to  stand  still  near  the  door,  while  he 
himself,  advancing  nearer  the  table,  placed  himself  in  such  a  situa- 
tion as  to  catch  the  Baron's  observation  when  he  should  be  disposed 
to  look  around,  but  without  presuming  to  intrude  himself  on  his 
master's  notice.  Indeed,  the  look  of  this  man,  naturally  bold,  hardy, 
and  audacious,  seemed  totally  changed  when  he  was  in  presence  of 
his  master,  and  resembled  the  dejected  and  cowering  manner  of  a 
quarrelsome  dog  when  rebuked  by  his  owner,  or  when  he  finds  him- 
self obliged  to  deprecate  the  violence  of  a  superior  adversary  of  his 
own  species. 

In  spite  of  the  novelty  of  his  own  situation,  and  every  painful  feel- 
ing connected  with  it,  Halbert  felt  his  curiosity  interested  in  the 
female,  who  sate  by  the  chimney  unnoticed  and  unregarded.  He 
marked  with  what  keen  and  trembling  solicitude  she  watched  the 
broken  words  of  Julian,  and  how  her  glance  stole  towards  him,  veady 
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to  be  averted  upon  the  slightest  chance  of  his  perceiving  himself  to 
be  watched. 

Meantime  he  went  on  with  his  dalliance  with  his  feathered  favour- 
ite, now  giving-,  now  withholding,  the  morsel  with  which  he  was  about 
to  feed  the  bird,  and  so  exciting  its  appetite  and  gratifying  it  by 
turns.  "  What !  more  yet  ? — thou  foul  kite^thou  wouldst  never  have 
done — give  thee  part  thou  wilt  have  all— Ay,  prune  thy  feathers,  and 
prink  thyself  gay — much  thou  wilt  make  of  it  now— dost  think  I 
know  thee  not? — dost  think  I  see  not  that  all  that  ruffling  and  plum- 
ing of  wing  and  feathers  is  not  for  thy  master,  but  to  try  what  thou 
canst  make  of  him,  thou  greedy  gled  ? — well— there — take  it  then, 
and  rejoice  thyself — little  boon  goes  far  with  thee,  and  with  all  thy 
sex — and  so  it  should." 

He  ceased  to  look  on  the  bird,  and  again  traversed  the  apartment. 
Then  taking  another  small  piece  of  raw  meat  from  the  trencher,  on 
which  it  was  placed  ready  cut  for  his  use,  he  began  once  again  to 
tempt  and  tease  the  bird,  by  offering  and  withdrawing  it,  until  he 
awakened  its  wild  and  bold  disposition.  "  What !  struggling,  flut- 
tering, aiming  at  me  with  beak  and  single  ?*  So  la !  So  la  !  wouldst 
mount?  wouldst  fly?  the  jesses  are  round  thy  clutches,  fool— thou 
canst  neither  stir  nor  soar,  but  by  my  will— Beware  thou  come  to  re- 
claim, wench,  else  I  will  wring  thy  head  off  one  of  these  days— Well, 
have  it  then,  and  well  fare  thou  with  it.— So  ho,  Jenkin ! "  One  of  the 
attendants  stepped  forward—"  Take  the  foul  gled  hence  to  the  mew — 
or,  stay  ;  leave  her,  but  look  well  to  her  casting  and  to  her  bathing— 
we  will  see  her  fly  to-morrow. — How  now,  Christie,  so  soon  returned ! " 

Christie  advanced  to  his  master,  and  gave  an  account  of  himself 
and  his  journey,  in  the  way  in  which  a  police-officer  holds  communi- 
cation with  his  magistrate.,  that  is,  as  much  by  signs  as  by  words. 

"Noble  sir,"  said  that  worthy  satellite,  "the  Laird  of "  he 

named  no  place,  but  pointed  with  his  finger  in  a  south-western 
direction,— "  may  not  ride  with  you  the  day  he  purposed,  because 
the  Lord  Warden  has  threatened  that  he  will " 

Here  another  blank,  intelligibly  enough  made  up  by  the  speaker 
touching  his  own  neck  with  his  left  fore-linger,  and  leaning  his  head 
a  little  to  one  side. 

"  Cowardly  caitiff ! "  said  Julian;  "by  Heaven!  the  whole  world 
turns  sheer  naught— it  is  not  worth  a  brave  man's  living  in — ye  may 
ride  a  day  and  night,  and  never  see  a  feather  wave  or  liear  a  horse 
prance— the  spirit  of  our  fathers  is  dead  amongst  us— the  very  brutes 
are  degenerated — the  cattle  we  bring  home  at  our  life's  risk  are  mere 
carrion— our  hawks  are  riflers  2 — our  hounds  are  turnspits  and  triudle- 
tails — our  men  are  women — and  our  women  are 

He  looked  at  the  female  for  the  first  time,  and  stopped  short  in 
the  midst  of  what  he  was  about  to  say,  though  there  was  something 
so  contemptuous  in  the  glance,  that  the  blank  might  have  been  thus 
filled  up — "  Our  women  are  such  as  she  is." 

1  In  the  kindly  language  of  hawking,  as  Lady  Juliana  Berners  terms  it,  hawks 
talons  are  called  their  single*. 

2  So  termed  when  they  only  caught  their  prey  by  the  feathers. 
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.  He  said  it  not,  however,  and,  as  if  desirous  of  attracting-  his  atten- 
tion at  all  risks,  and  in  whatever  manner,  she  rose  and  came  forward 
to  him,  but  with  a  timorousness  ill-disguised  by  affected  gaiety. — 
"  Our  women,  Julian— what  would  you  say  of  the  women  ?  " 

"  Nothing-,"  answered  Julian  Avenel,  "  at  least  nothing  but  that 
they  are  kind-hearted  wenches  like  thyself,  Kate."  The  female 
coloured  deeply,  and  returned  to  her  seat.  "  And  what  strangers 
hast  thou  brought  with  thee,  Christie,  that  stand  yonder  like  two 
stone  statues  ?  "  said  the  Baron. 

"  The  taller,"  answered  Christie,  "  is,  so  please  you,  a  young  fel- 
low called  Halbert  Glendinning,  the  eldest  son  of  the  old  widow  at 
Glendearg." 

"  What  brings  him  here  ?  "  said  the  Baron  ;  "  hath  he  any  message 
from  Mary  Avenel  ?  " 

"  Not  as  I  think,"  said  Christie  ;  "  the  youth  is  roving  the  country 
— he  was  always  a  wild  slip,  for  I  have  known  him  since  he  was  the 
height  of  my  sword." 

"  What  qualities  hath  he  ? "  said  the  Baron. 

"  All  manner  of  qualities,"  answered  his  follower ;  "  he  can  strike 
a  buck,  track  a  deer,  fly  a  hawk,  haloo  to  a  hound — he  shoots  in  the 
long  and  cross-bow  to  a  hair's-breadth — wields  a  lance  or  sword  like 
myself  nearly — backs  a  horse  manfully  and  fairly.  I  wot  not  what 
more  a  man  need  to  do  to  make  him  a  gallant  companion." 

"  And  who,"  said  the  Baron,  "  is  the  old  miser 1  who  stands  beside 
him?" 

"  Some  cast  of  a  priest,  as  I  fancy— he  says  he  is  charged  with 
letters  to  you." 

"  Bid  them  come  forward,"  said  the  Baron ;  and  no  sooner  had 
they  approached  him  more  nearly,  than,  struck  by  the  fine  form  and 
strength  displayed  by  Halbert  Glendinning,  he  addressed  him  thus : 
"  I  am  told,  young  swankie,  that  you  are  roaming  the  world  to  seek 
your  fortune— If  you  will  serve  Julian  Avenel,  you  may  find  it  with- 
out going  farther." 

"  So  please  you,"  answered  Glendinning,  "  something  has  chanced 
to  me  that  makes  it  better  I  should  leave  this  land,  and  I  am  bound 
for  Edinburgh." 

"  What ! — thou  hast  stricken  some  of  the  king's  deer,  I  warrant, 
or  lightened  the  meadows  of  Saint  Mary's  of  some  of  their  beeves,  or 
thou  hast  taken  a  moonlight  leap  over  the  border?" 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Halbert,  "  my  case  is  entirely  different." 

"  Then,  I  warrant  thee,"  said  the  Baron,  "  thou  hast  stabbed  some 
brother  churl  in  a  fray  about  a  wench— thou  art  a  likely  lad  to  wrangle 
in  such  a  cause." 

Ineffably  disgusted  at  his  tone  and  manner,  Halbert  Glendinning 
remained  silent  while  the  thought  darted  across  his  mind,  what  would 
Julian  Avenel  have  said,  had  he  known  the  quarrel,  of  which  he  spoke 
bo  lightly,  had  arisen  on  account  of  his  own  brother's  daughter!— 
"  But  be  thy  cause  of  flight  what  it  will,"  said  Julian,  in  continuation, 
"  dost  thou' think  the  law  or  its  emissaries  can  follow  thee  into  this 

1  Miser,  used  in  the  sense  in  which  it  often  occurs  in  Spenser,  and  which  is  in- 
deed its  literal  import, — "  wretched  old  man." 
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island,  or  arrest  thee  under  the  standard  of  Avenel?— Look  at  the 
depth  of  the  lake,  the  strength  of  the  walls,  the  length  of  the  cause- 
way—look at  my  men,  and  think  if  they  are  likely  to  see  a  comrade 
injured,  or  if  I,  their  master,  am  a  man  to  desert  a  faithful  follower 
in  good  or  evil.  I  tell  thee  it  shall  be  an  eternal  day  of  truce  be- 
twixt thee  and  justice,  as  they  call  it,  from  the  instant  thou  hast  put 
my  colours  into  thy  cap— thou  shalt  ride  by  the  Warden's  nose  as  thou 
wouldst  pass  an  old  market-woman,  and  ne'er  a  cur  which  follows 
him  shall  dare  to  bay  at  thee  !  " 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  offers,  noble  sir,"  replied  Halbert,  "  but  I 
must  answer  in  brief,  that  I  cannot  profit  by  them— my  fortunes  lead 
me  elsewhere." 

"  Thou  art  a  self-willed  fool  for  thy  pains,"  said  Julian,  turning 
from  him ;  and  signing  Christie  to  approach,  he  whispered  in  Ins 
ear,  "  There  is  promise  in  that  young  fellow's  looks,  Christie,  and 
we  want  men  of  limbs  and  sinews  so  compacted— those  thou  hast 
brought  to  me  of  late  are  the  mere  refuse  of  mankind,  wretches 
scarce  worth  the  arrow  that  ends  them :  this  youngster  is  limbed 
like  Saint  George.  Ply  him  with  wine  and  wassail— let  the  wenches 
weave  their  meshes  about  him  like  spiders— thou  understandest  ? " 
Christie  gave  a  sagacious  nod  of  intelligence,  and  fell  back  to  a 
respectful  distance  from  his  master.  "And  thou,  old  man,"  said 
the  Baron,  turning  to  the  elder  traveller,  "hast  thou  been  roam- 
ing the  world  after  fortune  too?— it  seems  not  she  has  fallen  into  thy 
way."  J 

"So  please  you,"  replied  Warden,  "I  were  perhaps  more  to  be 
pitied  than  I  am  now  had  I  indeed  met  with  that  fortune  which,  like 
others,  I  have  sought  in  my  greener  days  " 

"  Nay,  understand  me,  friend,"  said  the  Baron  ;  "  if  thou  art  satis- 
fied with  thy  buckram  gown  and  long  staff,  I  also  am  well  content 
thou  shouldst  be  as  poor  and  contemptible  as  is  good  for  the  health 
of  thy  body  and  soul— All  I  care  to  know  of  thee  is,  the  cause  which 
hath  brought  thee  to  my  castle,  where  few  crows  of  thy  kind  care  to 
settle.  Thou  art,  I  warrant  thee,  some  ejected  monk  of  a  suppressed 
convent,  paying  in  his  old  days  the  price  of  the  luxurious  idleness  in 
which  he  spent  his  youth.— Ay,  or  it  may  be  some  pilgrim  with  a 
budget  of  lies  from  Saint  James  of  Compostella,  or  Our  Lady  of 
Loretto ;  or  thou  mayst  be  some  pardoner  with  his  budget  of  relics 
from  Rome,  forgiving  sins  at  a  penny  a-dozen,  and  one  to  the  tale- 
Ay,  1  guess  why  I  find  thee  in  this  boy's  company,  and  doubtless  thou 
wouldst  have  such  a  strapping  lad  as  he  to  carry  thy  wallet,  and  re- 
lieve thy  lazy  shoulders ;  but,  by  the  mass,  I  will  cross  thy  cunning. 
I  make  my  vow  to  sun  and  moon  I  will  not  see  a  proper  lad  so  mis- 
leard  as  to  run  the  country  with  an  old  knave,  like  Simmie  and  his 
brother.1  Away  with  thee  !  "  he  added,  rising  in  wrath,  and  speak- 
ing so  fast  as  to  give  no  opportunity  of  answer,  being  probably  de- 
termined to  terrify  the  elder  guest  into  an  abrupt  flight—"  Away 
with  thee,  with  thy  clouted  coat,  scrip,  and  scallop-shell,  or,  by  the 
name  of  Avenel,  I  will  have  them  loose  the  hounds  on  thee  !  " 

1  Two  quastionarii,  or  begging  friars,  whose  accoutrements  and  roguery  make 
the  subject  of  an  old  Scottish  satirical  poem. 
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Warden  waited  with  the  greatest  patience  until  Julian  Avenel, 
astonished  that  the  threats  and  violence  of  his  language  made  no 
impression  on  him,  paused  in  a  sort  of  wonder,  and  said  in  a  less  im- 
perious tone,  "  Why  the  fiend  dost  thou  not  answer  me  ?  " 

"  When  you  have  done  speaking',"  said  Warden,  in  the  same  com- 
posed manner,  "it  will  be  full  time  to  reply." 

"  Say  on  man,  in  the  devil's  name — but  take  heed— beg  not  here — 
were  it  but  for  the  rinds  of  cheese,  the  refuse  of  the  rats,  or  a  morsel 
that  my  dog's  would  turn  from— neither  a  grain  of  meal,  nor  the  nine- 
teenth part  of  a  grey  groat,  will  I  give  to  any  feigned,  limmar  of  thy 
coat." 

"  It  may  be,"  answered  Warden,  "  that  you  would  have  less  quarrel 
with  my  coat  if  you  knew  what  it  covers.  I  am  neither  friar  nor 
mendicant,  and  would  be  right  glad  to  hear  thy  testimony  against 
these  foul  deceivers  of  God's  Church,  and  usurpers  of  his  rights  over 
the  Christian  flock,  were  it  given  in  Christian  charity." 

"  And  who  or  what  art  thou,  then,"  said  Avenel,  "  that  thou  comest 
to  this  Border  land,  and  art  neither  monk,  nor  soldier,  nor  broken 
man?" 

"I  am  an  humble  teacher  of  the  holy  word,"  answered  Warden. 
"  This  letter  from  a  most  noble  person  will  speak  why  I  am  here  at 
this  present  time." 

"  He  delivered  the  letter  to  the  Baron,  who  regarded  the  seal  with 
some  surprise,  and  then  looked  on  the  letter  itself,  which  seemed  to 
excite  still  more.  He  then  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  stranger,  and  said, 
in  a  menacing  tone,  "  I  think  thou  darest  not  betray  me,  or  deceive 
me?" 

"  I  am  not  the  man  to  attempt  either,"  was  the  concise  reply. 

Julian  Avenel  carried  the  letter  to  the  window,  where  he  perused, 
or  at  least  attempted  to  peruse,  it  more  than  once,  often  looking  from, 
the  paper  and  gazing  on  the  stranger  who  had  delivered  it,  as  if  he 
meant  to  read  the  purport  of  the  missive  in  the  face  of  the  messenger. 
Julian  at  length  called  to  the  female,  "  Catherine,  bestir  thee,  and 
fetch  me  presently  that  letter  which  I  bade  thee  keep  ready  at  hand 
in  thy  casket,  having  no  sure  lockfast  place  of  my  own." 

Catherine  went  with  the  readiness  of  one  willing  to  be  employed ; 
and  as  she  walked,  the  situation  which  requires  a  wider  gown  and  a 
longer  girdle,  and  in  which  woman  claims  from  man  a  double  portion 
of  the  most  anxious  care,  was  still  more  visible  than  before.  She 
soon  returned  with  the  paper,  and  was  rewarded  with  a  cold—"  I 
thank  thee,  wench ;  thou  art  a  careful  secretary." 

This  second  paper  he  also  perused  and  reperused  more  than  once, 
and  still,  as  he  read  it,  bent  from  time  to  time  a  wary  and  observant 
eye  upon  Henry  Warden.  This  examination  and  re-examination, 
though  both  the  man  and  the  place  were  dangerous,  the  preacher 
endured  with  the  most  composed  and  steadv  countenance*  seeming, 
under  the  eagle,  or  rather  the  vulture  eye  of  the  Baron,  as  unmoved 
as  under  the  gaze  of  an  ordinary  and  peaceful  peasant.  At  length 
Julian  Avenel  folded  both  papers,  and  having  put  them  into  the 
pocket  of  his  cloak,  cleared  his  brow,  and,  coming  forward,  addressed 
his  female  companion :  "  Catherine,"  said  he,  "  I  have  done  this  good 
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man  injustice,  when  I  mistook  him  for  one  of  the  drones  of  Rome. 
He  is  a  preacher,  Catherine— a  preacher  of  the — the  new  doctrine  of 
the  Lords  of  the  Congregation." 

"  The  doctrine  of  the  blessed  Scriptures,"  said  the  preacher,  "puri- 
fied from  the  devices  of  men." 

"  Sayest  thou  ?  "  said  Julian  Avenel — "  Well,  thou  mayst  call  it 
what  thou  lists;  but  to  me  it  is  recommended,  because  it  flings  off 
all  those  sottish  dreams  about  saints  and  angels  and  devils,  and  un- 
horses the  lazy  monks  that  have  ridden  us  so  long",  and  spur-galled 
us  so  hard.  No  more  masses  and  corpse-gifts — no  more  tithes  and 
offerings  to  make  men  poor — no  more  prayers  or  psalms  to  make 
men  cowards — no  more  christenings  and  penances,  and  confessions 
and  marriages." 

"  So  please  you,"  said  Henry  Warden,  "  it  is  against  the  corrup- 
tions, not  against  the  fundamental  doctrines,  of  the  Church,  which  we 
desire  to  renovate,  and  not  to  abolish." 

"Prithee,  peace,  man,"  said  the  Baron;  "we  of  the  laity  care  not 
what  you  set  up,  so  you  pull  merrily  down  what  stands  in  our  way. 
Specially  it  suits  well  with  us  of  the  Southland  fells ;  for  it  is  our 
profession  to  turn  the  world  upside  down,  and  we  live  ever  the 
blithest  life  when  the  downer  side  is  uppermost." 

Warden  would  have  replied ;  but  the  Baron  allowed  him  not  time, 
striking  the  table  with  the  hilt  of  his  dagger,  and  crying  out, — "  Ha ! 
you  loitering  knaves,  bring  our  supper-meal  quickly.  See  you  not 
this  holy  man  is  exhausted  for  lack  of  food !  Heard  ye  ever  of  priest 
or  preacher  that  devoured  not  his  five  meals  a-day?" 

The  attendants  bustled  to  and  fro,  and  speedily  brought  in  several 
large  smoking  platters,  filled  with  huge  pieces  of  beef,  boiled  and 
roasted,  but  without  any  variety  whatsoever;  without  vegetables,  and 
almost  without  bread,  though  there  was  at  the  upper  end  a  few  oat- 
cakes in  a  basket.    Julian  Avenel  made  a  sort  of  apology  to  Warden. 

"  You  have  been  commended  to  our  care,  Sir  Preacher,  since  that 
is  your  style,  by  a  person  whom  we  highly  honour." 

"I  am  assured,"  said  Warden,  u  that  trie  most  noble  Lord " 

"  Prithee,  peace,  man,"  said  Avenel ;  "  what  need  of  naming  names, 
so  we  understand  each  other  ?  I  meant  but  to  speak  in  reference  to 
your  safety  and  comfort,  of  which  he  desires  us  to  be  chary.  Now, 
for  your  safety,  look  at  my  walls  and  water.  But  touching  your  com- 
fort, we  have  no  corn  of  our  own,  and  the  meal-girnels  of  the  south 
are  less  easily  transported  than  their  beeves,  seeing  they  have  no  legs 
to  walk  upon.  But  what  though?  a  stoup  of  wine  thou  shalt  have, 
and  of  the  best— thou  shalt  sit  betwixt  Catherine  and  me  at  the  board- 
end. — And,  Christie,  do  thou  look  to  the  young  springald,  and  call 
to  the  cellarer  for  a  flagon  of  the  best." 

The  Baron  took  his  wonted  place  at  the  upper  end  of  the  board ; 
his  Catherine  sate  down,  and  courteously  pointed  to  a  seat  betwixt 
them  for  their  reverend  guest.  But  notwithstanding  the  influence 
both  of  hunger  and  fatigue,  Henry  Warden  retained  his  standing 
posture. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly, 

Aud  finds  too  late  that  men  betray 

***** 

Julian  Avenel  saw  with  surprise  the  demeanour  of  the  reverend 
stranger.  "  Beshrew  me,"  he  said,  "  these  new-fashioned  religioners 
have  fast-days,  I  warrant  me— the  old  ones  used  to  confer  these  bless- 
ings chiefly  on  the  laity." 

"  We  acknowledge  no  such  rule,"  said  the  preacher — "  We  hold 
that  our  faith  consists  not  in  using  or  abstaining  from  special  meats 
on  special  days;  and  in  fasting  we  rend  our  hearts,  and  not  our 
garments." 

"  The  better— the  better  for  yourselves,  and  the  worse  for  Tom 
Tailor,"  said  the  Baron  ;  "  but  come,  sit  down,  or,  if  thou  needs  must 
e'en  give  us  a  cast  of  thy  office,  mutter  thy  charm." 

"  Sir  Baron,"  said  the  preacher,  "  I  am  in  a  strange  land,  where 
neither  mine  office  nor  my  doctrine  are  known,  and  where,  it  would 
seem,  both  are  greatly  misunderstood.  It  is  my  duty  so  to  bear  me, 
that  in  my  person,  however  unworthy,  my  Master's  dignity  may  be 
respected,  and  that  sin  may  take  no  confidence  from  relaxation  of  the 
bonds  of  discipline." 

"  Ho  la  !  halt  there,"  said  the  Baron  ;  "  thou  wert  sent  hither  for 
thy  safety,  but  not,  I  think,  to  preach  to,  or  control  me.  What  is  it 
thou  wouldst  have,  Sir  Preacher?  Remember  thou  speakest  to  one 
somewhat  short  of  patience,  who  loves  a  short  health  and  a  long 
draught." 

"In  a  word,  then,"  said  Henry  Warden,  "that  lady " 

"  How  ?"  said  the  Baron,  starting — "  what  of  her  ?— what  hast  thou 
to  say  of  that  dame  ?  " 

"Is  she  thy  house-dame?"  said  the  preacher,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  in  which  he  seemed  to  seek  for  the  best  mode  of  expressing 
what  he  had  to  say — "  Is  she,  in  brief,  thy  wife  ?  " 

The  unfortunate  young  woman  pressed  both  her  hands  on  her 
face,  as  if  to  hide  it,  but  the  deep  blush  which  crimsoned  her  brow 
and  neck,  showed  that  her  cheeks  were  also  glowing ;  and  the  burst- 
ing tears,  which  found  their  way  betwixt  her  slender  fingers,  bore 
witness  to  her  sorrow,  as  well  as  to  her  shame. 

"  Now,  by  my  father's  ashes ! "  said  the  Baron,  rising  and  spurning 
from  him  his  footstool  with  such  violence,  that  it  hit  the  wall  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  apartment — then  instantly  constraining  himself, 
he  muttered,  "  What  need  to  run  myself  into  trouble  for  a  fool's 
word?" — then  resuming  his  seat,  he  answered  coldly  and  scornfully 
— "  No,  Sir  Priest  or  Sir  Preacher,  Catherine  is  not  my  wife — Cease 
thy  whimpering,  thou  foolish  wTench— she  is  not  my  wife,  but  she  is 
handfasted  with  me,  and  that  makes  her  as  honest  a  woman." 

"  Handfasted  ? "  repeated  Warden. 

"  Knowest  thou  not  that  rite,  holy  man  ?  "  said  Avenel,  in  the  same 
tone  of  derision ;  "  then  I  will  tell  thee.     We  Border-men  are  more 
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wary  than  your  inland  clowns  of  Fife  and  Lothian — no  jump  in  the 
dark  for  us — no  clenching'  the  fetters  around  our  wrists  till  we  know 
how  they  will  wear  with  us — we  take  our  wives,  like  our  horses,  upon 
trial.  When  we  are  handfasted,  as  we  term  it,  we  are  man  and  wife 
for  a  year  and  day — that  space  gone  by,  each  may  choose  another 
mate,  or,  at  their  pleasure,  may  call  the  priest  to  marry  them  for 
life — and  this  we  call  handfasting."1 

"  Then,"  said  the  preacher,  "  I  tell  thee,  noble  Baron,  in  brotherly 
love  to  thy  soul,  it  is  a  custom  licentious,  gross,  and  corrupted,  and, 
if  persisted  in,  dangerous,  yea,  damnable.  It  binds  thee  to  the  frailer 
being  while  she  is  the  object  of  desire — it  relieves  thee  when  she  is 
most  the  subject  of  pity— it  gives  all  to  brutal  sense,  and  nothing  to 
generous  and  gentle  affection.  I  say  to  thee,  that  he  who  can  medi- 
tate the  breach  of  such  an  engagement,  abandoning  the  deluded 
woman  and  the  helpless  offspring,  is  worse  than  the  birds  of  prey ; 
for  of  them  the  males  remain  with  their  mates  until  the  nestlings  can 
take  wing.  Above  all,  I  say  it  is  contrary  to  the  pure  Christian 
doctrine,  which  assigns  woman  to  man  as  the  partner  of  his  labour, 
the  soother  of  his  evil,  his  helpmate  in  peril,  his  friend  in  affliction ; 
not  as  the  toy  of  his  looser  hours,  or  as  a  flower,  which,  once  cropped, 
he  may  throw  aside  at  pleasure." 

"  Now,  by  the  Saints,  a  most  virtuous  homily  !  "  said  the  Baron  ; 
|  quaintly  conceived  and  curiously  pronounced,  and  to  a  well-chosen 
congregation.  Hark  ye,  Sir  Gospeller!  trow  ye  to  have  a  fool  in 
hand  ?  Know  I  not  that  your  sect  rose  by  bluff  Harry  Tudor,  merely 
because  ye  aided  him  to  change  his  Kate ;  and  wherefore  should  I 
not  use  the  same  Christian  liberty  with  mine  f  Tush,  man !  bless 
the  good  food,  and  meddle  not  with  what  concerns  thee  not— thou 
hast  no  gull  in  Julian  Avenel." 

"  He  hath  gulled  and  cheated  himself,"  said  the  preacher,  "  should 
be  even  incline  to  do  that  poor  sharer  of  his  domestic  cares  the 
imperfect  justice  that  remains  to  him.  Can  he  now  raise  her  to  the 
rank  of  a  pure  and  uncontaminated  matron  ? — Can  he  deprive  his 
ihild  of  the  misery  of  owing  birth  to  a  mother  who  has  erred  ?  He 
oan  indeed  give  them  both  the  rank,  the  state  of  married  wife  and  of 
.awful  son ;  but,  in  public  opinion,  their  names  will  be  smirched  and 
sullied  with  a  stain  which  his  tardy  efforts  cannot  entirely  efface. 
Yet  render  it  to  them,  Baron  of  Avenel,  render  to  them  this  late  and 
imperfect  justice.  Bid  me  bind  you  together  for  ever,  and  celebrate 
the  day  of  your  bridal,  not  with  feasting  or  wassail,  but  with  sorrow 
for  past  sin,  and  the  resolution  to  commence  a  better  life.  Happy 
then  will  have  the  chance  been  that  has  drawn  me  to  this  castle, 
though  I  come  driven  by  calamity,  and  unknowing  where  my  course 
is  bound,  like  a  leaf  travelling  on  the  north  wind." 

The  plain,  and  even  coarse  features,  of  the  zealous  speaker,  were 
warmed  at  once  and  ennobled  by  the  dignity  of  his  enthusiasm;  and 

1-This  custom  of  handfast'ng  actually  prevailed  in  the  upland  days.  It  arose 
partly  from  the  want  of  priests.  While  the  convents  subsisted,  monks  were  de- 
tached on  regular  circuits  through  the  wilder  districts,  to  marry  those  who  had 
lived  in  this  species  of  connection.  A  practice  of  the  same  kind  existed  in  the  Isle 
of  Portland. 
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the  wild  Baron,  lawless  as  he  was,  and  accustomed  to  spurn  at  the 
control  whether  of  religious  or  moral  law,  felt,  for  the  first  time 
perhaps  in  his  life,  that  he  was  under  subjection  to  a  mind  superior 
to  his  own.  He  sat  mute  and  suspended  in  his  deliberations,  hesi- 
tating' betwixt  anger  and  shame,  yet  borne  down  by  the  weight  of 
the  just  rebuke  thus  boldly  fulminated  against  him. 

The  unfortunate  young*  woman,  conceiving  hopes  from  her  tyrant's 
silence  and  apparent  indecision,  forgot  both  her  fear  and  shame  in 
her  timid  expectation  that  Avenel  would  relent ;  and  fixing-  upon 
him  her  anxious  and  beseeching"  eyes,  gradually  drew  near  and 
nearer  to  his  seat,  till  at  length,  laying*  a  trembling  hand  on  his 
cloak,  she  ventured  to  utter,  "  O  noble  Julian,  listen  to  the  good 


man 


i " 


The  speech  and  the  motion  were  ill-timed,  and  wrought  on  that 
proud  and  wayward  spirit  the  reverse  of  her  wishes. 

The  fierce  Baron  started  up  in  fury,  exclaiming,  "What!  thou 
foolish  callet,  art  thou  confederate  with  this  strolling  vagabond, 
whom  thou  hast  seen  beard  me  in  mine  own  hall !  Hence  with  thee, 
and  think  that  I  am  proof  both  to  male  and  female  hypocrisy !  " 

The  poor  girl  started  back,  astounded  at  his  voice  of  thunder  and 
looks  of  fury,  and,  turning  pale  as  death,  endeavoured  to  obey  his 
orders,  and  tottered  towards  the  door.  Her  limbs  failed  in  the 
attempt,  and  she  fell  on  the  stone  floor  in  a  manner  which  her 
situation  might  have  rendered  fatal— The  blood  gushed  from  her 
face. — Halbert  Glendinning  brooked  not  a  sight  so  brutal,  but, 
uttering  a  deep  imprecation,  started  from  his  seat,  and  laid  his  hand 
on  his  sword,  under  the  strong  impulse  of  passing  it  through  the 
body  of  the  cruel  and  hard-hearted  ruffian.  But  Christie  of  the 
Clinthill,  guessing  his  intention,  threw  his  arms  around  him,  and 
prevented  him  from  stirring  to  execute  his  purpose. 

The  impulse  to  such  a  dangerous  act  of  violence  was  indeed  but 
momentary,  as  it  instantly  appeared  that  Avenel  himself,  shocked 
at  the  effects  of  his  violence,  was  lifting  up  and  endeavouring  to 
soothe  in  his  own  way  the  terrified  Catherine. 

"  Peace,"  he  said,  "  prithee,  peace,  thou  silly  minion — why  Kate, 
though  1  listen  not  to  this  tramping  preacher,  1  said  not  what  might 
happen  an  thou  dost  bear  me  a  stout  boy.  There — there — dry  thy 
tears— call  thy  women. — So  ho  ! — where  t>e  these  queans?— Christie 
— Rowley — Hutcheon— drag  them  hither  by  the  hair  of  the  head  !  " 

A  half  dozen  of  startled  wild-looking  females  rushed  into  the  room, 
and  bore  out  her  who  might  be  either  termed  their  mistress  or  their 
companion.  She  showed  little  sign  of  life,  except  by  groaning  faintly 
and  keeping  her  hand  on  her  side. 

No  sooner  had  this  luckless  female  been  conveyed  from  the  apart- 
ment, than  the  Baron,  advancing  to  the  table,  filled  and  drank  a  deep 
goblet  of  wine ;  then,  putting  an  obvious  restraint  on  his  passions, 
turned  to  the  preacher,  who  stood  horror-struck  at  the  scene  he  had 
witnessed,  and  said,  "  You  have  borne  too  hard  on  us,  Sir  Preacher 
—but  coming  with  the  commendations  which  you  have  brought  me, 
I  doubt  not  but  your  meaning  was  good.  But  we  are  a  wilder  folk 
than  you  inland  men  of  Fife  and  Lothian.    Be  advised,  therefore,  by 
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me— Spur  not  an  unbroken  horse— put  not  your  ploughshare  too 
deep  into  new  land — Preacli  to.  us  spiritual  liberty,  and  we  will 

hearken  to  you But  we  will  give  no  way  to  spiritual  bondage. — 

Sit,  therefore,  down,  and  pledge  me  in  old  sack,  and  we  will  talk  over 
other  matters." 

"It  is  from  spiritual  bondage,"  said  the  preacher,  in  the  same  tone 
of  admonitory  reproof,  "  that  I  came  to  deliver  you — it  is  from  a  bond- 
age more  fearful  than  that  of  the  heaviest  earthly  gyves — it  is  from 
your  own  evil  passions." 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Avenel,  fiercely;  "sit  down  while  the  play  is  good 
— else  by  my  father's  crest  and  my  mother's  honour! " 

"Now,"  whispered  Christie  of  the  Clinthill  to  Halbert;  "if  he 
refuse  to  sit  down,  I  would  not  give  a  grey  groat  for  his  head." 

"  Lord  Baron,"  said  Warden,  "  thou  hast  placed  me  in  extremity. 
But  if  the  question  be,  whether  I  am  to  hide  the  light  which  I  am 
commanded  to  show  forth,  or  to  lose  the  light  of  this  world,  my  choice 
is  made.  I  say  to  thee,  like  the  Holy  Baptist  to  Herod,  it  is  not  law- 
ful for  thee  to  have  this  woman;  and  I  say  it,  though  bonds  and  death 
be  the  consequence,  counting  my  life  as  nothing  in  comparison  of 
the  ministry  to  which  I  am  called." 

Julian  Avenel,  enraged  at  the  firmness  of  this  reply,  flung  from 
his  right  hand  the  cup  in  which  he  was  about  to  drink  to  his  guest, 
and  from  the  other  cast  off  the  hawk,  which  flew  wildly  through  the 
apartment.  His  first  motion  was  to  lay  hand  upon  his  dagger. 
But,  changing  his  resolution,  he  exclaimed,  "  To  the  dungeon  with 
this  insolent  stroller ! — I  will  hear  no  man  speak  a  word  for  him. 
Look  to  the  falcon,  Christie,  thou  fool — an  she  escape,  I  will  de- 
spatch you  after  her  every  man. — Away  with  that  hypocritical 
dreamer— drag  him  hence  if  he  resist!" 

He  was  obeyed  in  both  points.  Christie  of  the  Clinthill  arrested 
the  hawk's  flight,  by  putting  his  foot  on  her  jesses,  and  so  hold- 
ing her  fast,  while  Henry  Warden  was  led  off,  without  having  shown 
the  slightest  symptoms  of  terror,  by  two  of  the  Baron's  satellites. 
Julian  Avenel  walked  the  apartment  for  a  short  time  in  sullen  silence, 
and  despatching  one  of  his  attendants  with  a  whispered  message, 
which  probably  related  to  the  health  of  the  unfortunate  Catherine, 
he  said  aloud,  "  These  rash  and  meddling  priests — By  Heaven  !  they 
make  us  worse  than  we  would  be  without  them."1 

The  answer  which  he  presently  received  seemed  somewhat  to 
pacify  his  angry  mood,  and  he  took  his  place  at  the  board,  command- 
ing his  retinue  to  do  the  like.  All  sat  down  in  silence,  and  began  the 
repast. 

During  the  meal  Christie  in  vain  attempted  to  engage  his  youthful 
companion  in  carousal,  or,  at  least,  in  conversation.  Halbert  Glen- 
dinning  pleaded  fatigue,  and  expressed  himself  unwilling  to  take 
any  liquor  stronger  than  the  heather  ale,  which  was  at  that  time 
frequently  used  at  meals.  _  Thus  every  effort  at  jovialty  died  away, 
until  the  Baron,  striking'  his  hand  against  the  table,  as  if  impatient 
of  the  long  unbroken  silence,  cried  out  aloud,    "  What,  ho !   my 

1  See  Nots  I.     Juli  in  Avenel 
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masters— are  ye  Border-riders,  and  sit  as  mute  over  your  meal  as  a 
mess  of  monks  and  friars  ?  Some  one  sing",  if  no  one  list  to  speak. 
Meat  eaten  without  either  mirth  or  music  is  ill  of  digestion.  Louis," 
he  added,  speaking'  to  one  of  the  youngest  of  his  followers,  "  thou 
art  ready  enough  to  sing  when  no  one  bids  thee." 

The  young*  man  looked  first  at  his  master,  then  up  to  the  arched 
roof  of  the  hall,  then  drank  off  the  horn  of  ale,  or  wine,  which  stood 
beside  him,  and  with  a  rough,  yet  not  unmelodious  voice,  sung"  the 
following  ditty  to  the  ancient  air  of  "  Blue  Bonnets  over  the 
Border." 

I. 

March,  march,  Ettrick  and  Teviotdale. 

Why  the  deil  dirma  ye  march  forward  in  order  ? 
March,  march,  Eskdale  and  Liddesdale, 
All  the  Blue  Bonnets  are  bound  for  the  Border. 

Many  a  banner  spread, 

Flutters  above  your  head, 
Many  a  crest  that  is  famous  in  story, 

Mount  and  make  ready  then, 

Sons  of  the  mountain  glen, 
Fight  for  the  Queen  and  the  old  Scottish  glory  ! 

II. 

Come  from  the  hills  where  the  hirsels  are  grazing, 

Come  from  the  glen  of  the  buck  and  the  roe  ; 
Ccrue  to  the  crag  where  the  beacon  is  blazing, 
Come  with  the  buckler,  the  lance,  and  the  bow. 
Trumpets  arc  sounding, 
War- steeds  are  bounding, 
Stand  to  your  arms  then,  and  inarch  in  good  order, 
England  shall  many  a  day 
Tell  of  the  bloody  fray, 
When  the  Blue  Bonnets  came  over  the  Border  J 

The  song",  rude  as  it  was,  had  in  it  that  warlike  character  which 
at  any  other  time  would  have  roused  Halbert's  spirit ;  but  at  present 
the  charm  of  minstrelsy  had  no  effect  upon  him.  He  made  it  his 
request  to  Christie  to  suffer  him  to  retire  to  rest,  a  request  with 
which  that  worthy  person,  seeing1  no  chance  of  making'  a  favourable 
impression  on  his  intended  proselyte  in  his  present  humour,  was  at 
length  pleased  to  comply.  But  no  Sergeant  Kite,  who  ever  practised 
the  profession  of  recruiting",  was  more  attentive  that  his  object  should 
not  escape  him,  than  was  Christie  of  the  Clinthill.  He  indeed  con- 
ducted Halbert  Glendinning  to  a  small  apartment  overlooking"  the 
lake,  which  was  accommodated  with  a  truckle  bed.  But  before 
quitting*  him,  Christie  took  special  care  to  give  a  look  to  the  bars 
which  crossed  the  outside  of  the  window,  and  when  he  left  the 
apartment,  he  failed  not  to  give  the  key  a  double  turn ;  circum- 
stances which  convinced  young"  Glendinning"  that  there  was  no  in- 
tention of  suffering  him  to  depart  from  the  Castle  of  Avenel  at  his 
own  time  and  pleasure.  He  judged  it,  however,  most  prudent  to  let 
these  alarming  symptoms  pass  without  observation. 

No  sooner  did  he  find  himself  in  undisturbed  solitude,  than  he  ran 
rapidly  over  the  events  of  the  day  in  his  recollection,  and  to  his  sur- 
prise found  that  his  own  precarious  fate,  and  even  the  death  of 
Piercie  Shafton,  made  less  impression  on  him  then  the  singularly 
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bold  and  determined  conduct  of  his  companion,  Henry  Warden. 
Providence,  which  suits  its  instruments  to  the  end  they  are  to  achieve, 
had  awakened  in  the  cause  of  Reformation  in  Scotland  a  hody  of 
preachers  of  more  energy  than  refinement,  bold  in  spirit,  and  strong" 
in  faith,  contemners  of  whatever  stood  betwixt  them  and  their  princi- 
pal object,  and  seeking  the  advancement  of  the  great  cause  in  which 
they  laboured  by  the  roughest  road,  provided  it  were  the  shortest. 
The  soft  breeze  may  wave  the  willow,  but  it  requires  the  voice  of  the 
tempest  to  agitate  the  boughs  of  the  oak;  and,  accordingly,  to 
milder  hearers,  and  in  a  less  rude  age,  their  manners  would ^  have 
been  ill  adapted,  but  they  were  singularly  successful  in  their  mission 
to  the  rude  people  to  whom  it  was  addressed. 

Owing  to  these  reasons,  Halbert  Glendinning,  who  had  resisted 
and  repelled  the  arguments  of  the  preacher,  was  forcibly  struck  by 
the  firmness  of  his  demeanour  in  the  dispute  with  Julian  Avenel. 
It  might  be  discourteous,  and  most  certainly  it  was  incautious,  to 
choose  such  a  place  and  such  an  audience,  for  upbraiding  with  his 
transgressions  a  baron,  whom  both  manners  and  situation  placed  in 
full  possession  of  independent  power.  But  the  conduct  of  the 
preacher  was  uncompromising,  firm,  manly,  and  obviously  grounded 
upon  the  deepest  conviction  which  duty  and  principle  could  afford ; 
and  Glendinning,  who  had  viewed  the  conduct  of  Avenel  with  the 
deepest  abhorrence,  was  proportionally  interested  in  the  brave  old 
man,  who  had  ventured  life  rather  than  withhold  the  censure  due  to 
guilt.  This  pitch  of  virtue  seemed  to  him  to  be  in  religion  what  was 
demanded  by  chivalry  of  her  votaries  in  war ;  an  absolute  surrender* 
of  all  selfish  feelings,  and  a  combination  of  every  energy  proper  to 
the  human  mind,  to  discharge  the  task  which  duty  demanded. 

Halbert  was  at  the  period  when  youth  was  most  open  to  generous 
emotions,  and  knows  best  how  to  appreciate  them  in  others,  and  he 
felt,  although  he  hardly  knew  why,  that,  whether  catholic  or  heretic, 
the  safety  of  this  man  deeply  interested  him.  Curiosity  mingled 
with  the  feeling,  and  led  him  to  wonder  what  the  nature  of  those 
doctrines  could  be,  which  stole  their  votary  so  completely  from  him- 
self, and  devoted  him  to  chains  or  to  death  as  their  sworn  champion. 
He  had  indeed  been  told  of  saints  and  martyrs  of  former  days,  who 
had  braved  for  their  religious  faith  the  extremity  of  death  and  torture. 
But  their  spirit  of  enthusiastic  devotion  had  long  slept  in  the  ease  and 
indolent  habits  of  their  successors,  and  their  adventures,  like  those 
of  knights-errant,  were  rather  read  for  amusement  than  for  edifica- 
tion. A  new  impulse  had  been  necessary  to  rekindle  the  energies  of 
religious  zeal,  and  that  impulse  was  now  operating  in  favour  of  a 
purer  religion,  with  one  of  whose  steadiest  votaries  the  youth  had 
now  met  for  the  first  time. 

The  sense  that  he  himself  was  a  prisoner,  under  the  power  of  this 
savage  chieftain,  by  no  means  diminished  Halbert's  interest  in  the 
fate  of  his  fellow-sufferer,  while  he  determined  at  the  same  time  so 
far  to  emulate  his  fortitude,  that  neither  threats  nor  suffering  should 
compel  him  to  enter  into  the  service  of  such  a  master.  The  possi- 
bility of  escape  next  occurred  to  him,  and  though  with  little  hope  of 
effecting  it  in  that  way,  Glendinning  proceeded  to  examine  more 
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particularly  the  window  of  the  apartment.  The  apartment  was 
situated  in  the  first  story  of  the  castle ;  and  was  not  so  far  from  the 
rock  on  which  it  was  founded,  but  that  an  active  and  bold  man  might 
with  little  assistance  descend  to  a  shelf  of  the  rock  which  was  imme- 
diately below  the  window,  and  from  thence  either  leap  or  drop  him- 
self down  into  the  lake  which  lay  before  his  eye,  clear  and  blue  in  the 
placid  light  of  a  full  summer's  moon.  "  Were  I  once  placed  on  that 
ledge,"  thought  Glendinning,  "Julian  Avenel  and  Christie  had  seen 
the  last  of  me."  The  size  of  the  window  favoured  such  an  attempt, 
but  the  stanchions  or  iron  bars  seemed  to  form  an  insurmountable 
obstacle. 

While  Halbert  Glendinning  gazed  from  the  window  with  that 
eagerness  of  hope  which  was  prompted  by  the  energy  of  his  charac- 
ter, and  his  determination  not  to  yield  to  circumstances,  his  ear 
caught  some  sounds  from  below,  and  listening  with  more  attention, 
he  could  distinguish  the  voice  of  the  preacher  engaged  in  his  solitary 
devotions.  To  open  a  correspondence  with  him  became  immediately 
his  object,  and  failing  to  do  so  by  less  marked  sounds,  he  at  length 
ventured  to  speak,  and  wras  answered  from  beneath — "  Is  it  thou,  my 
son  ?  "  The  voice  of  the  prisoner  now  sounded  more  distinctly  than 
when  it  was  first  heard,  for  Warden  had  approached  the  small  aper- 
ture, which,  serving  his  prison  for  a  window,  opened  just  betwixt  the 
wall  and  the  rock,  and  admitted  a  scanty  portion  of  light  through  a 
wall  of  immense  thickness.  This  soupirail  being  placed  exactly 
under  Halbert's  window,  the  contiguity  permitted  the  prisoners  to 
converse  in  a  low  tone,  when  Halbert  declared  his  intention  to 
escape,  and  the  possibility  he  saw  of  achieving  his  purpose,  but  for 
the  iron  stanchions  of  the  window.  "  Prove  thy  strength,  my  son,  in 
the  name  of  God  !  "  said  the  preacher.  Halbert  obeyed  him  more  in 
despair  than  hope,  but  to  his  great  astonishment,  and  somewhat  to 
his  terror,  the  bar  parted  asunder  near  the  bottom,  and  the  longer 
part  being  easily  bent  outwards,  and  not  secured  with  lead  in  the 
upper  socket,  dropped  out  into  Halbert's  hand.  He  immediately 
whispered,  but  as  energetically  as  a  whisper  could  be  expressed — 
"  By  Heaven,  the  bar  has  given  way  in  my  nand  !  " 

"Thank  Heaven,  my  son,  instead  of  swearing  by  it,"  answered 
Warden  from  his  dungeon. 

With  little  effort  Halbert  Glendinning  forced  himself  through  the 
opening  thus  wonderfully  effected,  and  using  his  leathern  sword-belt 
as  a  rope  to  assist  him,  let  himself  safely  drop  on  the  shelf  of  rock 
upon  which  the  preacher's  window  opened.  But  through  this  no 
passage  could  be  effected,  being  scarce  larger  than  a  loophole  for 
musketry,  and  apparently  constructed  for  that  purpose. 

"  Are  there  no  means  by  which  I  can  assist  your  escape,  my 
father  ?  "  said  Halbert. 

'•'  There  are  none,  my  son,"  answered  the  preacher ;  "  but  if  thou 

wilt  insure  my  safety,  that  may  be  in  thy  power." 

"  I  will  labour  earnestly  for  it,"  said  the  youth. 

"Take  then  a  letter  which  I  will  presently  write,  for  I  have  the 

means  of  light  and  writing  materials  in  my  scrip — Hasten  towards 

Edinburgh,  and  on  the  way  thou  wilt  meet  a  body  of  horse  marching 
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southwards — Give  this  to  their  leader,  and  acquaint  him  of  the  state 
in  which  thou  hast  left  me.  It  may  hap  that  thy  doing1  so  will  advan- 
tage thyself." 

In  a  minute  or  two  the  light  of  a  taper  gleamed  through  the  shot- 
hole,  and  very  shortly  after,  the  preacher,  with  the  assistance  of  his 
staff,  pushed  a  billet  to  Glendinning  through  the  window. 

"  God  bless  thee,  my  son,"  said  the  old  man,  "and  complete  the 
marvellous  work  which  he  has  begun." 

"  Amen  ! "  answered  Halbert,  with  solemnity,  and  proceeded  on  his 
enterprise. 

He  hesitated  a  moment  whether  he  should  attempt  to  descend  to 
the  edge  of  the  water ;  but  the  steepness  of  the  rock,  and  darkness 
of  the  night,  rendered  the  enterprise  too  dangerous.  He  clasped  his 
hands  above  his  head  and  boldly  sprung  from  the  precipice,  shooting 
himself  forward  into  the  air  as  far  as  he  could  for  fear  of  sunken 
rocks,  and  alighted  on  the  lake,  head  foremost,  with  such  force  as 
sunk  him  for  a  minute  below  the  surface.  But  strong,  long-breathed, 
and  accustomed  to  such  exercise,  Halbert,  even  though  encumbered 
with  his  sword,  dived  and  rose  like  a  sea-fowl,  and  swam  across  the 
lake  in  the  northern  direction.  When  he  landed  and  looked  back  on 
the  castle,  he  could  observe  that  the  alarm  had  been  given,  for  lights 
glanced  from  window  to  window,  and  he  heard  the  drawbridge 
lowered,  and  the  tread  of  horses'  feet  upon  the  causeway.  But, 
little  alarmed  for  the  consequence  of  a  pursuit  during  the  darkness, 
he  wrung  the  water  from  his  dress,  and,  plunging  into  the  moors, 
directed  his  course  to  the  north-east  by  the  assistance  of  the  polar 
star. 


CHAPTER   XXVI. 

Why,  whnt  an  intricate  impeach  is  this  ! 

I  think  you  all  have  drank  of  Circe's  cup, 

If  here  you  housed  hiin,  here  he  would  have  been  ; 

If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  so  coldly. 

Comedy  of  Errors. 

The  course  of  our  story,  leaving  for  the  present  Halbert  Glendin- 
ning to  the  guidance  of  his  courage  and  his  fortune,  returns  to  the 
Tower  of  Glendearg,  where  matters  in  the  meanwhile  fell  out,  with 
which  it  is  most  fitting  that  the  reader  should  be  acquainted. 

The  meal  was  prepared  at  noontide  with  all  the  care  which  Elspeth 
and  Tibb,  assisted  by  the  various  accommodations  which  had  been 
supplied  from  the  Monastery,  could  bestow  on  it.  Their  dialogue 
ran  on  as  usual  in  the  intervals  of  their  labour,  partly  as  between 
mistress  and  servant,  partly  as  maintained  by  gossips  of  nearly 
equal  quality. 

"  Look  to  the  minced  meat,  Tibb,"  said  Elspeth ;  "  and  turn  the 
broach  even,  thou  good-for-nothing  Simmie, — thy  wits  are  harrying 
birds'  nests,  child.  Weel,  Tibb,  this  is  a  fasheous  job,  this  SirPiercie 
lying  leaguer  with  us  up  here,  and  wha  kens  for  how  lang?  " 

u 
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^  "  A  fasheous  job  indeed,"  answered  her  faithful  attendant,  "  and 
little  good  did  the  name  ever  bring1  to  fair  Scotland.  Ye  may  have  your 
hands  fuller  of  them  than  they  are  yet — Mony  a  sair  heart  have  the 
Piercies  given  to  Scots  wife  and  bairns  with  their  pricking  on  the 
Borders.  There  was  Hotspur,  and  many  more  of  that  bloody 
kindred,  have  sate  in  our  skirts  since  Malcolm's  time,  as  Martin 
says ! " 

"  Martin  should  keep  a  weel-scrapit  tongue  in  his  head,"  said 
Elspeth,  "  and  not  slander  the  kin  of  any  body  that  quarters  at 
Glendearg ;  forby,  that  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  is  much  respected  with 
the  holy  fathers  of  the  community,  and  they  will  make  up  to  us  ony 
fasherie  that  we  may  have  with  him,  either  by  good  word  or  good 
deed,  I'se  warrant  them.     He  is  a  considerate  lord  the  Lord  Abbot." 

"  And  weel  he  likes  a  saft  seat  to  his  hinder  end,"  said  Tibb;  "i 
have  seen  a  belted  baron  sit  on  a  bare  bench,  and  find  nae  fault. 
But  an  ye  are  pleased,  mistress,  I  am  pleased." 

"  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  Mysie  of  the  Mill. — And  whare 
hae  ye  been,  lass,  for  a's  gane  wrang  without  you  ? "  said  Elspeth. 

u  I  just  gaed  a  blink  up  the  burn,"  said  Mysie,  "  for  the  young  lady 
has  been  down  on  her  bed,  and  is  no  just  that  weel — So  I  gaed  a 
gliffup  the  burn." 

u  To  see  the  young  lads  come  hame  frae  the  sport,  I  will  warrant 
you,"  said  Elspeth.  "Ay,  ay,  Tibb,  that's  the  way  the  young  folk 
guide  us,  Tibbie — leave  us  to  do  the  wark,  and  out*  to  the  play  them- 
sells." 

"  Ne'er  a  bit  of  that,  mistress,"  said  the  Maid  of  the  Mill,  stripping 
her  round  pretty  arms,  and  looking  actively  and  good-humouredly 
round  for  some  duty  that  she  could  discharge,  "  but  just — I  thought 
ye  might  like  to  ken  if  they  were  coming  back,  just  to  get  the 
dinner  forward." 

"  And  saw  ye  ought  of  them  then  ?  "  demanded  Elspeth. 

"Not  the  least  tokening,"  said  Mysie,  "  though  I  got  to  the  head 
of  a  knowe,  and  though  the  English  knight's  beautiful  white  feather 
could  have  been  seen  over  all  the  bushes  in  the  Shaw." 

"  The  knight's  white  feather  !  "  said  Dame  Glendinning ;  "  ye  are 
a  silly  hempie — my  Halbert's  high  head  will  be  seen  farther  than  his 
feather,  let  it  be  as  white  as  it  like,  I  trow." 

Mysie  made  no  answer,  but  began  to  knead  dough  for  wastel- 
cake  with  all  despatch,  observing  that  Sir  Piercie  had  partaken  of 
that  dainty,  and  commended  it  upon  the  preceding  day.  And  pre- 
sently, in  order  to  place  on  the  fire  the  girdle,  or  iron  plate  on  which 
these  cates  were  to  be  baked,  she  displaced  a  stew-pan  in  which  some 
of  Tibb's  delicacies  were  submitted  to  the  action  of  the  kitchen  fire. 
Tibb  muttered  betwixt  her  teeth—"  And  it  is  the  broth  for  my  sick 
bairn,  that  maun  make  room  for  the  dainty  Southron's  wastel-bread. 
It  was  a  blithe  time  in  Wight  Wallace's  day,  or  good  King  Robert's, 
when  the  pock-puddings  gat  naething  here  but  hard  straiks  and 
bloody  crowns.    But  we  will  see  how  it  will  a'  end." 

Elspeth  did  not  think  it  proper  to  notice  these  discontented  ex- 
pressions of  Tibbie,  but  they  sunk  into  her  mind ;  for  she  was  apt  to 
consider  her  as  a  sort  of  authority  in  matters  of  war  and  policy,  with 
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which  her  former  experience  as  bower- woman  at  Avenel  Castle  made 
her  better  acquainted  than  were  the  peaceful  inhabitants  of  the  Hali- 
dome.  She  only  spoke,  however,  to  express  her  surprise  that  the 
hunters  did  not  return. 

"  An  they  come  not  back  the  sooner,"  said  Tibb,  "  they  will  fare 
the  waur,  for  the  meat  will  be  roasted  to  a  cinder — and  there  is  poor 
Simmie  that  can  turn  the  spit  nae  langer  :  the  bairn  is  melting  like 
an  icicle  in  warm  water — Gang*  awa,  bairn,  and  take  a  mouthful  of 
the  caller  air,  and  I  will  turn  the  broach  till  ye  come  back." 

>  "Bin  up  to  the  bartisan  at  the  tower-head,  callant,"  said  Dame  Glen- 
dinning",  "  the  air  will  be  callerer  there  than  ony  gate  else,  and  bring* 
us  word  if  our  Halbert  and  the  gentleman  are  coming  down  the 
glen." 

The  boy  lingered  long  enough  to  allow  his  substitute,  Tibb  Tacket, 
heartily  to  tire  of  her  own  generosity,  and  of  his  cricket-stool  by  the 
side  of  a  huge  fire.  He  at  length  returned  with  the  news  that  he 
had  seen  nobody. 

The  matter  was  not  remarkable  so  far  as  Halbert  Glendinning  was 
concerned  ;  for,  patient  alike  of  want  and  of  fatigue,  it  was  no  un- 
common circumstance  for  him  to  remain  in  the  wilds  till  curfew- 
time.  But  nobody  had  given  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  credit  for  being  so 
keen  a  sportsman,  and  the  idea  of  an  Englishman  preferring  the 
chase  to  his  dinner  was  altogether  inconsistent  with  their  preconcep- 
tions of  the  national  character.  Amidst  wondering  and  conjecturing, 
the  usual  dinner-hour  passed  long  away;  and  the  inmates  of  the 
tower,  taking  a  hasty  meal  themselves,  adjourned  their  more  solemn 
preparations  until  the  hunters'  return  at  night,  since  it  seemed  now 
certain  that  their  sport  had  either  carried  them  to  a  greater  distance, 
or  engaged  them  for  a  longer  time  than  had  been  expected. 

About  four  hours  after  noon,  arrived,  not  the  expected  sportsmen, 
but  an  unlooked-for  visitant,  the  Sub-Prior  from  the  Monastery. 
The  scene  of  the  preceding  day  had  dwelt  on  the  mind  of  Father 
Eustace,  who  was  of  that  keen  and  penetrating  cast  of  mind  which 
loves  not  to  leave  unascertained  whatever  of  mysterious  is  subjected  to 
its  inquiry.  His  kindness  was  interested  in  the  family  of  Glendearg, 
which  he  had  now  known  for  a  long  time ;  and  besides,  the  com- 
munity was  interested  in  the  preservation  of  the  peace  betwixt  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton  and  his  youthful  host,  since  whatever  might  draw 
public  attention  on  the  former  could  not  fail  to  be  prejudicial  to  the 
Monastery,  which  was  already  threatened  by  the  hand  of  power.  He 
found  the  family  assembled  all  but  Mary  Avenel,  and  was  informed 
that  Halbert  Glendinning  had  accompanied  the  stranger  on  a  day's 
sport.  So  far  was  well.  They  had  not  returned;  but  when  did 
youth  and  sport  conceive  themselves  bound  by  set  hours  ?  and  the 
circumstance  excited  no  alarm  in  his  mind. 

While  he  was  conversing  with  Edward  Glendinning  touching  his 
progress  in  the  studies  he  had  pointed  out  to  him,  they  were  startled 
by  a  shriek  from  Mary  Avenel's  apartment,  which  drew  the  whole 
family  thither  in  headlong  haste.  They  found  her  in  a  swoon  in  the 
arms  of  old  Martin,  who  was  bitterly  accusing  himself  of  having 
killed  her ;  so  indeed  it  seemed,  for  her  pale  features  and  closed  eyes 
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argued  rather  a  dead  corpse  than  a  living  person.  The  whole 
family  were  instantly  in  tumult.  Snatching"  her  from  Martin's  arms 
wilh  the  eagerness  of  affectionate  terror,  Edward  bore  her  to  the 
casement,  that  she  might  receive  the  influence  of  the  open  air;  the 
Sub-Prior,  who,  like  many  of  his  profession,  had  some  knowledge  of 
medicine,  hastened  to  prescribe  the  readiest  remedies  which  occurred 
to  him,  and  the  terrified  females  contended  with,  and  impeded  each 
other,  in  their  rival  efforts  to  be  useful. 

"It  has  been  ane  of  her  weary  ghaists,"  said  Dame  Glendinning. 

"  It's  just  a  trembling  on  her  spirits,  as  her  blessed  mother  used  to 
have,"  said  Tibb. 

"  It's  some  ill  news  has  come  ower  her,"  said  the  miller's  maiden  ; 
while  burnt  feathers,  cold  water,  and  all  the  usual  means  of  restoring 
suspended  animation,  were  employed  alternately,  and  with  little 
effect. 

At  length  a  new  assistant,  who  had  joined  the  group  unobserved, 
tendered  his  aid  in  the  following  terms: — "How  is  this,  my  most 
fair  Discretion  ?  What  cause  hath  moved  the  ruby  current  of  life  to 
rush  back  to  the  citadel  of  the  heart,  leaving  pale  those  features  in 
which  it  should  have  delighted  to  meander  for  ever? — Let  me 
approach  her,"  he  said,  "  with  this  sovereign  essence,  distilled  by  the 
fair  hands  of  the  divine  Urania,  and  powerful  to  recall  fugitive  life, 
even  if  it  were  trembling  on  the  verge  of  departure." 

Thus  speaking,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  knelt  down,  and  most  grace- 
fully presented  to  the  nostrils  of  Mary  Avenel  a  silver  pouncet-box, 
exquisitely  chased,  containing  a  sponge  dipt  in  the  essence  which  he 
recommended  so  highly.  Yes,  gentle  reader,  it  was  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton  himself  who  thus  unexpectedly  proffered  his  good  offices ! 
his  cheeks,  indeed,  very  pale,  and  some  part  of  his  dress  stained  with 
blood,  but  not  otherwise  appearing  different  from  what  he  was  on 
the  preceding  evening.  But  no  sooner  had  Mary  Avenel  opened  her 
eyes,  and  fixed  them  on  the  figure  of  the  officious  courtier,  than  she 
screamed  faintly,  and  exclaimed, — "  Secure  the  murderer !  " 

Those  present  stood  aghast  with  astonishment,  and  none  more  so 
than  the  Euphuist,  who  found  himself  so  suddenly  and  so  strangely 
accused  by  the  patient  whom  he  was  endeavouring  to  succour,  and 
who  repelled  his  attempts  to  yield  her  assistance  with  all  the  energy 
of  abhorrence. 

"  Take  him  away  !  "  she  exclaimed—"  take  away  the  murderer !  " 

"  Now,  by  my  knighthood,"  answered  Sir  Piercie,  "  your  lovely 
faculties  either  of  mind  or  body  are,  O  my  most  fair  Discretion, 
obnubilated  by  some  strange  hallucination.  For  either  your  eyes  do 
not  discern  that  it  is  Piercie  Shafton,  your  most  devoted  Affability, 
who  now  stands  before  you,  or  else,  your  eyes  discerning  truly,  your 
mind  hath  most  erroneously  concluded  that  he  hath  been  guilty  of 
some  delict  or  violence  to  which  his  hand  is  a  stranger.  No  murder, 
O  most  scornful  Discretion,  hath  been  this  day  done,  saving  but  that 
which  your  angry  glances  are  now  performing  on  your  most  devoted 
captive." 

He  was  here  interrupted  by  the  Sub-Prior,  who  had,  in  the  mean 
time,  been  speaking  with  Martin  apart,  and  had  received  from  him 
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an  account  of  the  circumstances,  which,  suddenly  communicated  to 
Mary  Avenel,  had  thrown  her  into  this  state.  "  Sir  Knight/'  said 
the  Sub-Prior,  in  a  very  solemn  tone,  yet  with  some  hesitation,  "  cir- 
cumstances have  been  communicated  to  us,  of  a  nature  so  extraor- 
dinary, that,  reluctant  as  I  am  to  exercise  such  authority  over  a  guest 
of  our  venerable  community,  I  am  constrained  to  request  from  you 
an  explanation  of  them.  You  left  this  tower  early  in  the  morning', 
accompanied  by  a  youth,  Halbert  Glen  dinning*,  the  eldest  son  of  this 
good  dame,  and  you  return  hither  without  him.  Where,  and  at  what 
hour,  did  you  part  company  from  him  ?" 

The  English  knight  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  replied, — "  I 
marvel  that  your  reverence  employs  so  grave  a  tone  to  enforce  so 
light  a  question.  I  parted  with  the  villagio  whom  you  call  Halbert 
Glendinning  some  hour  or  twain  after  sunrise." 

"  And  at  what  place,  I  pray  you  ?  "  said  the  monk. 

"In  a  deep  ravine,  where  a  fountain  rises  at  the  base  of  a  huge 
rock;  an  earth-born  Titan,  which  heaveth  up  its  grey  head,  even 
as " 

"  Spare  us  farther  description,"  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  we  know 
the  spot.  But  that  youth  hath  not  since  been  heard  of,  and  it  will 
fall  on  you  to  account  for  him." 

"  My  bairn !  my  bairn  !  "  exclaimed  Dame  Glendinning.  *  Yes, 
holy  father,  make  the  villain  account  for  my  bairn  !  " 

"  I  swear,  good  woman,  by  bread  and  by  water,  which  are  the 

props  of  our  life " 

.  "  Swear  by  wine  and  wastel-bread,  for  these  are  the  props  of  thy 
life,  thou  greedy  Southron!"  said  Dame  Glendinning; — "a  base 
belly-god,  to  come  here  to  eat  the  best,  and  practise  on  our  lives  that 
give  it  to  him  !  " 

"  I  tell  thee,  woman,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  "  I  did  but  go  with 
thy  son  to  the  hunting." 

"  A  black  hunting  it  has  been  to  him,  poor  bairn,"  replied  Tibb ; 
"  and  sae  I  said  it  wad  prove  since  I  first  saw  the  false  Southron 
snout  of  thee.  Little  good  comes  of  a  Piercie's  hunting  from  Chevy 
Chase  till  now." 

"  Be  silent,  woman,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  and  rail  not  upon  the 
English  knight ;  we  do  not  yet  know  of  anything  beyond  suspicion." 

"  We  will  have  his  heart's  blood  !  "  said  Dame  Glendinning  ;  and, 
seconded  by  the  faithful  Tibbie,  she  made  such  a  sudden  onslaught 
on  the  unlucky  Euphuist  as  must  have  terminated  in  something 
serious,  had  not  the  monk,  aided  by  Mysie  Happer,  interposed  to 
protect  him  from  their  fury.  Edward  had  left  the  apartment  the 
instant  the  d^turbance  broke  out,  and  now  entered,  sword  in  hand, 
followed  by  Martin  and  Jasper,  the  one  having  a  hunting  spear  in 
his  hand,  the  other  a  cross-bow. 

"  Keep  the  door,"  he  said  to  his  two  attendants ;  "  shoot  him  or 
stab  him  without  mercy,  should  he  attempt  to  break  forth ;  if  he 
offers  an  escape,  by  Heaven  he  shall  die  !  " 

"  How  now,  Edward,"  said  the  Sub-Prior  ;  "  how  is  this  that  you  so 
far  forget  yourself?  meditating  violence  to  a  guest,  and  in  my  pre- 
sence, who  represent  your  liege  lord  ? " 
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Edward  stepped  forward  with  his  drawn  sword  in  his  hand. 
"Pardon  me,  reverend  father,"  he  said,  "  but  in  this  matter  the  voice 
of  nature  speaks  louder  and  stronger  than  yours.    I  turn  my  sword's 

Eoint  against  this  proud  man,  and  I  demand  of  him  the  blood  of  my 
rother — the  blood  of  my  father's  son — of  the  heir  of  our  name! 
If  he  denies  to  give  me  a  true  account  of  him,  he  shall  not  deny  me 
vengeance." 

Embarrassed  as  he  was,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  showed  no  personal 
fear.  "  Put  up  thy  sword,"  he  said,  "  young  man ;  not  in  the  same 
day  does  Piercie  Shafton  contend  with  two  peasants." 

"  Hear  him !  he  confesses  the  deed,  holy  father,"  said  Edward. 

"  Be  patient,  my  son,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  endeavouring  to  soothe 
the  feelings  which  he  could  not  otherwise  control,  "be  patient— thou 
wilt  attain  the  ends  of  justice  better  through  my  means  than  thine 
own  violence  —  And  you,  women,  be  silent  —  Tibb,  remove  your 
mistress  and  Mary  Avenel." 

While  Tibb,  with  the  assistance  of  the  other  females  of  the  house- 
hold, bore  the  poor  mother  and  Mary  Avenel  into  separate  apartments, 
and  while  Edward,  still  keeping  his  sword  in  his  hand,  hastily  tra- 
versed the  room,  as  if  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  Sir  Piercie  Shaf- 
ton's  escape,  the  Sub-Prior  insisted  upon  knowing  from  the  perplexed 
knight  the  particulars  which  he  knew  respecting  Halbert  Glendinning. 
His  situation  became  extremely  embarrassing ;  for  what  he  might 
with  safety  have  told  of  the  issue  of  their  combat  was  so  revolting 
to  his  pride,  that  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  enter  into  the  detail, 
and  of  Halbert's  actual  fate  he  knew,  as  the  reader  is  well  aware, 
absolutely  nothing. 

The  father  in  the  meanwhile  pressed  him  with  remonstrances,  and 
prayed  him  to  observe,  he  would  greatly  prejudice  himself  by  declin- 
ing to  give  a  full  account  of  the  transactions  of  the  day.  "  You  can- 
not deny,"  he  said,  "  that  yesterday  you  seemed  to  take  the  most 
violent  offence  at  this  unfortunate  youth ;  and  that  you  suppressed 
your  resentment  so  suddenly  as  to  impress  us  all  with  surprise. 
Last  night  you  proposed  to  him  this  day's  hunting  party,  and  you  set 
out  together  by  break  of  day.  You  parted,  you  said,  at  the  fountain 
near  the  rock,  about  an  hour  or  twain  after  sunrise,  and  it  appears 
that  before  you  parted  you  had  been  at  strife  together." 

"  I  said  not  so,"  replied  the  knight.  "  Here  is  a  coil  indeed  about 
the  absence  of  a  rustical  bondsman,  who  I  dare  say,  hath  gone  off 
(if  he  be  gone)  to  join  the  next  rascally  band  of  free-booters !  Ye  ask 
me,  a  knight  of  the  Piercie's  lineage,  to  account  for  such  an  insig- 
nificant fugitive,  and  I  answer, — let  me  know  the  price  of  his  head, 
and  I  will  pay  it  to  your  convent  treasurer." 

"  You  admit,  then,  that  you  have  slain  my  brother  ?  "  said  Edward, 
interfering  once  more  :  "  1  will  presently  show  you  at  what  price  we 
Scots  rate  the  lives  of  our  friends." 

"Peace,  Edward,  peace  — I  entreat-— I  command  thee,  said  the 
Sub-Prior.  "  And  you,  Sir  Knight,  think  better  of  us  than  to  suppose 
you  may  spend  Scottish  blood,  and  reckon  for  it  as  for  wine  spilt  in 
a  drunken  revel.  This  youth  was  no  bondsman— thou  well  knowest, 
that  in  thy  own  land  thou  hadst  not  dared  to  lift  thy  sword  against 
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the  meanest  subject  of  England,  but  her  laws  would  have  called  thee 
to  answer  for  the  deed.  Do  not  hope  it  will  be  otherwise  here,  for 
you  will  but  deceive  yourself.1' 
"  You  drive  me  beyond  my  patience,"  said  the  Euphuist, "  even  as  the 
over  driven  ox  is  urged  into  madness !  —What  can  I  tell  you  of  a  young 
fellow  whom  I  have  not  seen  since  the  second  hour  after  sunrise  ?  " 

"But  can  you  explain  in  what  circumstances  you  parted  with 
him  ? "  said  the  monk. 

"What  are  the  circumstances,  in  the  devil's  name,  which  you 
desire  should  be  explained?  for  although  I  protest  against  this  con- 
straint as  alike  unworthy  and  inhospitable,  yet  would  I  willingly  end 
this  fray,  provided  that  by  words  it  may  be  ended,"  said  the  knight. 

"  If  these  end  it  not,"  said  Edward,  "  blows  shall,  and  that  full 
speedily." 

"  Peace,  impatient  boy !  "  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  and  do  you,  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton,  acquaint  me  why  the  ground  is  bloody  by  the  verge 
of  the  fountain  in  Corri-nan-shian,  where,  as  you  say  yourself,  you 
parted  from  Halbert  Glendinning  ?  " 

Resolute  not  to  avow  his  defeat,  if  possibly  he  could  avoid  it,  the 
knight  answered  in  a  haughty  tone,  that  he  supposed  it  was  no 
unusual  thing  to  find  the  turf  bloody  where  hunters  had  slain  a  deer. 

"  And  did  you  bury  your  game  as  well  as  kill  it  ?  "  said  the  monk. 
"  We  must  know  from  you  who  is  the  tenant  of  that  grave,  that 
newly-made  grave,  besfde  the  very  fountain  whose  margin  is  so 
deeply  crimsoned  with  blood? — Thou  seest  thou  canst  not  evade  me ; 
therefore  be  ingenuous,  and  tell  us  the  fate  of  this  unhappy  youth, 
whose  body  is  doubtless  lying  under  that  bloody  turf." 

"  If  it  be,"  said  Sir  Piercie,  "  they  must  have  buried  him  alive ;  for 
I  swear  to  thee,  reverend  father,  that  this  rustic  juvenal  parted  from 
me  in  perfect  health.  Let  the  grave  be  searched,  and  if  his  body  be 
found,  then  deal  with  me  as  ye  list." 

"  It  is  not  my  sphere  to  determine  thy  fate,  Sir  Knight,  but  that 
of  the  Lord  Abbot,  and  the  right  reverend  Chapter.  It  is  but  my 
duty  to  collect  such  information  as  may  best  possess  their  wisdom 
with  the  matters  which  have  chanced." 

"  Might  I  presume  so  far,  reverend  father,"  said  the  knight,  "  I 
should  wish  to  know  the  author  and  evidence  of  all  these  suspicions, 
so  unfoundedly  urged  against  me?" 

"It  is  soon  told,"  said  the  Sub-Prior;  "  nor  do  1  wish  to  disguise  it, 
if  it  can  avail  you  in  your  defence.  This  maiden,  Mary  Avenel,  ap- 
prehending that  you  nourished  malice  against  her  foster-brother 
under  a  friendly  brow,  did  advisedly  send  up  the  old  man,  Martin 
Tacket,  to  follow  your  footsteps  and  to  prevent  mischief.  But  it 
seems  that  your  evil,  passions  had  outrun  precaution ;  for  when  he 
came  to  the  spot,  guided  by  your  footsteps  upon  the  dew,  he  found 
but  the  bloody  turf  and  the  new  covered  grave ;  and  after  long  and 
vain  search  through  the  wilds  after  Halbert  and  yourself,  he  brought 
back  the  sorrowful  news  to  her  who  had  sent  him." 

"  Saw  he  not  my  doublet,  I  pray  you  ? "  said  Sir  Piercie ;  "  for 
when  I  came  to  myself,  I  found  that  I  was  wrapped  in  my  cloak,  but 
without  my  under  garment,  as  your  reverence  may  observe." 
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So  saying",  he  opened  his  cloak,  forgetting,  with  his  characteristical 
inconsistency,  that  he  showed  his  shirt  stained  with  blood. 

"  How  !  cruel  man,"  said  the  monk,  when  he  observed  this  confir- 
mation of  his  suspicions ;  "  wilt  thou  deny  the  guilt,  even  while  thou 
bearest  on  thy  person  the  blood  thou  hast  shed  ? — Wilt  thou  longer 
deny  that  thy  rash  hand  has  robbed  a  mother  of  a  son,  our  community 
of  a  vassal,  the  Queen  of  Scotland  of  a  liege  subject?  and  what  canst 
thou  expect  but  that,  at  the  least,  we  deliver  thee  up  to  England, 
as  undeserving  our  farther  protection  ?  " 

"  By  the  Saints  !  "  said  the  knight,  now  driven  to  extremity,"  if  this 
blood  be  the  witness  against  me,  it  is  but  rebel  blood,  since  this  morn- 
ing at  sunrise  it  flowed  within  my  own  veins." 

"  How  were  that  possible,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,"  said  the  monk, 
"  since  I  see  no  wound  from  whence  it  can  have  flowed  ?" 

"  That,"  said  the  knight,  "  is  the  most  mysterious  part  of  the  trans- 
action— See  here ! " 

So  saying,  he  undid  his  shirt  collar,  and,  opening  his  bosom,  showed 
the  spot  through  which  Halbert's  sword  had  passed,  but  already 
cicatrised,  and  bearing  the  appearance  of  a  wound  lately  healed. 

"  This  exhausts  my  patience,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Sub-Prior, 
"  and  is  adding  insult  to  violence  and  injury.  Do  you  hold  me  for  a 
child  or  an  idiot,  that  you  pretend  to  make  me  believe  that  the  fresh 
blood  with  which  your  shirt  is  stained  flowed  from  a  wound  which 
has  been  healed  for  weeks  or  months  ?  Unhappy  mocker,  thinkest 
thou  thus  to  blind  us  ?  Too  well  do  we  know  that  it  is  the  blood  of 
your  victim,  wrestling  with  you  in  the  desperate  and  mortal  struggle, 
which  has  thus  dyed  your  apparel." 

The  knight,  after  a  moment's  recollection,  said  in  reply,  "  I  will 
be  open  with  you,  ray  father— bid  these  men  stand  out  of  ear-shot, 
and  I  will  tell  you  all  I  know  of  this  mysterious  business ;  and  muse 
not,  good  father,  though  it  may  pass  thy  wit  to  expound  it,  for  I 
avouch  to  you  it  is  too  <lark  for  mine  own." 

The  monk  commanded  Edward  and  the  two  men  to  withdraw, 
assuring  the  former  that  his  conference  with  the  prisoner  should  be 
brief,  and  giving  him  permission  to  keep  watch  at  the  door  of  the 
apartment ;  without  which  allowance  he  might,  perhaps,  have  had 
some  difficulty  in  procuring  his  absence.  Edward  had  no  sooner 
left  the  chamber,  than  he  despatched  messengers  to  one  or  two 
families  of  the  Halidome,  with  whose  sons  his  brother  and  he  some- 
times associated,  to  tell  them  that  Halbert  Glendinning  had  beeu 
murdered  by  an  Englishman,  and  to  require  them  to  repair  to  the 
Tower  of  Glendearg  without  delay.  The  duty  of  revenge  in  such 
cases  was  held  so  sacred,  that  he  had  no  reason  to  doubt  they  would 
instantly  come  with  such  assistance  as  would  insure  the  detention  of 
the  prisoner.  He  then  locked  the  doors  of  the  tower,  both  inner  and 
outer,  and  also  the  g>ite  of  the  court-yard.  Having  taken  these  pre- 
cautions, he  made  a"  hasty  visit  to  the  females  of  the  family,  exhaust- 
ing himself  in  efforts  to  console  them,  and  in  protestations  that  he 
would  have  vengeance  for  his  murdered  brother. 
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CHAPTER   XXVII. 

Now,  by  our  Lady,  Sheriff,  'tis  hard  reckoning, 
That  I,  with  every  odds  of  birth  and  barony, 
Should  be  detain'd  here  for  the  casual  death 
Of  a  wild  forester,  whose  utmost  having 
Is  but  the  brazen  buckle  of  the  belt 
In  which  he  sticks  his  hedge-knife. 

Old  Play. 

While  Edward  was  making'  preparations  for  securing  and  punish- 
ing* the  supposed  murderer  of  his  brother,  with  an  intense  thirst  for 
vengeance,  which  had  not  hitherto  shown  itself  as  part  of  his  char- 
acter, Sir  Piercie  Shafton  made  such  communications  as  it  pleased 
him  to  the  Sub-Prior,  who  listened  with  great  attention,  though  the 
knight's  narrative  was  none  of  the  clearest,  especially  as  his  self- 
conceit  led  him  to  conceal  or  abridge  the  details  which  were  neces- 
sary to  render  it  intelligible. 

"You  are  to  know/'  he  said,  "reverend  father,  that  this  rustical 
juvenal  having  chosen  to  offer  me,  in  the  presence  of  your  venerable 
Superior,  yourself,  and  other  excellent  and  worthy  persons,  besides 
the  damsel  Mary  Avenel,  whom  I  term  my  Discretion  in  all  honour 
and  kindness,  a  gross  insult,  rendered  yet  more  intolerable  by  the 
time  and  place,  my  just  resentment  did  so  gain  the  mastery  over  my 
discretion,  that  I  resolved  to  allow  him  the  privileges  of  an  equal, 
and  to  indulge  him  with  the  combat." 

"  But,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  you  still  leave  two  matters 
rery  obscure.  First,  why  the  token  he  presented  to  you  gave  you 
>o  much  offence,  as  I  with  others  witnessed ;  and  then  again,  how 
he  youth,  whom  you  then  met  for  the  first,  or,  at  least,  the  second 
iime,  knew  so  much  of  your  history  as  enabled  him  so  greatly  to 
nove  you." 

The  knight  coloured  very  deeply. 

*  For  your  first  query,"  he  said,  "  most  reverend  father,  we  will,  if 
;0U  please,  pretermit  it  as  nothing  essential  to  the  matter  in  hand  ; 
lud  for  the  second — I  protest  to  you  that  I  know  as  little  of  his 
neans  of  knowledge  as  you  do,  and  that  I  am  well-nigh  persuaded 
le  deals  with  Sathanas,  of  which  more  anon — Well,  sir— In  the 
veiling',  I  failed  not  to  veil  my  purpose  with  a  pleasant  brow,  as  is 
he  custom  amongst  us  martialists,  who  never  display  the  bloody 
colours  of  defiance  in  our  countenance  until  our  hand  is  armed  to 
ight  under  them.  I  amused  the  fair  Discretion  with  some  canzon- 
jttes,  and  other  toys,  which  could  not  but  be  ravishing  to  her  unex- 
)erienced  ears.  I  arose  in  the  morning,  and  met  my  antagonist, 
vho,  to  say  truth,  for  an  inexperienced  villagio,  comported  himself 
is  stoutly  as  I  could  have  desired. — So,  coming  to  the  encounter, 
•everend  sir,  I  did  try  his  mettle  with  some  half-a-dozen  of  downright 
msses,  with  any  one  of  which  I  could  have  been  through  his  body, 
mly  that  I  was  loth  to  take  so  fatal  an  advantage,  but  rather,  mixing 
nercy  with  my  just  indignation,  studied  to  inflict  upon  him  some 
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flesh  wound  of  no  very  fatal  quality.  But,  sir,  in  the  midst  of  my 
clemency,  he,  being1  instigated,  I  think,  by  the  devil,  did  follow  up 
his  first  offence  with  some  insult  of  the  same  nature.  Whereupon, 
being-  eager  to  punish  him,  I  made  an  estramazone,  and  my  foot  slip- 
ping' at  the  same  time, — not  from  any  fault  of  fence  on  my  part,  or 
any  advantage  of  skill  on  his,  but  the  devil  having",  as  I  said,  taken 
up  the  matter  in  hand,  and  the  grass  being*  slippery,— ere  I  recovered 
my  position  I  encountered  his  sword,  which  he  had  advanced,  with 
my  undefended  person,  so  that,  as  I  think,  I  was  in  some  sort  run  i 
through  the  body.  My  juvenal,  being  beyond  measure  appalled  at 
his  own  unexpected  and  unmerited  success  in  this  strange  encounter, 
takes  the  flight  and  leaves  me  there,  and  I  fall  into  a  dead  swoon 
for  the  lack  of  the  blood  I  had  lost  so  foolishly— and  when  I  awake, 
as  from  a  sound  sleep,  I  find  myself  lying,  an  it  like  you,  wrapt  up  in 
my  cloak  at  the  foot  of  one  of  the  birch-trees  which  stand  together 
in  a  clump  near  to  this  place.  I  feel  my  limbs,  and  experience  little 
pain,  but  much  weakness — I  put  my  hand  to  the  wound — it  was 
whole  and  skinned  over  as  you  now  see  it — I  rise  and  come  hither ; 
and  in  these  words  you  have  my  whole  day's  story/' 

"I  can  only  reply  to  so  strange  a  tale,"  answered  the  monk,  "that 
it  is  scarce  possible  that  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  can  expect  me  to  credit 
it.  Here  is  a  quarrel,  the  cause  of  which  you  conceal — a  wound 
received  in  the  morning,  of  which  there  is  no  recent  appearance  at 
sunset, — a  grave  filled  up,  in  which  no  body  is  deposited — the  van- 
quished found  alive  and  well — the  victor  departed  no  man  knows 
whither.  These  things,  Sir  Knight,  hang  not  so  well  together,  that 
I  should  receive  them  as  gospel." 

"  Reverend  father,"  answered  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  "I  pray  you  hi 
the  first  place  to  observe,  that  if  I  offer  peaceful  and  civil  justification 
of  that  which  I  have  already  averred  to  be  true,  I  do  so  only  in  devout 
deference  to  your  dress  and  to  your  order,  protesting,  that  to  any 
other  opposite,  saving  a  man  of  religion,  a  lady,  or  my  liege  prince, 
I  would  not  deign  to  support  that  which  I  had  once  attested,  other- 
wise than  with  the  point  of  my  good  sword.  And  so  much  being 
premised,  I  have  to  add,  that  I  can  but  gage  my  honour  as  a  gentle- 
man, and  my  faith  as  a  catholic  Christian,  that  the  things  which  I 
have  described  to  you  have  happened  to  me  as  I  have  described  them, 
and  not  otherwise." 

"  It  is  a  deep  assertion,  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  Sub-Prior ; 
"  yet,  bethink  you,  it  is  only  an  assertion,  and  that  no  reason  can  be 
alleged  why  tilings  should  be  believed  which  are  so  contrary  to 
reason.  Let  me  pray  you  to  say  whether  the  grave,  which  has 
been  seen  at  your  place  of  combat,  was  open  or  closed  when  your 
encounter  took  place  ?  " 

"  Reverend  father,"  said  the  knight,  "  I  will  veil  from  you  nothing, 
but  show  you  each  secret  of  my  bosom ;  even  as  the  pure  fountain 
revealeth  the  smallest  pebble  which  graces  the  sand  at  the  bottom 
of  its  crystal  mirror,  and  as " 

"  Speak  in  plain  terms,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  !  "  said  the  monk  ; 
"  these  holiday  phrases  belong  not  to  solemn  affairs.  Was  the  grave 
open  when  the  conflict  began  ? " 
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"  It  was,"  answered  the  knight,  "  I  acknowledge  it ;  even  as  he 
that  acknowledged " 

"  Nay,  I  pray  you,  fair  son,  forbear  these  similitudes,  and  observe 
me.  On  yesterday  at  even  no  grave  was  found  in  that  place,  for  old 
Martin  chanced,  contrary  to  his  wont,  to  go  thither  in  quest  of  a 
strayed  sheep.  At  break  of  day,  by  your  own  confession,  a  grave 
was  opened  in  that  spot,  and  there  a  combat  was  fought — only  one 
of  the  combatants  appears,  and  he  is  covered  with  blood,  and  to  all 
appearance  woundless." — Here  the  knight  made  a  gesture  of  impa- 
tience.— "Nay,  fair  son,  hear  me  but  one  moment — the  grave  is 
closed  and  covered  by  the  sod — what  can  we  believe,  but  that  it  con- 
ceals the  bloody  corpse  of  the  fallen  duellist  ?  " 

"  By  Heaven,  it  cannot !  "  said  the  knight,  "  unless  the  juvenal  hath 
slain  himself,  and  buried  himself,  in  order  to  place  me  in  the  predica- 
ment of  his  murderer." 

"  The  grave  shall  doubtless  be  explored,  and  that  by  to-morrow's 
dawn,"  said  the  monk  ;  "I  will  see  it  done  with  mine  own  eyes."  ( 

"  But,"  said  the  prisoner,  "  I  protest  against  all  evidence  which 
may  arise  from  its  contents,  and  do  insist  beforehand^ that  whatever 
may  be  found  in  that  grave  shall  not  prejudicate  me  in  my  defence. 
I  have  been  so  haunted  by  diabolical  deceptions  in  this  matter,  that 
what  do  I  know  but  that  the  devil  may  assume  the  form  of  this  rus- 
tical juvenal,  in  order  to  procure  me  further  vexation? — I  protest  to 
you,  holy  father,  it  is  my  very  thought  that  there  is  witchcraft  in  all 
that  hath  befallen  me.  Since  I  entered  into  this  northern  land,  in 
which  men  say  that  sorceries  do  abound  J[,  who  am  held  in  awe  and 
regard  even  by  the  prime  gallants  in  the  court  of  Feliciana,  have 
been  here  bearded  and  taunted  by  a  clod-treading  clown.  _  I,  whom 
Vmcentio  Saviola  termed  his  nimblest  and  most  agile  disciple,  was, 
to  speak  briefly,  foiled  by  a  cow-boy,  who  knew  no  more  of  fence 
than  is  used  at  every  country  wake.  I  am  run,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
through  the  body,  with  a  very  sufficient  stoccata,  and  faint  on  the 
spot ;  and  yet,  when  I  recover,  I  find  myself  without  either  wem  or 
wound,  and  lacking  nothing  of  my  apparel,  saving  my  murrey- 
coloured  doublet,  slashed  with  satin,  which  I  will  pray  may  be  in- 
quired after,  lest  the  devil,  who  transported  me,  should  have  dropped 
it  in  his  passage  among  some  of  the  trees  or  bushes— it  being  a 
choice  and  most  fanciful  piece  of  raiment,  which  I  wore  for  the  first 
time  at  the  Queen's  pageant  in  Southwark." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  monk,  ''you  do  again  go  astray  from  this 
matter.  I  inquire  of  you  respecting  that  which  concerns  the  life  of 
another  man,  and,  it  may  be,  touches  your  own  also,  and  you  answer 
me  with  a  tale  of  an  old  doublet !  " 

"  Old !  "  exclaimed  the  knight ;  "  now,  by  the  gods  and  saints,  if 
there  be  a  gallant  at  the  British  Court  more  fancifully  considerate, 
and  more  considerately  fanciful,  more  quaintly  curious,  and  more 
curiously  quaint,  in  frequent  changes  of  all  rich  articles  of  vesture, 
becoming  one  who  may  be  accounted  point-de-vice  a  courtier,  I  will 
give  you  leave  to  term  me  a  slave  and  a  liar." 

The  monk  thought,  but  did  not  say,  that  he  had  already  acquired 
right  to  doubt  the  veracity  of  the  Euphuist,  considering  the  marvel- 
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lous  tale  which  lie  had  told.  Yet  his  own  strange  adventure,  and 
that  of  Father  Philip,  rushed  on  his  mind,  and  forbade  his  coming'  tc 
any  conclusion.  He  contented  himself,  therefore,  with  observing*, 
that  these  were  certainly  strange  incidents,  and  requested  to  know 
if  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  had  any  other  reason  for  suspecting  himself  tc 
be  in  a  manner  so  particularly  selected  for  the  sport  of  sorcery  and 
witchcraft. 

"  Sir  Sub-Prior,"  said  the  Euphuist,  "  the  most  extraordinary  cir- 
cumstance remains  behind,  which  alone,  had  I  neither  been  bearded 
in  dispute,  nor  foiled  in  combat,  nor  wounded  and  cured  in  the  spaeeL 
of  a  few  hours,  would  nevertheless  of  itself,  and  without  any  other! 
corroborative,  have  compelled  me  to  believe  myself  the  subject  of 
some  malevolent  fascination.  Reverend  sir,  it  is  not  to  your  ears 
that  men  should  tell  tales  of  love  and  gallantry,  nor  is  Sir  Piercu 
Shafton  one  who,  to  any  ears  whatsoever,  is  wont  to  boast  of  his  faii| 
acceptance  with  the  choice  and  prime  beauties  of  the  court ;  inso- 
much that  a  lady,  none  of  the  least  resplendent  constellations  which! 
revolve  in  that  hemisphere  of  honour,  pleasure,  and  beauty,  but, 
whose  name  I  here  pretermit,  was  wont  to  call  me  her  Taciturnity] 
Nevertheless  truth  must  be  spoken;  and  I  cannot  but  allow,  as  thd 
general  report  of  the  court,  allowed  in  camps,  and  echoed  back  bvi 
city  and  country,  that  in  the  alacrity  of  the  accost,  the  tender  deli-! 
cacy  of  the  regard,  the  facetiousness  of  the  address,  the  adopting  and 
pursuing  of  the  fancy,  the  solemn  close  and  the  graceful  fall-off 
Piercie  Shafton  was  accounted  the  only  gallant  of  the  time,  and  sc 
well  accepted  amongst  the  choicer  beauties  of  the  age,  that  no  silk- 
hosed  reveller  of  the  presence-chamber,  or  plumed  jouster  of  the 
tilt-yard,  approached  him  by  a  bow's  length  in  the  ladies'  regard 
being  the  mark  at  which  every  well-born  and  generous  juvena] 
aimeth  his  shaft.  Nevertheless,  reverend  sir,  having  found  in  thd 
rude  place  something  which  by  blood  and  birth  might  be  termed  s 
lady,  and  being  desirous  to  keep  my  gallant  humour  in  exercise,  as 
well  as  to  show  my  sworn  devotion  to  the  sex  in  general,  I  did  shoot 
off  some  arrows  of  compliment  at  this  Mary  Avenel,  terming  her  my 
Discretion,  with  other  quaint  and  well-imagined  courtesies,  rathei 
bestowed  out  of  my  bounty  than  warranted  by  her  merit,  or  per- 
chance like  unto  the  boyish  fowler,  who,  rather  than  not  exercise] 
his  bird-piece,  will  shoot  at  crows  or  magpies  for  lack  of  betted 
game " 

"Mary  Avenel  is  much  obliged  by  your  notice,"  answered  thd 
monk ;  "  but  to  what  does  all  this  detail  of  past  and  present  gal- 
lantry conduct  us  ?  " 

"Marry,  to  this  conclusion,"  answered  the  knight;  "that  eithe 
this  my  Discretion,  or  I  myself,  am  little  less  than  bewitched ;  for 
instead  of  receiving  my  accost  with  a  gratified  bow,  answering  nr 
regard  with  a  suppressed  smile,  accompanying  my  falling  off  or  de« 
parture  with  a  slight  sigh — honours  with  which  I  protest  to  you  th( 
noblest  dancers  and  proudest  beauties  in  Feliciana  have  graced  nai 
poor  services — she  hath  paid  me  as  little  and  as  cold  regard  as  if  J 
had  been  some  hob-nailed  clown  of  these  bleak  mountains !  Nay 
this  very  day,  while  I  was  in  the  act  of  kneeling  at  her  feet  to  rendei 
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jher  the  succours  of  this  pungent  quintessence  of  purest  spirit  dis- 
jtilled  by  the  fairest  hands  of  the  court  of  Feliciana,  she  pushed  me 
I  from  her  with  looks  which  savoured  of  repugnance,  and,  as  I  think, 
thrust  at  me  with  her  foot  as  if  to  spurn  me  from  her  presence. 
(These  things,  reverend  father,  are  strange,  portentous,  unnatural, 
and  befall  not  in  the  current  of  mortal  affairs,  but  are  symptomatic 
of  sorcery  and  fascination.  So  that,  having  given  to  your  reverence 
a  perfect,  simple,  and  plain  account  of  all  that  I  know  concerning 
this  matter,  I  leave  it  to  your  wisdom  to  solve  what  may  be  found 
^soluble  in  the  same,  it  being  my  purpose  to  morrow,  with  the  peep 
of  dawn,  to  set  forward  towards  Edinburgh." 

i    "  I  grieve  to  be  an  interruption  to  your  designs,  Sir  Knight,"  said 
the  monk,  "but  that  purpose  of  thine  may  hardly  be  fulfilled." 
,    "  How,  reverend  father !  "  said  the  knight,  with  an  air  of  the  utmost 
surprise  ;  "  if  what  you  say  respects  my  departure,  understand  that 
it  must  bes  for  I  have  so  resolved  it." 

Sir  Knight,"  reiterated  the  Sub-Prior,  "I  must  once  more  repeat, 
this  cannot  be,  until  the  Abbot's  pleasure  be  known  in  the  matter." 

"  Reverend  sir,"  said  the  knight,  drawing  himself  up  with  great 
:lignity,  "I  desire  my  hearty  and  thankful  commendations  to  the 
Abbot ;  but  in  this  matter  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  his  reverend 
pleasure,  designing  only  to  consult  my  own." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  the  Lord  Abbot  hath  in  this 
matter  a  voice  potential." 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton's  colour  began  to  rise — "  I  marvel,"  he  said, 
{ to  hear  your  reverence  talk  thus — What !  will  you,  for  the  imagined 
leath  of  a  rude  low-born  frampler  and  wrangler,  venture  to  impinge 
lpon  the  liberty  of  the  kinsman  of  the  house  of  Piercie  ?  " 

"  Sir  Knight,"  returned  the  Sub-Prior,  civilly,  "  your  high  lineage 
md  your  kindling  anger  will  avail  you  nothing'  in  this  matter— You 
hall  not  come  here  to  seek  a  shelter,  and  then  spill  our  blood  as  if 
'.,  were  water." 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  the  knight,  "  once  more,  as  I  have  told  you  al- 
iftdy,  that  there  was  no  blood  spilled  but  mine  own  !  " 

"  That  remains  to  be  proved,"  replied  the  Sub-Prior  ;  "  we  of  the 
immunity  of  Saint  Mary's  of  Kennaquhair  use  not  to  take  fairy  tales 
i  exchange  for  the  lives  of  our  liege  vassals." 
"  We  of  the  house  of  Piercie,"  answered  Shafton,  "  brook  neither 
hreats  nor  restraint— I  say  I  will  travel  to-morrow,  happen  what 
lay  !  " 

"  And  I,"  answered  the  Sub-Prior,  in  the  same  tone  of  determina- 
ion,  "  say  that  I  will  break  your  journey,  come  what  may  !  " 

"  Who  shall  gainsay  me,"  said  the  knight,  a  if  I  make  my  way  by 
Dree  ? " 
"  You  will  judge  wisely  to  think  ere  you  make  such  an  attempt," 
nswered  the  monk  with  composure ;  "  there  are  men  enough  in  the 
lalidome  to  vindicate  its  rights  over  those  who  dare  to  infringe 
;iem." 
"My  cousin  of  Northumberland  will  know  how  to  revenge  this 
sage  to  a  beloved  kinsman  so  near  to  his  blood,"  said  the  English- 
man. 
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"  The  Lord  Abbot  will  know  how  to  protect  the  rights  of  his  terri- 
tory, both  with  the  temporal  and  spiritual  sword,"  said  the  monk. 
"  Besides,  consider,  were  wre  to  send  you  to  your  kinsman  at  Alnwick 
or  Warkworth  to-morrow,  he  dare  do  nothing-  but  transmit  you  in  fet- 
ters to  the  Queen  of  England.  Bethink,  Sir  Knight,  that'you  stand 
on  slippery  ground,  and  will  act  most  wisely  in  reconciling  yourself 
to  be  a  prisoner  in  this  place  until  the  Abbot  shall  decide  the  matter. 
There  are  armed  men  enow  to  countervail  all  your  efforts  at  escape. 
Let  patience  and  resignation,  therefore,  arm  you  to  a  necessary  sub- 
mission." 

So  saying,  he  clapped  his  hands,  and  called  aloud.  Edward  en- 
tered, accompanied  by  two  young  men  who  had  already  joined  him, 
and  were  well  armed. 

"  Edward/'  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  you  will  supply  the  English  knight 
here  in  this  spence  with  suitable  food  and  accommodation  for  the  night, 
treating  him  with  as  much  kindness  as  if  nothing  had  happened  be- 
tween you.  But  you  will  place  a  sufficient  guard,  and  look  carefully 
that  he  make  not  his  escape.  Should  he  attempt  to  break  forth,  re- 
sist him  to  the  death  ;  but  in  no  other  case  harm  a  hair  of  his  head,  as 
you  shall  be  answerable." 

Edward  ^  Glen  dinning  replied,  "  That  I  may  obey  your  commands, 
reverend  sir,  I  will  not  again  offer  myself  to  this  person's  presence ; 
for  shame  it  were  to  me  to  break  the"peace  of  the  Halidome,  but  not 
less  shame  to  leave  my  brother's  death  unavenged." 

As  he  spoke,  his  lips  grew  livid,  the  blood  forsook  his  cheek,  and 
he  was  about  to  leave  the  apartment,  when  the  Sub-Prior  recalled 
him  and  said  in  a  solemn  tone,  "Edward,  I  have  known  you  from 
infancy — I  have  done  what  lay  within  my  reach  to  be  of  use  to  you — 
I  say  nothing  of  what  you  owe  to  me  as  the  representative  of  your 
spiritual  Superior — I  say  nothing  of  the  duty  from  the  vassal  to  the 
Sub-Prior— But  Father  Eustace  expects  from  the  pupil  whom  he  has 
nurtured — he  expects  from  Edward  Glendinning  that  he  will  not  by 
any  deed  of  sudden  violence,  however  justified  in  his  own  mind  by 
the  provocation,  break  through  the  respect  due  to  public  justice, 
or  that  which  he  has  an  especial  right  to  claim  from  him." 

"  Fear  nothing,  my  reverend  father,  for  so  in  an  hundred  senses 
may  I  well  term  you,"  said  the  young  man  ;  "fear  not,  I  would  say, 
that  I  will  in  any  thing  diminish  the  respect  I  owe  to  the  venerable 
community  by  whom  we  have  so  long  been  protected,  far  less  that  I 
will  do  aught  which  can  be  personally  less  than  respectful  to  you. 
But  the  blood  of  my  brother  must  not  cry  for  vengeance  in  vain — 
your  reverence  knows  our  Border  creed." 

"  '  Vengeance  is  mine,  saith  the  Lord,  and  I  will  requite  it,'"  an- 
swered the  monk.     "  The  heathenish  custom  of  deadly  feud  which 

revails  in  this  land,  through  which  each  man  seeks  vengeance  at 

is  own  hand,  when  the  death  of  a  friend  or  kinsman  has  chanced, 
hath  already  deluged  our  vales  with  the  blood  of  Scottish  men,  spilled 
by  the  hands  of  countrymen  and  kindred.  It  were  endless  to  count 
up  the  fatal  results.  On  the  Eastern  Border  the  Homes  are  at  feud 
with  the  Swintons  and  Cockburns ;  in  our  Middle  Marches,  the 
Scotts  and  Kerrs  have  spilled  as  much  brave  blood  in  domestic  feud 


i; 
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as  might  have  fought  a  pitched  field  in  England,  could  they  have  but 
forgiven  and  forgotten  a  casual  rencounter  that  placed  their  names 
in  opposition  to  each  other.  On  the  west  frontier  the  Johnstones  are 
at  war  with  the  Maxwells,  the  Jardines  with  the  Bells,  drawing  with 
them  the  flower  of  the  country,  which  should  place  their  breasts  as  a 
bulwark  against  England,  into  private  and  bloody  warfare,  of  which 
it  is  the  only  end  to  waste  and  impair  the  forces  of  the  country,  already 
divided  in  itself.  Do  not,  my  dear  son  Edward,  permit  this  bloody 
prejudice  to  master  your  mind.  I  cannot  ask  you  to  think  of  the 
crime  supposed  as  if  the  blood  spilled  had  been  less  dear  to  you — 
Alas !  I  know  that  is  impossible.  But  I  do  require  you,  in  propor- 
tion to  your  interest  in  the  supposed  sufferer  (for  as  yet  the  whole  is 
matter  of  supposition),  to  bear  on  your  mind  the  evidence  on  which 
the  guilt  of  the  accused  person  must  be  tried.  He  hath  spoken  with 
me,  and  I  confess  his  tale  is  so  extraordinary,  that  I  should  have, 
without  a  moment's  hesitation,  rejected  it  as  incredible,  but  that  an 
affair  which  chanced  to  myself  in  this  very  glen— More  of  that  an- 
other time— Suffice  it  for  the  present  to  say,  that  from  what  I  have 
myself  experienced,  I  deem  it  possible,  that,  extraordinary  as  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton's  story  may  seem,  I  hold  it  not  utterly  impossible." 

"Father/'  said  Edward  Glendinning,  when  he  saw  that  his  pre- 
ceptor paused,  unwilling  farther  to  explain  upon  what  grounds  he 
was  inclined  to  give  a  certain  degree  of  credit  to  Sir  Piercie  Shafton's 
story,  while  he  admitted  it  as  improbable — "  Father  to  me  you  have 
been  in  every  sense.  You  know  that  my  hand  grasped  more  readily 
to  the  book  than  to  the  sword;  and  that  I  lacked  utterly  the  ready 

and  bold  spirit  which  distinguished "    Here  his  voice  faltered, 

and  he  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  went  on  with  resolution  and 
rapidity — "  I  would  say  that  I  was  unequal  to  Halbert  in  prompti- 
tude of  heart  and  of  hand;  but  Halbert  is  gone,  and  I  stand  his 
representative,  and  that  of  my  father— his  successor  in  all  his  rights  " 
(while  he  said  this  his  eyes  shot  fire),  "and  bound  to  assert  and 
maintain  them  as  he  would  have  done — therefore  I  am  a  changed 
man,  increased  in  courage  as  in  my  rights  and  pretensions.  And, 
reverend  father,  respectfully,  but  plainly  and  firmly  do  I  say,  his 
blood,  if  it  has  been  shed  by  this  man,  shall  be  atoned — Halbert 
shall  not  sleep  neglected  in  his  lonely  grave,  as  if  with  him  the  spirit 
of  my  father  had  ceased  for  ever.  His  blood  flows  in  my  veins,  and 
while  his  has  been  poured  forth  unrequited,  mine  will  permit  me  no 
rest.  My  poverty  and  meanness  of  rank  shall  not  avail  the  lordly 
murderer.  My  calm  nature  and  peaceful  studies  shall  not  be  his 
protection.  Even  the  obligations,  holy  father,  which  I  acknowledge 
to  you,  shall  not  be  his  protection.  I  wait  with  patience  the  judg- 
ment of  the  Abbot  and  Chapter,  for  the  slaughter  of  one  of  their 
most  anciently  descended  vassals.  If  they  do  right  to  my  brother's 
memory,  it  is  well.  But  mark  me,  father,  if  they  shall  fail  in  render- 
ing me  that  justice,  I  bear  a  heart  and  a  hand  which,  though  I  love 
not  such  extremities,  are  capable  of  remedying  such  an  error.  He 
who  takes  up  my  brother's  succession  must  avenge  his  death." 

The  monk  perceived  with  surprise,  that  Edward,  with  his  extreme 
diffidence,  humility,  and  obedient  assiduity,  for  such  were  his  general 
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characteristics,  had  still  boiling  in  his  veins  the  wild  principles  of 
those  from  whom  he  was  descended,  and  by  whom  he  was  surrounded. 
His  eyes  sparkled,  his  frame  was  agitated,  and  the  extremity  of  his 
desire  of  vengeance  seemed  to  give  a  vehemence  to  his  manner  re- 
sembling the  restlessness  of  joy. 

"May  God  help  us!"  said*  Father  Eustace,  "for,  frail  wretches 
as  we  are,  we  cannot  help  ourselves  under  sudden  and  strong  temp- 
tation.— Edward,  I  will  rely  on  your  word  that  you  do  nothing 
rashly." 

"  That  will  I  not,"  said  Edward,—"  that,  my  better  than  father,  I 
surely  will  not.  But  the  blood  of  my  brother,  the  tears  of  my 
mother — and — and — and  of  Mary  Avenel,  shall  not  be  shed  in  vain. 
I  will  not  deceive  you,  father,  if  this  Piercie  Shafton  hath  slain  my 
brother,  he  dies,  if  the  whole  blood  of  the  whole  house  of  Piercie 
were  in  his  veins." 

There  was  a  deep  and  solemn  determination  in  the  utterance  of 
Edward  Glendinning,  expressive  of  a  rooted  resolution  The  Sub- 
Prior  sighed  deeply,  and  for  the  moment  yielded  to  circumstances, 
and  urged  the  acquiescence  of  his  pupil  no  farther.  He  commanded 
lights  to  be  placed  in  the  lower  chamber,  which  for  a  time  he  paced 
in  silence. 

A  thousand  ideas,  and  even  differing  principles,  debated  with 
each  other  in  his  bosom.  He  greatly  doubted  the  English  knight's 
account  of  the  duel,  and  of  what  had  followed  it.  Yet  the  extra- 
ordinary and  supernatural  circumstances  which  had  befallen  the 
Sacristan  and  himself  in  that  very  glen,  prevented  him  from  being 
absolutely  incredulous  on  the  score  of  the  wonderful  wound  and 
recovery  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  and  prevented  him  from  at  once 
condemning  as  impossible  that  which  was  altogether  improbable. 
Then  he  was  at  a  loss  how  to  control  the  fraternal  affections  of 
Edward,  with  respect  to  whom  he  felt  something  like  the  keeper  of 
a  wild  animal,  a  lion's  whelp  or  tiger's  cub,  which  he  has  held  under  his 
command  from  infancy,  but  which,  when  grown  to  maturity,  on  some 
sudden  provocation  displays  his  fangs  and  talons,  erects  his  crest, 
resumes  his  savage  nature*,  and  bids  defiance  at  once  to  his  keeper 
and  to  all  mankind. 

How  to  restrain  and  mitigate  an  ire  which  the  universal  example 
of  the  times  rendered  deadly  and  inveterate,  was  sufficient  cause  of 
anxiety  to  Father  Eustace.  But  he  had  also  to  consider  the  situa- 
tion of  his  community,  dishonoured  and  degraded  by  submitting  to 
suffer  the  slaughter  of  a  vassal  to  pass  unavenged ;  a  circumstance 
which  of  itself  might  in  those  difficult  times  have  afforded  pretext 
for  a  revolt  among  their  wavering  adherents,  or,  on  the  other  hand, 
exposed  the  community  to  imminent  danger,  should  they  proceed 
against  a  subject  of  England  of  high  degree,  connected  with  the 
house  of  Northumberland,  and  other  northern  families  of  high  rank, 
who,  as  they  possessed  the  means,  could  not  be  supposed  to  lack 
inclination,  to  wreak  upon  the  patrimony  of  Saint  Mary  of  Kenna- 
quhair,  any  violence  which  might  be  offered  to  their  kinsman. 

In  either  case,  the  Sub-Prior  well  knew  that  the  ostensible  cause 
of  feud,  insurrection,  or  incursion,  beincr  once  afforded,  the  case 
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would  not  be  ruled  either  by  reason  or  by  evidence,  and  lie  groaned 
in  spirit  when,  upon  counting*  up  the  chances  which  arose  in  this 
ambiguous  dilemma,  he  found  he  had  only  a  choice  of  difficulties.  He 
was  a  monk,  but  he  felt  also  as  a  man,  indignant  at  the  supposed  slaugh- 
ter of  young  Glendinning  by  one  skilful  in  all  the  practice  of  arms, 
in  which  the  vassal  of  the  Monastery  was  most  likely  to  be  deficient ; 
and  to  aid  the  resentment  which  he  felt  for  the  loss  of  a  youth  whom 
he  had  known  from  infancy,  came  in  full  force  the  sense  of  dishonour 
arising-  to  his  community  from  passing  over  so  gross  an  insult  un- 
avenged. Then  the  light  in  which  it  might  be  viewed  by  those  who 
at  present  presided  in  the  stormy  Court  of  Scotland,  attached  as  they 
were  to  the  Reformation,  and  allied  by  common  faith  and  common 
interest  with  Queen  Elizabeth,  was  a  formidable  subject  of  appre- 
hension. The  Sub-Prior  well  knew  how  they  lusted  after  the 
revenues  of  the  Church  (to  express  it  in  the  ordinary  phrase  of 
the  religious  of  the  time),  and  how  readily  they  would  grasp  at  such 
a  pretext  for  encroaching  on  those  of  St  Mary's,  as  would  be  afforded 
by  the  suffering  to  pass  unpunished  the  death  of  a  native  Scottishman 
by  a  Catholic  Englishman,  a  rebel  to  Queen  Elizabeth. 

On  the  other  hand,  to  deliver  up  to  England,  or,  which  was  nearly 
the  same  thing,  to  the  Scottish  administration,  an  English  knight 
leagued  with  the  Piercie  by  kindred  and  political  intrigue,  a  faith- 
ful follower  of  the  Catholic  Church,  who  had  fled  to  the  Halidome 
for  protection,  was,  in  the  estimation  of  the  Sub-Prior,  an  act  most 
unworthy  in  itself,  and  meriting  the  malediction  of  Heaven,  besides 
being,  moreover,  fraught  with  great  temporal  risk.  If  the  govern- 
ment of  Scotland  was  now  almost  entirely  in  the  hands  of  the  Pro- 
testant party,  the  Queen  was  still  a  Catholic,  and  there  was  no 
knowing  when,  amid  the  sudden  changes  which  agitated  that  tumul- 
tuous country,  she  might  find  herself  at  the  head  of  her  own  affairs, 
and  able  to  protect  those  of  her  own  faith.  Then  if  the  Court  of 
England  and  its  Queen  were  zealously  Protestant,  the  northern 
counties,  whose  friendship  or  enmity  wTere  of  most  consequence  in 
the  first  instance  to  the  community  of  Saint  Mary's,  contained  many 
Catholics,  the  heads  of  whom  were  able,  and  must  be  supposed  will- 
ing, to  avenge  any  injury  suffered  by  Sir  Piercie  Shafton. 

On  either  side,  the  Sub-Prior,  thinking,  according  to  his  sense  of 
duty,  most  anxious  for  the  safety  and  welfare  of  his  Monastery, 
saw  the  greatest  risk  of  damage,  blame,  inroad,  and  confiscation. 
The  only  course  on  which  he  could  determine,  was  to  stand  by  the 
helm  like  a  resolute  pilot,  watch  every  contingence,  do  his  best  to 
weather  each  reef  and  shoal,  and  commit  the  rest  to  heaven  and  his 
patroness. 

As  he  left  the  apartment,  the  knight  called  after  him,  beseeching 
he  would  order  his  trunk-mails  to  be  sent  into  his  apartment^  under- 
standing he  was  to  be  guarded  there  for  the  night,  as  he  wished  to 
make  some  alteration  in  his  apparel.1 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  the  monk,  muttering  as  he  went  up  the  winding 
stair,  "  carry  him  his  trumpery  with  all  despatch.    Alas !  that  man, 

1  See  Note  K.     Foppery  oflJ<e  Sixteenth  Century. 
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with  so  many  noble  objects  of  pursuit,  will  amuse  himself  like  a 
jackanape,  with  a  laced  jerkin  and  a  cap  and  bells! — I  must  now  to 
the  melancholy  work  of  consoling-  that  which  is  well-nigh  inconsol- 
able, a  mother  weeping*  for  her  first-born." 

Advancing",  after  a  gentle  knock,  into  the  apartment  of  the  women, 
he  found  that  Mary  Avenel  had  retired  to  bed,  extremely  indisposed, 
and  that  Dame  Glendinning  and  Tibb  were  indulging  their  sorrows 
by  the  side  of  a  decaying  fire,  and  by  the  light  of  a  small  iron  lamp, 
or  cruize,  as  it  was  termed.  Poor  Elspeth  s  apron  was  thrown  over 
her  head,  and  bitterly  did  she  sob  and  weep  for  "  her  beautiful,  her 
brave, — the  very  image  of  her  dear  Simon  Glendinning,  the  stay  of 
her  widowhood  and  the  support  of  ber  old  age." 

The  faithful  Tibb  echoed  her  complaints,  and,  more  violently 
clamorous,  made  deep  promises  of  revenge  on  Sir  Piercie  Shafton, 
*'  if  there  were  a  man  left  in  the  south  who  could  draw  a  whinger, 
or  a  woman  that  could  thraw  a  rape."  The  presence  of  the  Sub*- 
Prior  imposed  silence  on  these  clamours.  He  sate  down  by  the 
unfortunate  mother,  and  essayed,  by  such  topics  as  his  religion  and 
reason  suggested,  to  interrupt  the  current  of  Dame  Glendinning's 
feelings ;  but  the  attempt  was  in  vain.  She  listened,  indeed,  with 
some  little  interest,  while  he  pledged  his  word  and  his  influence 
with  the  Abbot,  that  the  family  which  had  lost  their  eldest-born  by 
means  of  a  guest  received  at  his  command,  should  experience  parti- 
cular protection  at  the  hands  of  the  community;  and  that  the  fief 
which  belonged  to  Simon  Glendinning  should,  with  extended  bounds 
and  added  privileges,  be  conferred  on  Edward. 

But  it  was  only  for  a  very  brief  space  that  the  mother's  sobs  were 
apparently  softer,  and  her  grief  more  mild.  She  soon  blamed  her- 
self for  casting1  a  moment's  thought  upon  world's  gear  while  poor 
Halbert  was  lying  stretched  in  his  bloody  shirt.  The  Sub-Prior  was 
not  more  fortunate,  when  he  promised  that  Halbert's  body  "  should 
be  removed  to  hallowed  ground,  and  his  soul  secured  by  the  prayers 
of  the  Church  in  his  behalf."  Grief  would  have  its  natural  course, 
and  the  voice  of  the  comforter  was  wasted  in  vain. 


CHAPTER    XXVIII. 

He  is  at  liberty,  I  have  ventured  for  him  ! 
if  the  law- 
Find  and  condemn  me  for't,  some  living  wenches, 
Some  honest-hearted  maids  will  sing  my  dirge, 
And  tell  to  memory  my  death  was  noble, 
Dying  almost  a  martyr. 

Two  Noble  Kinsmen. 

The  Sub-Prior  of  Saint  Mary's,  in  taking  his  departure  from  the 
spence  in  which  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  was  confined,  and  in  which  some 
preparations  were  made  for  his  passing  the  night  as  the  room  which 
might  be  most  conveniently  guarded,  left  more  than  one  perplexed 


THE  MONASTERY.  195 

person  behind  him.  There  was"  connected  with  this  chamber,  and 
opening  into  it  a  small  outshot,  or  projecting  part  of  the  building, 
occupied  by  a  sleeping  apartment,  which  upon  ordinary  occasions 
was  that  of  Mary  Avenel,  and  which,  in  the  unusual  number  of 
guests  who  had  come  to  the  tower  on  the  former  evening,  had  also 
accommodated  Mysie  Happer,  the  Miller's  daughter ;  for  anciently, 
as  well  as  in  the  present  day,  a  Scottish  house  was  always  rather  too 
narrow  and  limited  for  the  extent  of  the  owner's  hospitality,  and 
some  shift  and  contrivance  was  necessary,  upon  any  unusual  occasion, 
to  insure  the  accommodation  of  all  the  guests. 

The  fatal  news  of  Halbert  Glendinning's  death  had  thrown  all 
former  arrangements  into  confusion.  Mary  Avenel,  whose  case  re- 
quired immediate  attention,  had  been  transported  into  the  apart- 
ment hitherto  occupied  by  Halbert  and  his  brother,  as  the  latter  pro- 
posed to  watch  all  night,  in  order  to  prevent  the  escape  of  the 
prisoner.  Poor  Mysie  had  been  altogether  overlooked,  and  had 
naturally  enough  betaken  herself  to  the  little  apartment  which  she 
had  hitherto  occupied,  ignorant  that  the  spence,  through  which  lay 
the  only  access  to  it,  was  to  be  the  sleeping  chamber  of  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton.  The  measures  taken  for  securing  him  there  had  been  so 
sudden,  that  she  was  not  aware  of  it,  until  she  found  that  the  other 
females  had  been  removed  from  the  spence  by  the  Sub-Prior's  direc- 
tion, and  having  once  missed  the  opportunity  of  retreating  along" 
with  them,  bashfulness,  and  the  high  respect  which  she  was  taught 
to  bear  to  the  monks,  prevented  her  venturing'  forth  alone,  and 
intruding  herself  on  the  presence  of  Father  Eustace,  while  in  secret 
conference  with  the  Southron.  There  appeared  no  remedy  but  to 
wait  till  their  interview  was  over ;  and,  as  the  door  was  thin,  and 
did  not  shut  very  closely,  she  could  hear  every  word  that  passed  be- 
twixt them. 

It  thus  happened,  that  without  any  intended  intrusion  on  her 
part,  she  became  privy  to  the  whole  conversation  of  the  Sub-Prior 
and  the  English  knight,  and  could  also  observe  from  the  window  of 
her  little  retreat,  that  more  than  one  of  the  young  men  summoned 
by  Edward  arrived  successively  at  the  tower.  These  circumstances 
led  her  to  entertain  most  serious  apprehension  that  the  life  of  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton  was  in  great  and  instant  peril. 

Woman  is  naturally  compassionate,  and  not  less  willingly  so  when 
youth  and  fair  features  are  on  the  side  of  him  who  claims  her  sym- 
pathy. The  handsome  presence,  elaborate  dress  and  address  of  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton,  which  had  failed  to  make  any  favourable  impression 
on  the  grave  and  lofty  character  of  Mary  Avenel,  had  completely 
dazzled  and  bewildered  the  poor  Maid  of  the  Mill.  The  knight  had 
perceived  this  result,  and,  flattered  by  seeing  that  his  merit  was  not 
universally  underrated,  he  had  bestowed  on  Mysie  a  good  deal  more 
of  his  courtesy  than  in  his  opinion  her  rank  warranted.  It  was  not 
cast  away,  but  received  with  a  devout  sense  of  his  condescension,  and 
with  gratitude  for  his  personal  notice,  which,  joined  to  her  fears  for 
his  safety,  and  the  natural  tenderness  of  her  disposition,  began  to 
make  wild  work  in  her  heart. 

"  To  be  sure  it  was  very  wrong  in  him  to  slay  Halbert  Glen  din- 
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ning"  (it  was  thus  she  argued  the  case  witli  herself),  "but  then  he 
was  a  gentleman  born,  and  a  soldier,  and  so  gentle  and  courteous 
withal,  that  she  was  sure  the  quarrel  had  been  all  of  young  Glendin- 
ning's  own  seeking  ;  for  it  was  well  known  that  both  these  lads  were 
so  taken  up  with  that  Mary  Avenel,  that  they  never  looked  at 
another  lass  in  the  Halidome,  more  than  if  they  were  of  a  different 
degree.  And  then  Halbert's  dress  was  as  clownish  as  his  manners 
were  haughty ;  and  this  poor  young  gentleman  (who  was  habited 
like  any  prince),  banished  from  his  own  land,  was  first  drawn  into  a 
quarrel  by  a  rude  brangler,  and  then  persecuted  and  like  to  be  put  to 
death  by  his  kin  and  allies." 

Mysie  wept  bitterly  at  the  thought,  and  then  her  heart  rising 
against  such  cruelty  and  oppression  to  a  defenceless  stranger,  who 
dressed  with  so  much  skill,  and  spoke  with  so  much  grace,  she  began 
to  consider  whether  she  could  not  render  him  some  assistance  in 
this  extremity. 

Her  mind  was  now  entirely  altered  from  its  original  purpose.  At 
first  her  only  anxiety  had  been  to  find  the  means  of  escaping  from 
the  interior  apartment,  without  being  noticed  by  any  one ;  but  now 
she  began  to  think  that  Heaven  had  placed  her  there  for  the  safety 
and  protection  of  the  persecuted  stranger.  She  was  of  a  simple  and 
affectionate,  but  at  the  same  time  an  alert  and  enterprising  character, 
possessing  more  than  female  strength  of  body,  and  more  than  female 
courage,  though  with  feelings  as  capable  of  being  bewildered  with 
gallantry  of  dress  and  language,  as  a  fine  gentleman  of  any  genera- 
tion would  have  desired  to  exercise  his  talents  upon.  "  I  will  save 
him,"  she  thought,  "  that  is  the  first  thing  to  be  resolved— and  then 
I  wonder  what  he  will  say  to  the  poor  Miller's  maiden,  that  has  done 
for  him  what  all  the  dainty  dames  in  London  or  Holyrood  would  have 
been  afraid  to  venture  upon." 

Prudence  began  to  pull  her  sleeve  as  she  indulged  speculations  so 
hazardous,  and  hinted  to  her  that  the  warmer  Sir  Piercie  Shaf ton's 
gratitude  might  prove,  it  was  the  more  likely  to  be  fraught  with 
danger  to  his  benefactress.  Alas !  poor  Prudence,  thou  mayest  say 
with  our  moral  teacher, 

"  I  preach  for  ever,  but  I  preach  in  vain." 

The  Miller's  maiden,  while  you  pour  your  warning  into  her  un- 
willing bosom,  has  glanced  her  eye  on  the  small  mirror  by  which  she 
has  placed  her  little  lamp,  and  it  returns  to  her  a  countenance  and 
eyes,  pretty  and  sparkling  at  all  times,  but  ennobled  at  present  with 
the  energy  of  expression  proper  to  those  who  have  dared  to  form, 
and  stand  prepared  to  execute,  deeds  of  generous  audacity. 

"  Will  these  features — will  these  eyes,  joined  to  the  benefit  I  am 
about  to  confer  upon  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  do  nothing  towards  re- 
moving the  distance  of  rank  between  us  ?" 

Such  was  the  question  which  female  vanity  asked  of  fancy :  and 
though  even  fancy  dared  not  answer  in  a  ready  affirmative,  a  middle 
conclusion  was  adopted — "Let  me  first  succour  the  gallant  youth, 
and  trust  to  fortune  for  the  rest." 

Banishing,  therefore,  from  her  mind  everything  that  was  personal 
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to  herself,  the  rash  but  generous  girl  turned  her  whole  thoughts  to 
the  means  of  executing  this  enterprise. 

The  difficulties  which  interposed  were  of  no  ordinary  nature.  The 
vengeance  of  the  men  of  that  country,  in  cases  of  deadly  feud,  that 
is,  in  cases  of  a  quarrel  excited  by  the  slaughter  of  any  of  their 
relations,  was  one  of  their  most  marked  characteristics ;  and  Edward, 
however  gentle  in  other  respects,  was  so  fond  of  his  brother,  that 
there  could  be  no  doubt  that  he  would  be  as  signal  in  his  revenge  as 
the  customs  of  the  country  authorised.  There  were  to  be  passed  the 
inner  door  of  the  apartment,  the  two  gates  of  the  tower  itself,  and 
the  gate  of  the  court  yard,  ere  the  prisoner  was  at  liberty  ;  and  then 
a  guide  and  means  of  flight  were  to  be  provided,  otherwise  ultimate 
escape  was  impossible.  But  where  the  will  of  woman  is  strongly  bent 
on  the  accomplishment  of  such  a  purpose,  her  wit  is  seldom  baffled 
by  difficulties,  however  embarrassing. 

The  Sub- Prior  had  not  long  left  the  apartment,  ere  Mysie  had 
devised  a  scheme  for  Sir  Piercie  Shafton's  freedom,  daring,  indeed, 
but  likely  to  be  successful,  if  dexterously  conducted.  It  was  neces- 
sary, however,  that  she  should  remain  were  she  was  till  so  late  an 
hour,  that  all  in  the  tower  should  have  betaken  themselves  to  repose, 
excepting  those  whose  duty  made  them  watchers.  The  interval  she 
employed  in  observing  the  movements  of  the  person  in  whose  service 
she  was  thus  boldly  a  volunteer. 

She  could  hear  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  pace  the  floor  to  and  fro,  in 
reflection  doubtless  on  his  own  untoward  fate  and  precarious  situa- 
tion. By  and  by  she  heard  him  making  a  rustling  among  his  trunks, 
which,  agreeable  to  the  order  of  the  Sub-Prior,  had  been  placed  in 
the  apartment  to  which  he  was  confined,  and  which  he  was  probably 
amusing  more  melancholy  thoughts  by  examining  and  arranging. 
Then  she  could  hear  him  resume  his  wTalk  through  the  room,  and,  as 
if  his  spirits  had  been  somewhat  relieved  and  elevated  by  the  survey 
of  his  wardrobe,  she  could  distinguish  that  at  one  turn  he  half  recited 
a  sonnet,  at  another  half  whistled  agalliard,  and  at  the  third  hummed 
a  saraband.  At  length  she  could  understand  that  he  extended  him- 
self on  the  temporary  couch  which  had  been  allotted  to  him,  after 
muttering  his  prayers  hastily,  and  in  a  short  time  she  concluded  he 
must  be  fast  asleep. 

She  employed  the  moments  which  intervened  in  considering  her 
enterprise  under  every  different  aspect;  and  dangerous  as  it  was, 
the  steady  review  which  she  took  of  the  various  perils  accompanying' 
her  purpose,  furnished  her  with  plausible  devices  for  obviating  them. 
Love  and  generous  compassion,  which  give  singly  such  powerful  im- 
pulse to  the  female  heart,  were  in  this  case  united,  and  championed 
her  to  the  last  extremity  of  hazard. 

It  was  an  hour  past  midnight.  All  in  the  tower  slept  soundly  but 
those  who  had  undertaken  to  guard  the  English  prisoner;  or  if 
sorrow  and  suffering  drove  sleep  from  the  bed  of  Dame  Glendin- 
ning  and  her  foster-daughter,  they  were  too  much  wrapt  in  their 
own  griefs  to  attend  to  external  sounds.  The  means  of  striking 
light  were  at  hand  in  the  small  apartment,  and  thus  the  Miller's 
maiden  was  enabled  to  light  and  trim  a  small  lamp.     With  a  tremb- 
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ling  step  and  throbbing*  heart,  she  undid  the  door  which  separated 
her  from  the  apartment  in  which  the  Southron  knight  was  confined, 
and  almost  flinched  from  her  fixed  purpose,  when  she  found  herself 
in  the  same  room  with  the  sleeping  prisoner.  She  scarcely  trusted 
herself  to  look  upon  him,  as  he  lay  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  and  fast 
asleep  upon  the  pallet  bed,  but  turned  her  eyes  away  while  she 
gently  pulled  his  mantle  with  no  more  force  than  was  just  equal  to 
awaken  him.  He  moved  not  until  she  had  twitched  his  cloak  a 
second  and  a  third  time,  and  then  at  length  looking  up,  was  about 
to  make  an  exclamation  in  the  suddenness  of  his  surprise. 

Mysie's  bashfulness  was  conquered  by  her  fear.  She  placed  her 
fingers  on  her  lips,  in  token  that  he  must  observe  the  most  strict 
silence,  and  then  pointed  to  the  door  to  intimate  that  it  was  watched. 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton  now  collected  himself,  and  sat  upright  on  his 
couch.  He  gazed  with  surprise  on  the  graceful  figure  of  the  young 
woman  who  stood  before  him ;  her  well-formed  person,  her  flowing 
hair,  and  the  outline  of  her  features,  showed  dimly,  and  yet  to  advan- 
tage, by  the  partial  and  feeble  light  which  she  held  in  her  hand. 
The  romantic  imagination  of  the  gallant  would  soon  have  coined 
some  compliment  proper  for  the  occasion,  but  Mysie  left  him  not 
time. 

"  I  come,"  she  said,  "  to  save  your  life,  which  is  else  in  great  peril 
— if  you  answer  me,  speak  as  low  as  you  can,  for  they  have  senti- 
nelled your  door  with  armed  men." 

"  Comeliest  of  millers'  daughters,"  answered  Sir  Piercie,  who  by 
this  time  was  sitting  upright  on  his  couch,  "  dread  nothing  for  my 
safety.  Credit  me,  that,  as  in  very  truth,  I  have  not  spilled  the  red 
puddle  (which  these  villagios  call  the  blood)  of  their  most  uncivil  re- 
lation, so  I  am  under  no  apprehension  whatever  for  the  issue  of  this 
restraint,  seeing  that  it  cannot  but  be  harmless  to  me.  Natheless, 
to  thee,  O  most  Molendinar  beauty,  I  return  the  thanks  which  thy 
courtesy  may  justly  claim." 

"  Nay,  but,  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  maiden,  in  a  whisper  as  low 
as  it  was  tremulous,  "  1  deserve  no  thanks,  unless  you  will  act  by  my 
counsel.  Edward  Glendinning  hath  sent  for  Dan  of  the  Howlet- 
hirst,  and  young  Adie  of  Aikenshaw,  and  they  are  come  with  three 
men  more,  and  with  bow,  and  jack,  and  spear,  and  I  heard  them  say 
to  each  other,  and  to  Edward,  as  they  alighted  in  the  court,  that  they 
would  have  amends  for  the  death  of  their  kinsman,  if  the  monk's 
cowl  should  smoke  for  it ;  and  the  vassals  are  so  wilful  now,  that 
the  Abbot  himself  dare  not  control  them,  for  fear  they  turn  heretics, 
and  refuse  to  pay  their  feu-duties." 

"  In  faith,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  "  it  may  be  a  shrewd  tempta- 
tion, and  perchance  the  monks  may  rid  themselves  of  trouble  and 
cumber,  by  handing  me  over  the  march  to  Sir  John  Foster  or  Lord 
Hunsdon,  the  English  wardens,  and  so  make  peace  with  their  vassals 
and  with  England  at  once.  Fairest  Molinara,  I  will  for  once  walk 
by  thy  rede,  and  if  thou  dost  contrive  to  extricate  me  from  this  vile 
kennel,  I  will  so  celebrate  thy  wit  and  beauty,  that  the  Baker's 
nymph  of  Raphael  d'Urbino  shall  seem  but  a  gypsy  in  comparison  of 
my  Molinara." 
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"  I  pray  you,  then,  be  silent,"  said  the  Miller's  daughter  ;  "  for  if 
your  speech  betrays  that  you  are  awake,  my  scheme  fails  utterly,  and 
it  is  Heaven's  mercy  and  Our  Lady's  that  we  are  not  already  over- 
heard and  discovered." 

"  I  am  silent,"  replied  the  Southron,  "  even  as  the  starless  night — 
but  yet — if  this  contrivance  of  thine  should  endanger  thy  safety,  fair 
and  no  less  kind  than  fair  damsel,  it  were  utterly  unworthy  of  me 
to  accept  it  at  thy  hand." 

" Do  not  think  of  me,"  said  Mysie  hastily ;  "I  am  safe— I  will 
take  thought  for  myself,  if  I  once  saw  you  out  of  this  dangerous 
dwelling — if  you  would  provide  yourself  with  any  part  of  your  ap- 
parel or  goods,  lose  no  time." 

The  knight  did,  however,  lose  some  time,  ere  he  could  settle  in 
his  own  mind  what  to  take  and  what  to  abandon  of  his  wardrobe, 
each  article  of  which  seemed  endeared  to  him  by  recollection  of  the 
feasts  and  revels  at  which  it  had  been  exhibited.  For  some  little 
while  Mysie  left  him  to  make  his  selections  at  leisure,  for  she  herself 
had  also  some  preparations  to  make  for  flight  But  when  returning 
from  the  chamber  into  which  she  had  retired,  with  a  small  bundle  in 
her  hand,  she  found  him  still  indecisive,  she  insisted  in  plain  terms, 
that  he  should  either  make  up  his  baggage  for  the  enterprise,  or 
give  it  up  entirely.  Thus  urged,  the  disconsolate  knight  hastily 
made  up  a  few  clothes  into  a  bundle,  regarded  his  trunk-mails  with 
a  mute  expression  of  parting  sorrow,  and  intimated  his  readiness  to 
wait  upon  his  kind  guide. 

She  led  the  way  to  the  door  of  the  apartment,  having  first  care- 
fully extinguished  her  lamp,  and  motioning  to  the  knight  to  stand 
close  behind  her,  tapped  once  or  twice  at  the  door.  She  was  at 
length  answered  by  Edward  Glendinning,  who  demanded  to  know 
who  knocked  within,  and  what  was  desired. 

"  Speak  low,"  said  Mysie  Happer,  "  or  you  will  awaken  the  Eng- 
lish knight.  It  is  I,  Mysie  Happer,  who  knock — I  wish  to  get  out 
—you  have  locked  me  up — and  I  was  obliged  to  wait  till  the  South- 
ron slept." 

"  Locked  you  up !  "  replied  Edward,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  Miller's  daughter,  you  have  locked  me  up 
into  this  room — I  was  in  Mary  Avenel's  sleeping  apartment." 

"  And  can  you  not  remain  there  till  morning,"  replied  Edward, 
*  since  it  has  so  chanced  ?  " 

"What!  "  said  the  Miller's  daughter,  in  a  tone  of  offended  delicacy, 
"  I  remain  here  a  moment  longer  than  I  can  get  out  without  dis- 
covery ! — I  would  not,  for  all  the  Halidome  of  St  Mary's,  remain  a 
minute  longer  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  man's  apartment  than  I 
can  help  it — For  whom,  or  for  what  do  you  hold  me  ?  I  promise 
you,  my  father's  daughter  has  been  better  brought  up  than  to  put  in 
peril  her  good  name." 

"  Come  forth  then,  and  get  to  thy  chamber  in  silence,"  said  Ed- 
ward. 

So  saying,  he  undid  the  bolt.  The  staircase  without  was  in  utter 
darkness,  as  Mysie  had  before  ascertained.  So  soon  as  she  stept  out, 
she  took  hold  of  Edward  as  if  to  support  herself,  thus  interposing  her 
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person  betwixt  him  and  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,by  whom  she  was  closely 
followed.  Thus  screened  from  observation,  the  Englishman  slipped 
past  on  tiptoe,  unshod  and  in  silence,  while  the  damsel  complained 
to  Edward  that  she  wanted  a  light. 

u  I  cannot  get  you  a  light,"  said  he,  "  for  I  cannot  leave  this  post ; 
but  there  is  a  fire  below." 

"  I  will  sit  below  till  morning,"  said  the  Maid  of  the  Mill ;  and, 
tripping  down  stairs,  beard  Edward  bolt  and  bar  the  door  of  the  now 
tenantless  apartment  with  vain  caution. 

At  the  foot  of  the  stair  which  she  descended,  she  found  the  object 
of  her  care  waiting  her  farther  directions.  She  recommended  to  him 
the  most  absolute  silence,  which,  for  once  in  his  life,  he  seemed  not 
unwilling  to  observe,  conducted  him  with  as  much  caution  as  if  he 
were  walking  on  cracked  ice,  to  a  dark  recess,  used  for  depositing 
wood,  and  instructed  him  to  ensconce  himself  behind  the  fagots  She 
herself  lighted  her  lamp  once  more  at  the  kitchen  fire,  and  took  her 
distaff  and  spindle,  that  she  might  not  seem  to  be  unemployed,  in 
case  any  one  came  into  the  apartment.  From  time  to  time,  however, 
she  stole  towards  the  window  on  tiptoe,  to  catch  the  first  glance  of 
the  dawn,  for  the  farther  prosecution  of  her  adventurous  project. 
At  length  she  saw,  to  her  great  joy,  the  first  peep  of  the  morning- 
brighten  upon  the  grey  clouds  of  the  east,  and,  clasping  her  hands 
together,  thanked  Our  Lady  for  the  sight,  and  implored  protection 
during  the  remainder  of  her  enterprise.  Ere  she  had  finished  her 
prayer,  she  started  at  feeling  a  man's  arm  across  her  shoulder,  while 
a  rough  voice  spoke  in  her  ear — "  What !  menseful  Mysie  of  the 
Mill  so  soon  at  her  prayers  ? — now,  benison  on  the  bonny  eyes  that 
open  so  early ! — I'll  have  a  kiss  for  good  morrow's  sake." 

Dan  of  the  Howlet-hirst,  for  he  was  the  gallant  who  paid  Mysie 
this  compliment,  suited  the  action  with  the  word,  and  the  action,  as 
is  usual  in  such  cases  of  rustic  gallantry,  was  rewarded  with  a  cuff, 
which  Dan  received  as  a  fine  gentleman  receives  a  tap  with  a  fan, 
but  which,  delivered  by  the  energetic  arm  of  the  Miller's  maiden, 
would  have  certainly  astonished  a  less  robust  gallant. 

"  How  now,  Sir  Coxcomb !  "  said  she,  "  and  must  you  be  away  from 
your  guard  over  the  English  knight,  to  plague  quiet  folks  with  your 
horse-tricks ! " 

"  Truly  you  are  mistaken,  pretty  Mysie,"  said  the  clown,  "  for  I 
have  not  yet  relieved  Edward  at  his  post;  and  were  it  not  a  shame 
to  let  him  stay  any  longer,  by  my  faith,  I  could  find  it  in  my  heart 
not  to  quit  you  these  two  hours." 

"  Oh,  you  have  hours  and  hours  enough  to  see  any  one,"  said 
Mysie ;  "  but  you  must  think  of  the  distress  of  the  household  even 
now,  and  get  Edward  to  sleep  for  a  while,  for  he  has  kept  watch 
this  whole  night." 

"  I  will  have  another  kiss  first,"  answered  Dan  of  the  Howlet-hirst. 

But  Mysie  was  now  on  her  guard,  and,  conscious  of  the  vicinity  of 
the  wood-hole,  offered  such  strenuous  resistance,  that  the  swain 
cursed  the  nymph's  bad  humour  with  very  unpastoral  phrase  and 
emphasis,  and  ran  up-stairs  to  relieve  the  guard  of  his  comrade. 
Stealing  to  the  door,  she  heard  the  new  sentinel  hold  a  brief  conver- 


THE  MONASTERY.  201 

sation  with  Edward,  after  which  the  latter  withdrew,  and  the  former 
entered  upon  the  duties  of  his  watch. 

Mysie  suffered  him  to  walk  there  a  little  while  undisturbed,  until 
the  dawning*  became  more  general,  by  which  time  she  supposed  he 
might  have  digested  her  coyness,  and  then  presenting"  herself  before 
the  watchful  sentinel,  demanded  of  him  "  the  keys  of  the  outer  tower, 
and  of  the  court-yard  gate." 

"  And  for  what  purpose  ? "  answered  the  warder. 

"  To  milk  the  cows,  and  drive  them  out  to  their  pasture/'  said 
Mysie;  "you  would  not  have  the  poor  beasts  kept  in  the  byre  a' 
morning,  and  the  family  in  such  distress,  that  there  is  na  ane  tit  to 
do  a  turn  but  the  byre-woman  and  myselP  " 

"  And  where  is  the  byre-woman  ?  "  said  Dan. 

"Sitting  with  me  in  the  kitchen,  in  case  these  distressed  folks 
want  anything. " 

"  There  are  the  keys,  then,  Mysie  Dorts,"  said  the  sentinel. 

"  Many  thanks,  Dan  Ne'er-do-weel,"  answered  the  Maid  of  the 
Mill,  and  escaped  down  stairs  in  a  moment. 

To  hasten  to  the  wood-hole,  and  there  to  robe  the  English  knight 
in  a  short-gown  and  petticoat,  which  she  had  provided  for  the  pur- 
pose, was  the  work  of  another  moment.  She  then  undid  the  gates  of 
the  tower,  and  made  towards  the  byre,  or  cow-house,  which  stood 
in  one  corner  of  the  court-yard.  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  remonstrated 
against  the  delay  which  this  would  occasion. 

"  Fair  and  generous  Molinara,"  he  said,  "  had  we  not  better  undo 
the  outward  gate,  and  make  the  best  of  our  way  hence,  even  like  a 
pair  of  sea-mews  who  make  towards  shelter  of  the  rocks  as  the 
storm  waxes  high  ?  " 

"  We  must  drive  out  the  cows  first,"  said  Mysie,  "  for  a  sin  it  were 
to  spoil  the  poor  widow's  cattle,  both  for  her  sake  and  the  poor 
beasts'  own  ;  and  I  have  no  mind  any  one  shall  leave  the  tower  in  a 
hurry  to  follow  us.  Besides,  you  must  have  your  horse,  for  you  will 
need  a  fleet  one  ere  all  be  done." 

So  saying,  she  locked  and  double  locked  both  the  inward  and  out- 
ward door  of  the  tower,  proceeded  to  the  cow-house,  turned  out  the 
cattle,  and,  giving  the  knight  his  own  horse  to  lead,  drove  them 
before  her  out  at  the  court-yard  gate,  intending  to  return  for  her 
own  palfrey.  But  the  noise  attending  the  first  operation  caught  the 
wakeful  attention  of  Edward,  who,  starting  to  the  bartisan,  called  to 
know  what  the  matter  was. 

Mysie  answered  with  great  readiness,  that  u  she  was  driving  out 
the  cows,  for  that  they  would  be  spoiled  for  want  of  looking-  to." 

"  I  thank  thee,  kind  maiden,"  said  Edward — "  and  yet,"  he  added, 
after  a  moment's  pause,  "  what  damsel  is  that  tliou  hast  with 
thee?" 

Mysie  was  about  to  answer,  when  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  who  appar- 
ently did  not  desire  that  the  great  work  of  his  liberation  should  be 
executed  without  the  interposition  of  his  own  ingenuity,  exclaimed 
from  beneath,  "  I  am  she,  O  most  bucolical  Juvenal,  under  whose 
charge  are  placed  the  milky  mothers  of  the  herd." 

"Hell  and  darkness  !  "  exclaimed  Edward,  in  a  transport  of  fury 
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and  astonishment,  "it  is  Piercie  Shafton. — What!  treason!  treason! 
— ho ! — Dan — Jasper — Martin — the  villain  escapes ! " 

"  To  horse !  to  horse  !  "  cried  Mysie,  and  in  an  instant  mounted 
behind  the  knight,  who  was  already  in  the  saddle. 

Edward  caught  up  a  cross-how,  and  let  fly  a  holt,  which  whistled 
so  near  Mysie's  ear,  that  she  called  to  her  companion, — "  Spur — 
spur,  Sir  Knight ! — the  next  will  not  miss  us.  Had  it  been  Halbert 
instead  of  Edward  who  bent  that  bow,  we  had  been  dead/' 

The  knight  pressed  his  horse,  which  dashed  past  the  cows,  and 
down  the  knoll  on  which  the  tower  was  situated.  Then  taking  the 
road  down  the  valley,  the  gallant  animal,  reckless  of  its  double 
burden,  soon  conveyed  them  out  of  hearing  of  the  tumult  and  alarm 
with  which  their  departure  filled  the  Tower  of  Glendearg. 

Thus  it  strangely  happened,  that  two  men  were  flying  in  different 
directions  at  the  same  time,  each  accused  of  being  the  other's  mur- 
derer. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 


Sure  he  cannot 


Be  so  unmanly  as  to  leave  me  here ; 
If  lie  do,  maids  will  uot  so  easily 
Trust  men  again. 

The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen. 

The  knight  continued  to  keep  the  good  horse  at  a  pace  as  quick 
as  the  road  permitted,  until  they  had  cleared  the  valley  of  Glen- 
dearg and  entered  upon  the  broad  dale  of  the  Tweed,  which  now 
rolled  before  them  in  crystal  beauty,  displaying  on  its  opposite  bank 
the  huge  grey  Monastery  of  St  Mary's,  whose  towers  and  pinnacles 
were  scarce  yet  touched  by  the  newly-risen  sun,  so  deeply  the  edifice 
lies  shrouded  under  the  mountains  which  rise  to  the  southward. 

Turning  to  the  left,  the  knight  continued  his  road  down  the 
northern  bank  of  the  river,  until  they  arrived  nearly  opposite  to  the 
weir,  or  dam-dike,  where  Father  Philip  concluded  his  extraordinary 
aquatic  excursion.  * 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  whose  brain  seldom  admitted  more  than  one 
idea  at  a  time,  had  hitherto  pushed  forward  without  very  distinctly 
considering  where  he  was  going.  But  the  sight  of  the  Monastery  so 
near  to  him,  reminded  him  that  he  was  still  on  dangerous  ground, 
and  that  he  must  necessarily  provide  for  his  safety  by  choosing 
some  settled  plan  of  escape.  The  situation  of  his  guide  and  deliverer 
also  occurred  to  him,  for  he  was  far  from  being  either  selfish  or 
ungrateful.  He  listened,  and  discovered  that  the  Miller's  daughter 
was  sobbing  and  weeping  bitterly  as  she  rested  her  head  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  What  ails  thee,"  he  said,  "  my  generous  Molinara  ?— is  there 
aught  that  Piercie  Shafton  can  do  which  my  show  his  gratitude  to 
his  deliverer?"  Mysie  pointed  with  her  finger  across  the  river, 
but  ventured  not  to  turn  her  eyes  in  that  direction.     "  Nay,  but 
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speak  plain,  most  generous  damsel,"  said  the  knight, -who,  for  once, 
was  puzzled  as  much  as  his  own  elegance  of  speech  was  wont  to 
puzzle  others,' "  for  I  swear  to  you  that  I  comprehend  nought  by  the 
extension  of  thy  fair  digit." 

"  Yonder  is  my  father's  house,"  said  Mysie,  in  a  voice  interrupted 
by  the  increased  burst  of  her  sorrow. 

"  And  I  was  carrying  thee  discourteously  to  a  distance  from  thy 
habitation  ?  "  said  Shafton,  imagining  he  had  found  out  the  source  of 
her  grief.  "Wo  worth  the  hour  that  Piercie  Shafton,  in  attention 
to  his  own  safety,  neglected  the  accommodation  of  any  female,  far 
less  of  his  most  beneficent  liberatrice !  Dismount,  then,  O  lovely 
Molinara,  unless  thou  wouldst  rather  that  I  should  transport  thee  on 
horseback  to  the  house  of  thy  molendinary  father,  which,  if  thou 
sayest  the  word,  I  am  prompt  to  do,  defying  all  dangers  which  may 
arise  to  me  personally,  whether  by  monk  or  miller." 

Mysie  suppressed  her  sobs,  and  with  considerable  difficulty  mut- 
tered her  desire  to  alight,  and  take  her  fortune  by  herself.  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton,  too  devoted  a  squire  of  dames  to  consider  the  most 
lowly  as  exempted  from  a  respectful  attention,  independent  of  the 
claims  which  the  Miller's  maiden  possessed  over  him,  dismounted 
instantly  from  his  horse,  and  received  in  his  arms  the  poor  girl,  who 
still  wept  bitterly,  and,  when  placed  on  the  ground,  seemed  scarce 
able  to  support  herself,  or  at  least  still  clung,  though,  as  it  appeared, 
unconsciously,  to  the  support  he  had  afforded.  He  carried  her  to  a 
weeping  birch  tree,  which  grew  on  the  greensward  bank,  around 
which  the  road  winded,  and,  placing  her  on  the  ground  beneath  it, 
exhorted  her  to  compose  herself.  A  strong  touch  of  natural  feel- 
ing struggled  with,  and  half  overcame,  his  acquired  affectation,  while 
he  said,  "  Credit  me,  most  generous  damsel,  the  service  you  have 
done  to  Piercie  Shafton  he  would  have  deemed  too  dearly  bought, 
had  he  foreseen  it  was  to  cost  you  these  tears  and  singulis.  Show  me 
the  cause  of  your  grief,  and  if  I  can  do  aught  to  remove  it,  believe 
that  the  rights  you  have  acquired  over  me  will  make  your  commands 
sacred  as  those  of  an  empress.  Speak,  then,  fair  Molinara,  and 
command  him  whom  fortune  hath  rendered  at  once  your  debtor  and 
your  champion.     What  are  your  orders  ?  " 

"Only  that  you  will  fly  and  save  yourself,"  said  Mysie,  mustering 
up  her  utmost  efforts  to  utter  these  few  words. 

"  Yet,"  said  the  knight,  "  let  me  not  leave  you  without  some  token 
of  remembrance."  Mysie  would  have  said  there  needed  none,  and 
most  truly  would  she  have  spoken,  could  she  have  spoken  for  weep- 
ing. "Piercie  Shafton  is  poor,"  he  continued,  "but  let  this  chain 
testify  he  is  not  ungrateful  to  his  deliverer." 

He  took  from  his  neck  the  rich  chain  and  medallion  we  have  for- 
merly mentioned,  and  put  it  into  the  powerless  hand  of  the  poor 
maiden,  who  neither  received  nor  rejected  it,  but,  occupied  with  more 
intense  feelings,  seemed  scarce  aware  of  what  he  was  doing. 

"  We  shall  meet  again,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  "  at  least  I  trust 
so ;  meanwhile,  weep  no  more,  fair  Molinara,  an  thou  lovest  me." 

The  phrase  of  conjuration  was  but  used  as  an  ordinary  common- 
place expression  of  the  time,  but  bore  a  deeper  sense  to  poor  Mysie's 
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ear.  She  dried  her  tears ;  and  when  the  knight,  in  all  kind  and 
chivalrous  courtesy,  stooped  to  embrace  her  at  their  parting,  she  rose 
humbly  up  to  receive  the  proffered  honour  in  a  posture  of  more 
deference,  and  meekly  and  gratefully  accepted  the  offered  salute. 
Sir  Piercie  Shafton  mounted  his  horse,  and  began  to  ride  off,  but 
curiosity,  or  perhaps  a  stronger  feeling,  soon  induced  him  to  look 
back,  when  he  beheld  the  Miller's  daughter  standing  still  motionless 
on  the  spot  where  they  had  parted,  her  eyes  turned  after  him,  and 
the  unheeded  chain  hanging  from  her  hand. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  a  glimpse  of  the  real  state  of  Mysie's 
affections,  and  of  the  motive  from  which  she  had  acted  in  the  whole 
matter,  glanced  on  Sir  Piercie  Shaf ton's  mind.  The  gallants  of  that 
age,  disinterested,  aspiring,  and  lofty-minded  even  in  their  coxcombry, 
were  strangers  to  those  degrading  and  mischievous  pursuits  which 
are  usually  termed  low  amours.  They  did  not  "  chase  the  humble 
maidens  of  the  plain,"  or  degrade  their  own  rank,  to  deprive  rural 
innocence  of  peace  and  virtue.  It  followed,  of  course,  that  as  con- 
quests in  this  class  were  no  part  of  their  ambition,  they  were  in  most 
cases  totally  overlooked  and  unsuspected,  left  unimproved,  as  a 
modern  would  call  it,  where,  as  on  the  present  occasion,  they  were 
casually  made.  The  companion  of  Astrophel,  and  flower  of  the  tilt- 
yard  of  Feliciana,  had  no  more  idea  that  his  graces  and  good  parts 
could  attach  the  love  of  Mysie  Happer,  than  a  first-rate  beauty  in  the 
boxes  dreams  of  the  fatal  wound  which  her  charms  may  inflict  on 
some  attorney's  romantic  apprentice  in  the  pit.  I  suppose,  in  any 
ordinary  case,  the  pride  of  rank  and  distinction  would  have  pro- 
nounced on  the  humble  admirer  the  doom  which  Beau  Fielding  de- 
nounced against  the  whole  female  world,  "Let  them  look  and  die;" 
but  the  obligations  under  which  he  lay  to  the  enamoured  maiden, 
miller's  daughter  as  she  was,  precluded  the  possibility  of  Sir  Piercie's 
treating  the  matter  en  cavalier,  and,  much  embarrassed,  yet  a  little 
flattered  at  the  same  time,  he  rode  back  to  try  what  could  be  done 
for  the  damsel's  relief. 

The  innate  modesty  of  poor  Mysie  could  not  prevent  her  showing 
too  obvious  signs  of  joy  at  Sir  Piercie  Shafton's  return.  She  was 
betrayed  by  the  sparkle  of  the  rekindling  eye,  and  a  caress  which, 
however  timidly  bestowed,  she  could  not  help  giving  to  the  neck  of 
the  horse  which  brought  back  the  beloved  rider. 

"  What  farther  can  I  do  for  you,  kind  Molinara  ?  "  said  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton,  himself  hesitating  and  blushing' ;  for,  to  the  grace  of  Queen 
Bess's  age  be  it  spoken,  her  courtiers  wore  more  iron  on  their  breasts 
than  brass  on  their  foreheads,  and  even  amid  their  vanities  preserved 
still  the  decaying  spirit  of  chivalry,  which  inspired  of  yore  the  very 
gentle  Knight  of  Chaucer, 

"  Who  in  his  port  was  modest  as  a  maid." 

Mysie  blushed  deeply,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  and  Sir 
Piercie  proceeded  in  the  same  tone  of  embarrassed  kindness.  "Are 
you  afraid  to  return  home  alone,  my  kind  Molinara?— would  you 
that  I  should  accompany  you  ?" 
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"  Alas ! "  said  Mysie,  looking*  up,  and  her  cheek  changing*  from 
scarlet  to  pale,  "I  have  no  home  left." 

"How!  no  home?"  said  Shafton ;  "says  my  generous  Molinara 
she  hath  no  home,  when  yonder  stands  the  house  of  her  father,  and 
hut  a  crystal  stream  between?" 

"Alas  !  "  answered  the  Miller's  maiden,  "I  have  no  longer  either 
home  or  father.  He  is  a  devoted  servant  to  the  Abbey — I  have 
offended  the  Abbot,  and  if  I  return  home  my  father  will  kill  me." 

"He  dare  not  injure  thee, by  Heaven !  "  said  Sir  Piercie  ;  "  1  swear 
to  thee,  by  my  honour  and  knighthood,  that  the  forces  of  my  cousin 
of  Northumberland  shall  lay  the  Monastery  so  flat,  that  a  horse  shall 
not  stumble  as  he  rides  over  it,  if  they  should  dare  to  injure  a  hair  of 
your  head!  Therefore  be  hopeful  and  content,  kind  Mysinda,  and 
know  you  have  obliged  one  who  can  and  will  avenge  the  slightest 
wrong  offered  to  you." 

He  sprung  from  his  horse  as  he  spoke,  and  in  the  animation  of  his 
argument,  grasped  the  willing  hand  of  Mysie  (or  Mysinda,  as  lit?  had 
now  christened  her).  He  gazed  too  upon  full  black  eyes,  fixed  upon 
his  own  with  an  expression  which,  however  subdued  by  maidenly 
shame,  it  was  impossible  to  mistake,  on  cheeks  where  something  like 
hope  began  to  restore  the  natural  colour,  and  on  two  lips  which,  like 
double  rosebuds,  were  kept  a  little  apart  by  expectation,  and  showed 
within  a  line  of  teeth  as  white  as  pearl.  All  this  was  dangerous  to 
look  upon,  and  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  after  repeating  with  less  and  less 
force  his  request  that  the  fair  Mysinda  would  allow  him  to  carry  her 
to  her  father's,  ended  by  asking  the  fair  Mysinda  to  go  along  with  him 
— "  At  least,"  he  added,  "  until  I  shall  be  able  to  conduct  you  to  a 
place  of  safety." 

Mysie  Happer  made  no  answer ;  but  blushing  scarlet  betwixt  joy 
and  shame,  mutely  expressed  her  willingness  to  accompany  the 
Southron  Knight,  by  knitting  her  bundle  closer,  and  preparing  to 
resume  her  seat  en  croupe.  "And  what  is  your  pleasure  that  I 
should  do  with  this  ?  "  she  said,  holding  up  the  chain  as  if  she  had 
been  for  the  first  time  aware  that  it  was  in  her  hand. 

"  Keep  it,  fairest  Mysinda,  for  my  sake,"  said  the  Knight. 

"  Not  so,  sir,"  answered  Mysie  gravely ;  "  the  maidens  of  my 
country  take  no  such  gifts  from  their  superiors,  and  I  need  no  token 
to  remind  me  of  this  morning." 

Most  earnestly  and  courteously  did  the  Knight  urge  her  acceptance 
of  the  proposed  guerdon,  but  on  this  point  Mysie  was  resolute; 
feeling,  perhaps,  that  to  accept  of  anything  bearing  the  appearance 
of  reward,  would  be  to  place  the  service  she  had  rendered  him  on  a 
mercenary  footing.  In  short,  she  would  only  agree  to  conceal  the 
chain,  lest  it  might  prove  the  means  of  detecting  the  owner,  until  Sir 
Piercie  should  be  placed  in  perfect  safety. 

They  mounted  and  resumed  their  journey,  of  which  Mysie,  as  bold 
and  sharp-witted  in  some  points  as  she  was  simple  and  susceptible  in 
others,  now  took  in  some  degree  the  direction,  having  only  inquired 
its  general  destination,  and  learned  that  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  desired 
to  go  to  Edinburgh,  where  he  hoped  to  find  friends  and  protection. 
Possessed  of  this  information,  Mysie   availed  herself  of  her  local 
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knowledge  to  get  as  soon  as  possible  out  of  the  bounds  of  the 
Halidome,  and  into  those  of  a  temporal  baron,  supposed  to  be 
addicted  to  the  reformed  doctrines,  and  upon  whose  limits,  at  least, 
she  thought  their  pursuers  would  not  attempt  to  hazard  any  violence. 
She  was  not  indeed  very  apprehensive  of  a  pursuit,  reckoning  with 
some  confidence  that  the  inhabitants  of  the  Tower  of  Glendearg 
would  find  it  a  matter  of  difficulty  to  surmount  the  obstacles  arising 
from  their  own  bolts  and  bars,  with  which  she  had  carefully  secured 
them  before  setting  forth  on  the  retreat. 

They  journeyed  on,  therefore,  in  tolerable  security,  and  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton  found"  leisure  to  amuse  the  time  in  high-flown  speeches  and 
long  anecdotes  of  the  court  of  Feliciana,  to  which  Mysie  bent  an  ear 
not  a  whit  less  attentive,  that  she  did  not  understand  one  word  out 
of  three  which  was  uttered  by  her  fellow-traveller.  She  listened, 
however,  and  admired  upon  trust,  as  many  a  wise  man  has  been  con- 
tented to  treat  the  conversation  of  a  handsome  but  silly  mistress. 
As  for  Sir  Piercie,  he  was  in  his  element ;  and,  well  assured  of  the 
interest  and  full  approbation  of  his  auditor,  he  went  on  spouting 
Euphuism  of  more  than  usual  obscurity,  and  at  more  than  usual 
length.  Thus  passed  the  morning,  and  noon  brought  them  within 
sight  of  a  winding  stream,  on  the  side  of  which  arose  an  ancient 
baronial  castle,  surrounded  by  some  large  trees.  At  a  small  distance 
from  the  gate  of  the  mansion,  extended,  as  in  those  days  was  usual, 
a  straggling  hamlet,  having  a  church  in  the  centre. 

"  There  are  two  hostelries  in  this  Kirk-town,"  said  Mysie,  "  but 
the  worst  is  best  for  our  purpose  ;  for  it  stands  apart  from  the  other 
houses,  and  I  ken  the  man  weel,  for  he  has  dealt  with  my  father  for 
malt." 

This  causa  sciential,  to  use  a  lawyer's  phrase,  was  ill  chosen  for 
Mysie's  purpose ;  for  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  had,  by  dint  of  his  own 
loquacity,  been  talking  himself  all  this  while  into  a  high  esteem  for 
his  fellow-traveller,  and  pleased  with  the  gracious  reception  which 
she  afforded  to  his  powers  of  conversation,  had  well-nigh  forgotten 
that  she  was  not  herself  one  of  those  high-born  beauties  of  whom  he 
was  recounting  so  many  stories,  when  this  unlucky  speech  at  once 
placed  the  most  disadvantageous  circumstances  attending  her  lin- 
eage under  his  immediate  recollection.  He  said  nothing,  however. 
What  indeed  could  he  say  ?  Nothing  was  so  natural  as  that  a  miller's 
daughter  should  be  acquainted  with  publicans  who  dealt  with  her 
father  for  malt,  and  all  that  was  to  be  wondered  at  was  the  con- 
currence of  events  which  had  rendered  such  a  female  the  companion 
and  guide  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  of  Wilverton,  kinsman  of  the  great 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  whom  princes  and  sovereigns  themselves 
termed  cousin,  because  of  the  Piercie  blood.1  He  felt  the  disgrace 
of  strolling  through  the  country  with  a  miller's  maiden  on  the  crupper 
behind  him,  and  was  even  ungrateful  enough  to  feel  some  emotions 
of  shame,  when  he  halted  his  horse  at  the  door  of  the  little  inn. 

1  Froissart  tells  us  somewhere  (the  readers  of  romances  are  indifferent  to  accurate 
reference),  that  the  King  of  France  called  one  of  the  Piercies  cousin,  because  of  the 
blood  of  Northumberland. 
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But  the  alert  intelligence  of  Mysie  Happer  spared  him  farther 
sense  of  derogation,  by  instantly  springing  from  the  horse,  and 
cramming  the  ears  of  mine  host,  who  came  out  with  his  mouth  agape 
to  receive  a  guest  of  the  knight's  appearance,  with  an  imagined 
tale,  in  which  circumstance  on  circumstance  were  huddled  so  fast,  as 
to  astonish  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  whose  own  invention  was  none  of 
the  most  brilliant.  She  explained  to  the  publican  that  this  was  a 
great  English  knight  travelling  from  the  Monastery  to  the  Court  of 
Scotland,  after  having  paid  his  vows  to  Saint  Mary,  and  that  she  had 
been  directed  to  conduct  him  so  far  on  the  road ;  and  that  Ball,  her 
palfrey,  had  fallen  by  the  way,  because  he  had  been  over-wrought 
with  carrying  home  the  last  melder  of  meal  to  the  portioner  of  Lang- 
hope  ;  and  that  she  had  turned  in  Ball  to  graze  in  the  Tasker's  park, 
near  Cripplecross,  for  he  had  stood  as  still  as  Lot's  wife  with  very 
weariness  ;  and  that  the  knight  had  courteously  insisted  she  should 
ride  behind  him,  and  that  she  had  brought  him  to  her  kend  friend's 
hostelry,  rather  than  to  proud  Peter  Peddie's,  who  got  his  malt  at 
the  Mellerstane  mills  ;  and  that  he  must  get  the  best  that  the  house 
afforded,  and  that  he  must  get  it  ready  in  a  moment  of  time,  and 
that  she  was  ready  to  help  in  the  kitchen. 

All  this  ran  glibly  off  the  tongue  without  pause  on  the  part  of 
Mysie  Happer,  or  doubt  on  that  of  the  landlord.  The  guest's  horse 
was  conducted  to  the  stable,  and  he  himself  installed  in  the  cleanest 
corner  and  best  seat  which  the  place  afforded.  Mysie,  ever  active 
and  officious,  was  at  once  engaged  in  preparing  food,  in  spread- 
ing the  table,  and  in  making  all  the  better  arrangements  which  her 
experience  could  suggest,  for  the  honour  and  comfort  of  her  com- 
panion. He  would  fain  have  resisted  this ;  for  while  it  was  impos- 
sible not  to  be  gratified  with  the  eager  and  alert  kindness  which 
was  so  active  in  his  service,  he  felt  an  undefinable  .pain  in  seeing 
Mysinda  engaged  in  these  menial  services,  and  discharging  them, 
moreover,  as  one  to  whom  they  were  but  too  familar.  Yet  this 
jarring  feeling  was  mixed  with,  and  perhaps  balanced  by,  the  ex- 
treme grace  with  which  the  neat-handed  maiden  executed  these 
tasks,  however  mean  in  themselves,  and  gave  to  the  wretched  cor- 
ner of  a  miserable  inn  of  the  period,  the  air  of  a  bower,  in  which  an 
enamoured  fairy,  or  at  least  a  shepherdess  of  Arcadia,  was  display- 
ing, with  unavailing  solicitude,  her  designs  on  the  heart  of  some 
knight,  destined  by  fortune  to  higher  thoughts,  and  a  more  splendid 
union. 

The  lightness  and  grace  with  which  Mysie  covered  the  little  round 
table  with  a  snow-white  cloth,  and  arranged  upon  it  the  hastily- 
roasted  capon,  with  its  accompanying  stoup  of  Bourdeaux,  were  but 
plebeian  graces  in  themselves ;  but  yet  there  were  very  flattering 
ideas  excited  by  each  glance.  She  was  so  very  well  made,  agile  at 
once  and  graceful,  with  her  hand  and  arm  as  white  as  snow,  and  her 
face  in  which  a  smile  contended  with  a  blush,  and  her  eyes  which 
looked  ever  at  Shafton  when  he  looked  elsewhere,  and  were  dropped 
at  once  when  they  encountered  his,  that  she  was  irresistible !  In 
fine,  the  affectionate  delicacy  of  her  whole  demeanour,  joined  to  the 


208  THE  MONASTERY. 

promptitude  and  boldness  she  had  so  lately  evinced,  tended  to  en- 
noble the  services  she  had  rendered,  as  if  some 


— "  sweet  engaging  Grace 

Put  on  some  clothes  to  come  abroad, 
And  took  a  waiter's  place." 

But,  on  the  other,  came  the  damning"  reflection,  that  these  duties 
were  not  taught  her  by  Love,  to  serve  the  beloved  only,  but  arose 
from  the  ordinary  and  natural  habits  of  a  miller's  daughter  accus- 
tomed, doubtless,  to  render  the  same  service  to  every  wealthier 
churl  who  frequented  her  father's  mill.  This  stopped  the  mouth  of 
vanity,  and  of  the  love  which  vanity  had  been  hatching",  as  effectually 
as  a  peck  of  literal  flour  would  have  done. 

Amidst  this  variety  of  emotions,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  forg*ot  not  to 
ask  the  object  of  them  to  sit  down  and  partake  the  good  cheer  which 
she  had  been  so  anxious  to  provide  and  to  place  in  order.  He  ex- 
pected that  this  invitation  would  have  been  bashfully,  perhaps,  but 
certainly  most  thankfully,  accepted  ;  but  he  was  partly  flattered,  and 
partly  piqued,  by  the  mixture  of  deference  and  resolution  with  which 
Mysie  declined  his  invitation.  Immediately  after,  she  vanished  from 
the  apartment,  leaving"  the  Euphuist  to  consider  whether  he  was  most 
gratified  or  displeased  by  her  disappearance. 

In  fact,  this  was  a  point  in  which  he  would  have  found  it  difficult 
to  make  up  his  mind,  had  there  been  any  necessity  for  it.  As  there 
was  none,  he  drank  a  few  cups  of  claret,  and  sang  (to  himself)  a 
strophe  or  two  of  the  canzonettes  of  the  divine  Astrophel.  But  in 
spite  both  of  wine  and  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  the  connection  in  which 
he  now  stood,  and  that  which  he  was  in  future  to  hold,  with  the  lovely 
Molinara,  or  Mysinda,  as  he  had  been  pleased  to  denominate  Mysie 
Happer,  recurred  to  his  mind.  The  fashion  of  the  times  (as  we  have 
already  noticed)  fortunately  coincided  with  his  own  natural  gene- 
rosity of  disposition,  which  indeed  amounted  almost  to  extravagance, 
in  prohibiting,  as  a  deadly  sin,  alike  against  gallantry,  chivalry,  and 
morality,  his  rewarding  the  good  offices  he  had  received  from  this 
poor  maiden,  by  abusing  any  of  the  advantages  which  her  confidence 
in  his  honour  had  afforded.  To  do  Sir  Piercie  justice,  it  was  an  idea 
which  never  entered  into  his  head;  and  he  would  probably  have  dealt 
the  most  scientific  imbroccata,  stoccata,  or  punto  reverso,  which  the 
school  of  Vincent  Saviola  had  taught  him,  to  any  man  who  had  dared 
to  suggest  to  him  such  selfish  and  ungrateful  meanness.  On  the 
other  hand,  he  wTas  a  man,  and  foresaw  various  circumstances  which 
might  render  their  journey  together  in  this  intimate  fashion  a  scandal 
and  a  snare.  Moreover,  he  was  a  coxcomb  and  a  courtier,  and  felt 
there  was  something  ridiculous  in  travelling  the  land  with  a  miller's 
daughter  behind  his  saddle,  giving  rise  to  suspicions  not  very  credit- 
able to  either,  and  to  ludicrous  constructions,  so  far  as  lie  himself 
was  concerned. 

"  I  would,"  he  said  half  aloud,  "  that,  if  such  might  be  done  without 
harm  or  discredit  to  the  too-ambitious,  yet  too -well-distinguishing 
Molinara,  she  and  I  were  fairly  severed,  and  bound  on  our  different 
courses ;  even  as  we  see  the  goodly  vessel  bound  for  the  distant  seas 
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hoist  sails  and  bear  away  into  the  deep,  while  the  humble  fly-boat 
carries  to  shore  those  friends,  who,  with  wounded  hearts  and  watery 
eyes,  have  committed  to  their  higher  destinies  the  more  daring" 
adventurers  by  whom  the  fair  frigate  is  manned." 

He  had  scarce  uttered  the  wish  when  it  was  gratified ;  for  the  host 
entered  to  say  that  his  worshipful  knighthood's  horse  was  ready  to 
be  brought  forth  as  he  had  desired  ;  and  on  his  inquiry  for  "  the— 
damsel — that  is — the  young  woman " 

"  Mysie  Happer,"  said  the  landlord,  "  has  returned  to  her  father's ; 
but  she  bade  me  say,  you  could  not  miss  the  road  for  Edinburgh,  in 
respect  it  was  neither  far  way  nor  foul  gate." 

It  is  seldom  we  are  exactly  blessed  with  the  precise  fulfilment  of 
our  wishes  at  the  moment  when  we  utter  them ;  perhaps  because 
Heaven  wisely  withholds  what,  if  granted,  would  be  often  received 
with  ingratitude.  So  at  least  it  chanced  in  the  present  instance ; 
for  when  mine  host  said  that  Mysie  was  returned  homeward,  the 
knight  was  tempted  to  reply,  with  an  ejaculation  of  surprise  and 
vexation,  and  a  hasty  demand,  whither  and  when  she  had  departed? 
The  first  emotions  his  prudence  suppressed,  the  second  found  utter- 
ance. 

"  Where  is  she  gane  ? "  said  the  host,  gazing  on  him,  and  repeat- 
ing his  question — "  She  is  gane  hame  to  her  father's,  it  is  like — and 
she  gaed  iust  when  she  gave  orders  about  your  worship's  horse,  and 
saw  it  well  fed  (she  might  have  trusted  me,  but  millers  and  millers' 
kin  think  a'  body  as  thief-like  as  themselves),  an'  she's  three  miles 
on  the  gate  by  this  time." 

"Is  she  gone  then?"  muttered  Sir  Piercie,  making  two  or  three 
hasty  strides  through  the  narrow  apartment — "  Is  she  gone  ?— Well, 
then,  let  her  go.  She  could  have  had  but  disgrace  by  abiding  by 
me,  and  I  little  credit  by  her  society.  That  I  should  have  thought 
there  was  such  difficulty  in  shaking  her  off !  I  warrant  she  is  by  this 
time  laughing  with  some  clown  she  has  encountered  ;  and  my  rich 
chain  will  prove  a  good  dowry. — And  ought  it  not  to  prove  so  ?  and 
has  she  not  deserved  it,  were  it  ten  times  more  valuable  ? — Piercie 
Shafton !  Piercie  Shafton !  dost  thou  grudge '  thy  deliverer  the 
guerdon  she  hath  so  dearly  won  ?  The  selfish  air  of  this  northern 
land  hath  infected  thee,  Piercie  Shafton !  and  blighted  the  blossoms 
of  thy  generosity,  even  as  it  is  said  to  shrivel  the  flowers  of  the  mul- 
berry.— Yet  I  thought,"  he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "that 
she  would  not  so  easily  and  voluntarily  have  parted  from  me.  But  it 
skills  not  thinking  of  it.— Cast  my  reckoning,  mine  host,  and  let  your 
groom  lead  forth  my  nag." 

The  good  host  seemed  also  to  have  some  mental  point  to  discuss, 
for  he  answered  not  instantly,  debating  perhaps  whether  his  con- 
science would  bear  a  double  charge  for  the  same  guests.  Apparently 
his  conscience  replied  in  the  negative,  though  not  without  hesitation, 
for  he  at  length  replied — "  It's  daffing  to  lee  ;  it  winna  deny  that  the 
lawing  is  clean  paid.  Ne'ertheless,  if  your  worshipful  knighthood 
pleases  to  give  aught  for  increase  of  trouble " 

"  How  !  said  the  knight ;  "  the  reckoning  paid  ?  and  by  whom, 
I  pray  you  ?  " 
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"  E'en  by  Mysie  Happer,  if  truth  maun  be  spoken,  as  I  said  be- 
fore," answered  the  honest  landlord,  with  as  many  compunctious 
visitings  for  telling*  the  verity  as  another  might  have  felt  for  making 
a  lie  in  the  circumstances — "And  out  of  the  moneys  supplied  for 
your  honour's  journey  by  the  Abbot,  as  she  tauld  to  me.  And  laith 
were  I  to  surcharge  any  gentleman  that  darkens  my  doors."  He 
added  in  the  confidence  of  honesty  which  his  frank  avowal  entitled 
him  to  entertain,  "  Nevertheless,  as  I  said  before,  if  it  pleases  your 
knighthood  of  free  good-will  to  consider  extraordinary  trouble " 

The  knight  cut  short  his  argument,  by  throwing  the  landlord  a 
rose-noble,  which  probably  doubled  the  value  of  a  Scottish  reckon- 
ing, though  it  would  have  defrayed  but  a  half  one  at  the  Three 
Cranes  of  the  Vintry.  The  bounty  so  much  delighted  mine  host, 
that  he  ran  to  fill  the  stirrup-cup  (for  which  no  charge  was  ever 
made)  from  a  butt  vet  charier  than  that  which  he  had  pierced  for 
the  former  stoup.  The  knight  paced  slowly  to  horse,  partook  of  his 
courtesy,  and  thanked  him  with  the  stiff  condescension  of  the  court 
of  Elizabeth,  then  mounted  and  followed  the  northern  path,  which 
was  pointed  out  as  the  nearest  to  Edinburgh,  and  which,  though  very 
unlike  a  modern  highway,  bore  yet  so  distinct  a  resemblance  to  a 
public  and  frequented  road  as  not  to  be  easily  mistaken. 

"  I  shall  not  need  her  guidance,  it  seems,"  said  he  to  himself,  as 
he  rode  slowly  onward ;  "  and  I  suppose  that  was  one  reason  of  her 
abrupt  departure,  so  different  from  what  one  might  have  expected. 
— Well,  I  am  well  rid  of  her.  Do  we  not  pray  to  be  liberated  from 
temptation  ?  ^  Yet  that  she  should  have  erred  so  much  in  estimation 
of  her  own  situation  and  mine,  as  to  think  of  defraying  the  reckon- 
ing !  I  would  I  saw  her  once  more,  but  to  explain  to  her  the  sole- 
cism of  which  her  inexperience  hath  rendered  her  guilty.  And  I 
fear,"  he  added,  as  he  emerged  from  some  straggling  trees,  and 
looked  out  upon  a  wild  moorish  country,  composed  of  a  succession 
of  swelling  lumpish  hills,  "  I  fear  I  shall  soon  want  the  aid  of  this 
Ariadne,  who  might  afford  me  a  clew  through  the  recesses  of  yonder 
mountainous  labyrinth." 

As  the  knight  thus  communed  with  himself,  his  attention  was 
caught  by  the  sound  of  a  horse's  footsteps ;  and  a  lad,  mounted  on 
a  little  grey  Scottish  nag,  about  fourteen  hands  high,  coming  along 
a  path  which  led  from  behind  the  trees,  joined  him  on  the  high-road, 
if  it  could  be  termed  such. 

The  dress  of  the  lad  was  completely  in  village  fashion,  yet  neat 
and  handsome  in  appearance.  He  had  a  jerkin  of  grey  cloth,  slashed 
and  trimmed,  with  black  hose  of  the  same,  with  deer-skin  rulions  or 
sandals,  and  handsome  silver  spurs.  A  cloak  of  a  dark  mulberry 
colour  was  closely  drawn  round  the  upper  part  of  his  person,  and 
the  cape  in  part  muffled  his  face,  which  was  also  obscured  by  his 
bonnet  of  black  velvet  cloth,  and  its  little  plume  of  feathers. 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  fond  of  society,  desirous  also  to  have  a  guide, 
and,  moreover,  prepossessed  in  favour  of  so  handsome  a  youth,  failed 
not  to  ask  him  whence  he  came,  and  whither  he  was  going.^  The 
youth  looked  another  way,  as  he  answered,  that  he  was  going  to 
Edinburgh,  "  to  seek  service  in  some  nobleman's  family." 
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"  I  fear  me  you  have  run  away  from  your  last  master,"  said  Sir 
Piercie,  "  since  you  dare  not  look  me  in  the  face  while  you  answer 
my  question." 

"  Indeed,  sir,  I  have  not,"  answered  the  lad,  bashfully,  while,  as  if 
with  reluctance,  he  turned  round  his  face,  and  instantly  withdrew  it. 
It  was  a  glance,  but  the  discovery  was  complete.  There  was  no 
mistaking"  the  dark  full  eye,  the  cheek  in  which  much  embarrass- 
ment could  not  altogether  disguise  an  expression  of  comic  humour, 
and  the  whole  figure  at  once  betrayed,  under  her  metamorphosis, 
the  Maid  of  the  Mill.  The  recognition  was  joyful,  and  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton  was  too  much  pleased  to  have  regained  his  companion  to 
remember  the  very  good  reasons  which  had  consoled  him  for  losing 
her. 

To  his  questions  respecting  her  dress,  she  answered,  that  she  had 
obtained  it  in  the  Kirk-town  from  a  friend  ;  it  was  the  holiday  suit  of 
a  son  of  hers,  who  had  taken  the  field  with  his  liege-lord,  the  baron 
of  the  land.  She  had  borrowed  the  suit  under  pretence  she  meant 
to  play  in  some  mumming  or  rural  masquerade.  She  had  left,  she 
said,  her  own  apparel  in  exchange,  which  was  better  worth  ten 
crowns  than  this  was  worth  four. 

"  And  the  nag,  my  ingenious  Molinara,"  said  Sir  Piercie,  "  whence 
comes  the  nag  ?  " 

"  I  borrowed  him  from  our  host  at  the  Gled's-Nest,"  she  replied ; 
and  added,  half  stifling  a  laugh,  "  he  has  sent  to  get,  instead  of  it, 
our  Ball,  which  I  left  in  the  Tasker's  Park  at  Cripplecross.  He  will 
be  lucky  if  he  find  it  there." 

"  But  then  the  poor  man  will  lose  his  horse,  most  argute  Mysinda," 
said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  whose  English  notions  of  property  were  a 
little  startled  at  a  mode  of  acquisition  more  congenial  to  the  ideas 
of  a  miller's  daughter  (and  he  a  Border  miller  to  boot)  than  with 
those  of  an  English  person  of  quality. 

"  And  if  he  does  lose  his  horse,"  said  Mysie,  laughing,  "  surely  he 
is  not  the  first  man  on  the  marches  who  has  had  such  a  mischance. 
But  he  will  be  no  loser,  for  I  warrant  he  will  stop  the  value  out  of 
moneys  which  he  has  owed  my  father  this  many  a  day." 

"But  then  your  father  will  be  the  loser,"  objected  yet  again  the 
pertinacious  uprightness  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton. 

"What  signifies  it  now  to  talk  of  my  father?"  said  the  damsel 
pettishly;  then  instantly  changing  to  a  tone  of  deep  feeling,  she 
added,  "  My  father  has  this  day  lost  that  which  will  make  him  hold 
light  the  loss  of  all  the  gear  he  has  left." 

Struck  with  the  accents  of  remorseful  sorrow  in  which  his  com- 
panion uttered  these  few  words,  the  English  knight  felt  himself 
bound  both  in  honour  and  conscience  to  expostulate  with  her  as 
strongly  as  he  could,  on  the  risk  of  the  step  which  she  had  now 
taken,  and  on  the  propriety  of  her  returning  to  her  father's  house. 
The  matter  of  his  discourse,  though  adorned  with  many  unnecessary 
flourishes,  was  honourable  both  to  his  head  and  heart. 

The  Maid  of  the  Mill  listened  to  his  flowing  periods  with  her  head 
sunk  on  her  bosom  as  she  rode,  like  one  in  deep  thought  or  deeper 
sorrow.     When  he  had  finished,  she  raised  up  her  countenance, 
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looked  full  on  the  knight,  and  replied  with  great  firmness,  "  If  you 
are  weary  of  my  company,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  you  have  but  to  say 
so,  and  the  Miller's  daughter  will  be  no  farther  cumber  to  you.  And 
do  not  think  I  will  be  a  burden  to  you,  if  we  travel  together  to 
Edinburgh ;  I  have  wit  enough  and  pride  enough  to  be  a  willing 
burden  to  no  man.  But  if  you  reject  not  my  company  at  present, 
and  fear  not  it  will  be  burdensome  to  you  hereafter,  speak  no  more  to 
me  of  returning  back.  All  that  you  can  say  to  me  I  have  said  to  my- 
self; and  that  I  am  now  here,  is  a  sign  that  I  have  said  it  to  no 
purpose.  Let  this  subject,  therefore,  be  for  ever  ended  betwixt  us. 
I  have  already,  in  some  small  fashion,  been  useful  to  you,  and  the 
time  may  come  I  may  be  more  so ;  for  this  is  not  your  land  of 
England,  where  men  say  justice  is  done  with  little  fear  or  favour  to 
great  and  to  small ;  but  it  is  a  land  where  men  do  by  the  strong  hand, 
and  defend  by  the  ready  wit,  and  I  know  better  than  you  the  perils 
you  are  exposed  to." 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton  was  somewhat  mortified  to  find  that  the  damsel 
conceived  her  presence  useful  to  him  as  a  protectress  as  well  as 
guide,  and  said  something  of  seeking  protection  from  nought  save 
his  own  arm  and  his  good  sword.  Mysie  answered  very  quietly, 
that  she  nothing  doubted  his  bravery ;  but  it  was  that  very  quality 
of  "bravery  which  was  most  likely  to  involve  him  in  danger.  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton,  whose  head  never  kept  very  long  in  any  continued 
train  of  thinking,  acquiesced  without  much  reply,  resolving  in  his 
own  mind  that  the  maiden  only  used  this  apology  to  disguise  her 
real  motive  of  affection  to  his  person.  The  romance  of  the  situation 
flattered  his  vanity  and  elevated  his  imagination,  as  placing  him  in 
the  situation  of  one  of  those  romantic  heroes  of  whom  he  had  read 
the  histories,  where  similar  transformations  made  a  distinguished 
figure. 

He  took  many  a  sidelong  glance  at  his  page,  whose  habits  of 
country  sport  and  country  exercise  had  rendered  her  quite  ade- 
quate to  sustain  the  character  she  had  assumed.  She  managed  the 
little  nag  with  dexterity,  and  even  with  grace;  nor  did  anything 
appear  that  could  have  Betrayed  her  disguise,  except  when  a  bashful 
consciousness  of  her  companion's  eye  being  fixed  on  her,  gave  her 
an  appearance  of  temporary  embarrassment,  which  greatly  added  to 
her  beauty. 

The  couple  rode  forward  as  in  the  morning,  pleased  with  them- 
selves and  with  each  other,  until  they  arrived  at  the  village  where 
they  were  to  repose  for  the  night,  and  where  all  the  inhabitants  of 
the  little  inn,  both  male  and  female,  joined  in  extolling  the  good  grace 
and  handsome  countenance  of  the  English  knight,  and  the  uncommon 
beauty  of  his  youthful  attendant. 

It  was  here  that  Mysie  Happer  first  made  Sir  Piercie  Shafton 
sensible  of  the  reserved  manner  in  which  she  proposed  to  live  with 
him.  She  announced  him  as  her  master,  and,  waiting  upon  him 
with  the  reverent  demeanour  of  an  actual  domestic,  permitted  not 
the  least  approach  to  familiarity,  not  even  such  as  the  knight  might 
with  the  utmost  innocence  have  ventured  upon.  For  example,  Sir 
Piercie,  who,  as  we  know,  was  a  great  connoisseur  in  dress,  was 
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detailing  to  her  the  advantageous  change  which  he  proposed  to 
make  in  her  attire  as  soon  as  they  should  reach  Edinburgh,  by 
arraying  her  in  his  own  colours  of  pink  and  carnation.  Mysie 
Happer  listened  with  great  complacency  to  the  unction  with  which 
he  dilated  upon  welts,  laces,  slashes,  and  trimmings,  until,  carried 
away  by  the  enthusiasm  with  which  he  was  asserting  the  superiority 
of  the  falling  band  over  the  Spanish  ruff,  he  approached  his  hand,  in 
the  way  of  illustration,  towards  the  collar  of  his  page's  doublet.  She 
instantly  stepped  back  and  gravely  reminded  him  that  she  was  alone 
and  under  his  protection. 

"  You  cannot  but  remember  the  cause  which  has  brought  me  here," 
she  continued ;  "  make  the  least  approach  to  any  familiarity  which 
you  would  not  offer  to  a  princess  surrounded  by  her  court,  and  you 
have  seen  the  last  of  the  Miller's  daughter — She  will  vanish  as  the 
chaff  disappears  from  the  shieling-hill,1  when  the  west  wind  blows." 

"  I  do  protest,  fair  Molinara,"  said  Sir  Piercie  Shafton — but  the 
fair  Molinara  had  disappeared  before  his  protest  could  be  uttered. 
"A  most  singular  wench,"  said  he  to  himself;  "and  by  this  hand,  as 
discreet  as  she  is  fair-featured— Certes,  shame  it  were  to  offer  her 
scathe  or  dishonour!  She  makes  similes  too,  though  somewhat 
savouring  of  her  condition.  Had  she  but  read  Euphues,  and  for- 
gotten that  accursed  mill  and  shieling-hill,  it  is  my  thought  that  her 
converse  would  be  broidered  with  as  many  and  as  choice  pearls  of 
compliment,  as  that  of  the  most  rhetorical  lady  in  the  court  of  Feli- 
ciana.    I  trust  she  means  to  return  to  bear  me  company." 

But  that  was  no  part  of  Mysie's  prudential  scheme.  It  was  then 
drawing  to  dusk,  and  he  saw  her  not  again  until  the  next  morning', 
when  the  horses  were  brought  to  the  door  that  they  might  prosecute 
their  journey. 

But  our  story  here  necessarily  leaves  the  English  knight  and  his 
page,  to  return  to  the  Tower  of  Glendearg. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

You  call  it  an  ill  angel — it  may  be  so  ; 
But  sure  I  am,  among  the  ranks  which  fell, 
Tis  the  first  fiend  e'er  counsell'd  man  to  rise, 
And  win  the  bliss  the  sprite  himself  had  forfeited. 

Old  Play. 

We  must  resume  our  narrative  at  the  period  when  Mary  Avenel 
was  conveyed  to  the  apartment  which  had  been  formerly  occupied 
by  the  two  Glendinnings,  and  when  her  faithful  attendant,  Tibbie, 
had  exhausted  herself  in  useless  attempts  to  compose  and  to  com- 
fort her.  Father  Eustace  also  dealt  forth  with  well-meant  kindness 
those  apothegms  and  dogmata  of  consolation,  which  friendship  almost 
always  offers  to  grief,  though  they  are  uniformly  offered  in  vain. 

1  The  place  where  corn  was  while  winnowed,  that  operation  was  performed  by 
the  hand,  was  called  in  Scotland  the  shieling-hill. 
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She  was  at  length  left  to  indulge  in  the  desolation  of  her  own  sor- 
rowful feelings.  She  felt  as  those  who,  loving  for  the  first  time,  have 
lost  what  they  loved,  before  time  and  repeated  calamity  have  taught 
them  that  every  loss  is  to  a  certain  extent  reparable  or  endurable. 

Such  grief  may  be  conceived  better  than  it  can  be  described,  as  is 
well  known  to  those  who  have  experienced  it.  But  Mary  Avenel 
had  been  taught  by  the  peculiarity  of  her  situation,  to  regard  herself 
as  the  Child  of  Destiny ;  and  the  melancholy  and  reflecting  turn  of 
her  disposition  gave  to  her  sorrows  a  depth  and  breadth  peculiar  to 
her  character.  The  grave — and  it  was  a  bloody  grave— had  closed, 
as  she  believed,  over  the  youth  to  whom  she  was  secretly,  but  most 
warmly  attached ;  the  force  and  ardour  of  Haibert's  character  bear- 
ing a  singular  correspondence  to  the  energy  of  which  her  own  was 
capable.  Her  sorrow  did  not  exhaust  itself  in  sighs  and  tears,  but 
when  the  first  shock  had  passed  away,  concentrated  itself  with  deep 
and  steady  meditation,  to  collect  and  calculate,  like  a  bankrupt 
debtor,  the  full  amount  of  her  loss.  It  seemed  as  if  all  that  connected 
her  with  earth,  had  vanished  with  this  broken  tie.  She  had  never 
dared  to  anticipate  the  probability  of  an  ultimate  union  with  Halbert, 
yet  now  his  supposed  fall  seemed  that  of  the  only  tree  which  was  to 
shelter  her  from  the  storm,  She  respected  the  more  gentle  cha- 
racter, and  more  peaceful  attainments,  of  the  younger  Glendinning; 
but  it  had  not  escaped  her  (what  never  indeed  escaped  woman  in 
such  circumstances)  that  he  was  disposed  to  place  himself  in  compe- 
tition with  what  she,  the  daughter  of  a  proud  and  warlike  race, 
deemed  the  more  manly  qualities  of  his  elder  brother ;  and  there  is 
no  time  when  a  woman  does  so  little  justice  to  the  character  of  a 
surviving  lover,  as  when  comparing  him  with  the  preferred  rival  of 
whom  she  has  been  recently  deprived. 

The  motherly,  but  coarse  kindness  of  Dame  Glendinning,  and  the 
doating  fondness  of  her  old  domestic,  seemed  now  the  only  kind  feel- 
ing of  which  she  formed  the  object ;  and  she  could  not  but  reflect 
how  little  these  were  to  be  compared  with  the  devoted  attachment  of 
a  high-souled  youth,  whom  the  least  glance  of  her  eye  could  com- 
mand, as  the  high-mettled  steed  is  governed  by  the  bridle  of  the 
rider.  It  was  when  plunged  among  these  desolating  reflections,  that 
Mary  Avenel  felt  the  void  of  mind,  arising  from  the  narrow  and 
bigoted  ignorance  in  which  Rome  then  educated  the  children  of  her 
church.  Their  whole  religion  was  a  ritual,  and  their  prayers  were 
the  formal  iteration  of  unknown  words,  which,  in  the  hour  of  afflic- 
tion, could  yield  but  little  consolation  to  those  who  from  habit  re- 
sorted to  them.  Unused  to  the  practice  of  mental  devotion,  and  of 
personal  approach  to  the  Divine  Presence  by  prayer,  she  could  not 
help  exclaiming  in  her  distress,  "  There  is  no  aid  for  me  on  earth, 
and  I  know  not  how  to  ask  it  from  Heaven ! " 

As  she  spoke  thus  in  an  agony  of  sorrow,  she  cast  her  eyes  into  the 
apartment,  and  saw  the  mysterious  Spirit,  which  waited  upon  the 
fortunes  of  her  house,  standing  in  the  moonlight  in  the  midst  of  the 
room.  The  same  form,  as  the  reader  knows,  had  more  than  once 
offered  itself  to  her  sight;  and  either  her  native  boldness  of  mind,  or 
some  peculiarity  attached  to  her  from  her  birth,  made  her  now  look 
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upon  it  without  shrinking*.  But  the  White  Lady  of  Avenel  was  now 
more  distinctly  visible,  and  more  closely  present,  than  she  had  ever 
before  seemed  to  be,  and  Mary  was  appalled  by  her  presence.  She 
would,  however,  have  spoken ;  but  there  ran  a  tradition,  that  though 
others  who  had  seen  the  White  Lady  had  asked  questions  and  re- 
ceived answers,  yet  those  of  the  house  of  Avenel  who  had  ventured 
to  speak  to  her,  had  never  long  survived  the  colloquy.  The  figure, 
besides,  as,  sitting  up  in  her  bed,  Mary  Avenel  gazed  on  it  intently, 
seemed  by  its  gestures  to  caution  her  to  keep  silence,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  bespeak  attention. 

The  White  Lady  then  seemed  to  press  one  of  the  planks  of  the 
floor  with  her  foot,  while,  in  her  usual  low,  melancholy,  and  musical 
chant,  she  repeated  the  following  verses : — 

*'  Maiden,  whose  sorrows  wail  the  Living  Dead, 

Whose  eyes  shall  commune  with  the  Dead  Alive, 
Maiden,  attend  !     Beneath  my  foot  lies  hid 

The  Word,  the  Law,  the  Path,  which  thou  dost  strive 
To  find,  and  canst  not  find. — Could  spirits  shed 

Tears  for  their  lot,  it  were  my  lot  to  weep, 
Showing  the  road  which  I  shall  never  tread, 

Though  my  foot  points  it. — Sleep,  eternal  sleep, 
Dark,  long,  and  cold  forgetfulness  my  lot ! — 

But  do  not  thou  at  human  ills  repine, 
Secure  there  lies  full  guerdon  in  this  spot, 

For  all  the  woes  that  wait  frail  Adam's  line — 
Stoop,  then,  and  make  it  yours — I  may  not  make  it  mine  ! " 

The  phantom  stooped  towards  the  floor  as  she  concluded,  as  if 
with  the  intention  of  laying*  her  hand  on  the  board  on  which  she 
stood.  But  ere  she  had  completed  that  gesture,  her  form  became 
indistinct,  was  presently  only  like  the  shade  of  a  fleecy  cloud,  which 
passed  betwixt  earth  and  the  moon,  and  was  soon  altogether  invisible. 

A  strong  impression  of  fear,  the  first  which  she  had  experienced 
in  her  life  to  any  agitating"  extent,  seized  upon  the  mind  of  Mary 
Avenel,  and  for  a  minute  she  felt  a  disposition  to  faint.  She  repelled 
it,  however,  mustered  her  courage,  and  addressed  herself  to  saints 
and  angels,  as  her  church  recommended.  Broken  slumbers  at  length 
stole  on  her  exhausted  mind  and  frame,  and  she  slept  until  the  dawn 
was  about  to  arise,  when  she  was  awakened  by  the  cry  of  "  Treason  ! 
treason  !  follow,  follow ! "  which  arose  in  the  tower,  when  it  was 
found  that  Piercie  Shafton  had  made  his  escape. 

Apprehensive  of  some  new  misfortune,  Mary  Avenel  hastily 
arranged  the  dress  which  she  had  not  laid  aside,  and,  venturing  to 
quit  her  chamber,  learned  from  Tibb,  who,  with  her  grey  hairs 
dishevelled  like  those  of  a  sibyl,  was  flying  from  room  to  room,  that 
the  bloody  Southron  villain  had  made  his  escape,  and  that  Halbert 
Glendinning,  poor  bairn,  would  sleep  unrevenged  and  unquiet  in  his 
bloody  grave.  In  the  lower  apartments,  the  young  men  were  roar- 
ing like  thunder,  and  venting  in  oaths  and  exclamations  against  the 
fugitives  the  rage  which  they  experienced  in  finding  themselves 
locked  up  within  the  tower,  and  debarred  from  their  vindictive  pursuit 
by  the  wily  precautions  of  Mysie  Happer.  The  authoritative  voice 
of  the  Sub-Prior  commanding  silence  was  next  heard ;  upon  which 
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Mary  Avenel,  whose  tone  of  feeling"  did  not  lead  her  to  enter  into 
counsel  or  society  with  the  rest  of  the  party,  again  retired  to  her  soli- 
tary chamber. 

The  rest  of  the  family  held  counsel  in  the  spence,  Edward  almost 
beside  himself  with  rage,  and  the  Sub-Prior  in  no  small  degree 
offended  at  the  effrontery  of  Mysie  Happer  in  attempting*  such  a 
scheme,  as  well  as  at  the  mingled  boldness  and  dexterity  with  which 
it  had  been  executed.  But  neither  surprise  nor  anger  availed  aught. 
The  windows,  well  secured  with  iron  bars  for  keeping  assailants  out, 
proved  now  as  effectual  for  detaining  the  inhabitants  within.  The 
battlements  were  open,  indeed ;  but  without  ladder  or  ropes  to  act 
as  a  substitute  for  wings,  there  was  no  possibility  of  descending  from 
them.  They  easily  succeeded  in  alarming  the  inhabitants  of  the  cot- 
tages beyond  the  precincts  of  the  court;  but  the  men  had  been  called 
in  to  strengthen  the  guard  for  the  night,  and  only  women  and  chil- 
dren remained,  who  could  contribute  nothing  in  the  emergency,  except 
their  useless  exclamations  of  surprise,  and  there  were  no  neighbours 
for  miles  around.  Dame  Elspeth,  however,  though  drowned  in  tears, 
was  not  so  unmindful  of  external  affairs,  but  that  she  could  find  voice 
enough  to  tell  the  women  and  children  without,  to  "leave, their  skir- 
ling, and  look  after  the  cows  that  she  couldna  get  minded,  what  wr 
the  awfu'  distraction  of  her  mind,  what  wi'  that  fause  slut  having 
locked  them  up  in  their  ain  tower  as  fast  as  if  they  had  been  in  the 
Jeddart  tolbooth." 

Meanwhile,  the  men  finding  other  modes  of  exit  impossible,  unani- 
mously concluded  to  force  the  doors  with  such  tools  as  the  house 
afforded  for  the  purpose.  These  were  not  very  proper  for  the  occa- 
sion, and  the  strength  of  the  doors  was  great.  The  interior  one 
formed  of  oak,  occupied  them  for  three  mortal  hours,  and  there  was 
little  prospect  of  the  iron  door  being  forced  in  double  the  time. 

While  they  were  engaged  in  this  ungrateful  toil,  Mary  Avenel  had 
with  much  less  labour  acquired  exact  knowledge  <of  what  the  Spirit 
had  intimated  in  her  mystic  rhyme.  On  examining  the  spot  which 
the  phantom  had  indicated  by  her  gestures,  it  was  not  difficult  to  dis- 
cover that  a  board  had  been  loosened,  which  might  be  raised  at 
pleasure.  On  removing  this  piece  of  plank,  Mary  Avenel  was 
astonished  to  find  the  Black  Book,  well  remembered  by  her  as  her 
mother's  favourite  study,  of  which  she  immediately  took  possession, 
with  as  much  joy  as  her  present  situation  rendered  her  capable  of 
feeling. 

Ignorant  in  a  great  measure  of  its  contents,  Mary  Avenel  had  been 
taught  from  her  infancy  to  hold  this  volume  in  sacred  veneration. 
It  is  probable  that  the  deceased  Lady  of  Walter  Avenel  only  post- 
poned initiating  her  daughter  into  the  mysteries  of  the  Divine  Word, 
until  she  should  be  better  able  to  comprehend  both  the  lessons  which 
it  taught,  and  the  risk  at  wThich,  in  those  times,  they  were  studied. 
Death  interposed,  and  removed  her  before  the  times  became  favour- 
able to  the  reformers,  and  before  her  daughter  was  so  far  advanced 
in  age  as  to  be  fit  to  receive  religious  instruction  of  this  deep  import. 
But  the  affectionate  mother  had  made  preparations  for  the  earthly 
work  which  she  had  most  at  heart.    There  were  slips  of  paper  in- 
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serted  in  the  volume,  in  which,  by  an  appeal  to,  and  a  comparison  of, 
various  passages  in  holy  writ,  the  errors  and  human  inventions  with 
which  the  Church  of  Rome  had  defaced  the  simple  edifice  of  Chris- 
tianity, as  erected  by  its  divine  Architect,  were  pointed  out.  These 
controversial  topics  were  treated  with  a  spirit  of  calmness  and 
Christian  charity,  which  might  have  been  an  example  to  the  theolo- 
gians of  the  period ;  but  they  were  clearly,  fairly,  and  plainly  argued, 
and  supported  by  the  necessary  proofs  and  references.  Other  papers 
there  were  which  had  no  reference  whatever  to  polemics,  but  were 
the  simple  effusions  of  a  devout  mind  communing  with  itself.  Among 
these  was  one  frequently  used,  as  it  seemed  from  the  state  of  the 
manuscript,  on  which  the  mother  of  Mary  had  transcribed  and  placed 
together  those  affecting  texts  to  which  the  heart  has  recourse  in 
affliction,  and  which  assures  us  at  once  of  the  sympathy  and  protec- 
tion afforded  to  the  children  of  the  promise.  In  Mary  Avenel's  state 
of  mind,  these  attracted  her  above  all  the  other  lessons,  which,  com- 
ing from  a  hand  so  dear,  had  reached  her  at  a  time  so  critical,  and  in 
a  manner  so  touching.  She  read  the  affecting  promise,  "  I  will  never 
leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee,"  and  the  consoling  exhortation,  "  Call 
upon  me  in  the  day  of  trouble,  and  I  will  deliver  thee.',  Sheread 
them,  and  her  heart  acquiesced  in  the  conclusion,  Surely  this  is  the 
word  of  God ! 

There  are  those  to  whom  a  sense  of  religion  has  come  in  storm 
and  tempest ;  there  are  those  whom  it  has  summoned  amid  scenes 
of  revelry  and  idle  vanity  ;  there  are  those,  too,  who  have  heard  its 
"still  small  voice"  amid  rural  leisure  and  placid  contentment.  But 
perhaps  the  knowledge  which  causeth  not  to  err  is  most  frequently 
impressed  upon  the  mind  during  seasons  of  affliction  ;  and  tears  are 
the  softened  showers  which  cause  the  seed  of  Heaven  to  spring  and 
take  root  in  the  human  breast.  At  least  it  was  thus  with  Mary 
Avenel.  She  was  insensible  to  the  discordant  noise  which  rang 
below,  the  clang  of  bars  and  the  jarring  symphony  of  the  levers 
which  they  used  to  force  them,  the  measured  shouts  of  the  labouring 
inmates  as  they  combined  their  strength  for  each  heave,  and  gave 
time  with  their  voices  to  the  exertion  of  their  arms,  and  their  deeply 
muttered  vows  of  revenge  on  the  fugitives  who  had  bequeathedthem 
at  their  departure  a  task  so  toilsome  and  difficult.  Not  all  this  din, 
combined  in  hideous  concert,  and  expressive  of  aught  but  peace, 
love,  and  forgiveness,  could  divert  Mary  Avenel  from  the  new  course 
of  study  on  which  she  had  so  singularly  entered.  "  The  serenity  of 
Heaven,"  she  said,  "  is  above  me ;  the  sounds  which  are  around  are 
but  those  of  earth  and  earthly  passion." 

Meanwhile  the  noon  was  passed,  and  little  impression  was  made 
on  the  iron  grate,  when  they  who  laboured  at  it  received  a  sudden 
reinforcement  by  the  unexpected  arrival  of  Christie  of  the  Clinthill. 
He  came  at  the  head  of  a  small  party,  consisting  of  four  horsemen,  who 
bore  in  their  caps  the  sprig  of  holly,  which  was  the  badge  of  Avenel. 

"What,  ho ! — my  masters,"  he  said,  "I  bring  you  a  prisoner." 

"  You  had  better  have  brought  us  liberty,"  said  Dan  of  the  Howlet- 
hirst. 

Christie  looked  at  the  state  of  affairs  with  great  surprise.     "  An  I 
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were  to  be  hanged  for  it,"  he  said,  "as  1  may  for  as  little  a  matter,  I 
could  not  forbear  laughing  at  seeing  men  peeping  through  their  own 
bars  like  so  many  rats  in  a  rat-trap,  and  he  with  the  beard  behind, 
like  the  oldest  rat  in  the  cellar.'* 

"Hush,  thou  unmannered  knave,"  said  Edward,  "it  is  the  Sub- 
Prior  ;  and  this  is  neither  time,  place,  nor  company,  for  your  ruffian 
jests." 

"  What,  ho !  is  my  young  master  malapert  ?  "  said  Christie ;  "  why, 
man,  were  he  my  own  carnal  father,  instead  of  being  father  to  half 
the  world,  I  would  have  my  laugh  out.  And  now  it  is  over,  I  must 
assist  you,  I  reckon,  for  you  are  setting  very  greenly  about  this  gear 
— put  the  pinch  nearer  the  staple,  man,  and  hand  me  an  iron  crow 
through  the  grate,  for  that's  the  fowl  to  fly  away  with  a  wicket  on  its 
shoulders.  I  have  broke  into  as  many  grates  as  you  have  teeth  in 
your  young  head — ay,  and  broke  out  of  them  too,  as  the  captain  of 
the  Castle  of  Lochmaben  knows  full  well." 

Christie  did  not  boast  more  skill  than  he  really  possessed;  for, 
applying  their  combined  strength,  under  the  direction  of  that  ex- 
perienced engineer,  bolt  and  staple  gave  way  before  them,  and  in 
less  than  half  an  hour,  the  grate,  which  had  so  long  repelled  their 
force,  stood  open  before  them. 

"  And  now,"  said  Edward,  "  to  horse,  my  mates,  and  pursue  the 
villain  Shafton ! " 

"  Halt  there,"  said  Christie  of  the  Clinthill ;  pursue  your  guest, 
my  master's  friend  and  my  own? — there  go  two  words  to  that  bargain. 
What  the  foul  fiend  would  you  pursue  him  for  ?  " 

"Let  me  pass,"  said  Edward,  vehemently,  "I  will  be  staid  by  no 
man — the  villain  has  murdered  my  brother ! " 

"  What  says  he  ?  "  said  Christie,  turning  to  the  others ;  "  murdered? 
who  is  murdered,  and  by  whom  ? " 

"  The  Englishman,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,"  said  Dan  of  the  Howlet- 
hirst,  "  has  murdered  young  Halbert  Glendinning  yesterday  morning, 
and  we  have  all  risen  to  the  fray." 

"It  is  a  bedlam  business,  I  think,"  said  Christie.  "First  I  find 
you  all  locked  up  in  your  own  tower,  and  next  I  am  come  to  prevent 
you  revenging  a  murder  that  was  never  committed !  " 

"I  tell  you,"  said  Edward,  "that  my  brother  was  slain  and  buried 
yesterday  morning  by  this  false  Englishman." 

"  And  I  tell  you,"  answered  Christie,  "that  I  saw  him  alive  and 
well  last  night.  I  would  I  knew  his  trick  of  getting  out  of  the  grave ; 
most  men  find  it  more  hard  to  break  through  a  green  sod  than  a 
grated  door." 

Every  body  now  paused,  and  looked  on  Christie  in  astonishment, 
until  the  Sub-Prior,  who  had  hitherto  avoided  communication  with 
him,  came  up  and  required  earnestly  to  know,  whether  he  meant 
really  to  maintain  that  Halbert  Glendinning  lived. 

"Father,"  he  said,  with  more  respect  than  he  usually  showed  to 
any  one  save  his  master,  "  I  confess  I  may  sometimes  jest  with  those 
of  your  coat,  but  not  with  you ;  because,  as  you  may  partly  recollect, 
I  owe  you  a  life.  It  is  certain  as  the  sun  is  in  heaven^  that  Halbert 
Glendinning  supped  at  the  house  of  my  master  the  Baron  of  Avenel 
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Last  night,  and  that  he  came  thither  in  company  with  an  old  man,  of 
whom  more  anon." 

"  And  where  is  he  now  ?  " 

"  The  devil  only  can  answer  that  question,"replied  Christie,  "  for 
the  devil  has  possessed  the  whole  family,  I  think.  He  took  fright, 
the  foolish  lad,  at  something"  or  other  which  our  Baron  did  in  his 
moody  humour,  and  so  he  jumped  into  the  lake  and  swam  ashore 
like  a  wild-duck.  Robin  of  Redcastle  spoiled  a  good  gelding  in 
chasing  him  this  morning." 

"  And  why  did  he  chase  the  youth  ?  "  said  the  Sub-Prior  ;  "  what 
harm  had  he  done?" 

"  None  that  I  know  of,"  said  Christie  ;  "  but  such  was  the  Baron's 
order,  being  in  his  mood,  and  all  the  world  having  gone  mad,  as  I 
have  said  before." 

"  Whither  away  so  fast,  Edward  ?  "  said  the  monk. 

"To  Corri-nan-shian,  Father,"  answered  the  youth. — "Martin  and 
Dan,  take  pick-axe  and  mattock,  and  follow  me  if  you  be  men !  " 

"  Right,"  said  the  monk,  "  and  fail  not  to  give  us  instant  notice 
what  you  find." 

"  If  you  find  aught  there  like  Halbert  Glendinning,"  said  Christie, 
hallooing  after  Edward,  "  I  will  be  bound  to  eat  him  unsalted.-— Tis 
a  sight  to  see  now  how  that  fellow  takes  the  bent !— It  is  in  the 
time  of  action  men  see  what  lads  are  made  of.  Halbert  was  aye 
skipping  up  and  down  like  a  roe,  and  his  brother  used  to  sit  in  the 
chimney-nook  with  his  book  and  sicklike  trash. — But  the  lad  was  like 
a  loaded  hackbut,  which  will  stand  in  the  corner  as  quiet  as  an  old 
crutch  until  ye  draw  the  trigger,  and  then  there  is  nothing  but  flash 
and  smoke.  But  here  comes  my  prisoner  ;  and,  setting  other  mat- 
ters aside,  I  must  pray  a  word  with  you,  Sir  Sub-Prior,  respecting 
him.  I  came  on  before  to  treat  about  him,  but  I  was  interrupted 
with  this  fasherie." 

As  he  spoke,  two  more  of  Avenel's  troopers  rode  into  the  court- 
yard, leading  betwixt  them  a  horse,  on  which,  with  his  hands  bound 
to  his  side,  sate  the  reformed  preacher,  Henry  Warden. 
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At  school  I  knew  him — a  sharp-witted  youth, 
Grave,  thoughtful,  and  reserved  among  his  mates, 
Turning  the  hours  of  sport  and  food  to  labour, 
Starving  his  body  to  inform  his  mind. 

Old  Play. 

The  Sub-Prior,  at  the  Borderer's  request,  had  not  failed  to  return 
to  the  tower,  into  which  he  was  followed  by  Christie  of  the  Clinthill, 
who,  shutting  the  door  of  the  apartment,  drew  near,  and  began  his 
discourse  with  great  confidence  and  familiarity. 

"  My  master,"  he  said,  "  sends  me  with  his  commendations  to  you, 
Sir  Sub-Prior,  above  all  the  community  of  Saint  Mary's,  and  more 
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specially  than  even  to  the  Abbot  himself;  for  though  he  be  termed 
my  lord,  and  so  forth,  all  the  world  knows  that  you  are  the  tongue 
of  the  trump." 

"  If  you  have  aught  to  say  to  me  concerning  the  community,"  said 
the  Sub-Prior,  "it  were  well  you  proceeded  in  it  without  farther  delay. 
Time  presses,  and  the  fate  of  young  Glendinning  dwells  on  my 
mind." 

"  I  will  be  caution  for  him,  body  for  body,"  said  Christie.  "  I  do 
protest  to  you,  as  sure  as  I  am  a  living  man,  so  surely  is  he  one." 

"  Should  I  not  tell  his  unhappy  mother  the  joyful  tidings  ?  "  said 
Father  Eustace, — "  and  yet  better  wait  till  they  return  from  search- 
ing the  grave.  Well,  Sir  Jackman,  your  message  to  me  from  your 
master  ?  " 

"  My  lord  and  master,"  said  Christie,  "  hath  good  reason  to  believe 
that,  from  the  information  of  certain  back  friends,  whom  he  will 
reward  at  more  leisure,  your  reverend  community  hath  been  led  to 
deem  him  ill  attached  to  Holy  Church,  allied  with  heretics  and  those 
who  favour  heresy,  and  a  hungerer  after  the  spoils  of  your  Abbey." 

"  Be  brief,  good  henchman,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  for  the  devil  is 
ever  most  to  be  feared  when  he  preacheth." 

"Briefly,  then — my  master  desires  your  friendship  ;  and  to  excuse 
himself  from  the  maligners'  calumnies,  he  sends  to  your  Abbot  that 
Henry  Warden,  whose  sermons  have  turned  the  world  upside  down, 
to  be  dealt  with  as  Holy  Church  directs,  and  as  the  Abbot's  pleasure 
may  determine." 

The  Sub-Prior's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  intelligence  ;  for  it  had  been 
accounted  a  matter  of  great  importance  that  this  man  should  be 
arrested,  possessed,  as  he  was  known  to  be,  of  so  much  zeal  and 
popularity,  that  scarcely  the  preaching  of  Knox  himself  had  been 
more  awakening  to  the  people,  and  more  formidable  to  the  Church 
of  Rome. 

In  fact,  that  ancient  system,  which  so  well  accommodated  its  doc- 
trines to  the  wants  and  wishes  of  a  barbarous  age,  had,  since  the  art 
of  printing,  and  the  gradual  diffusion  of  knowledge,  lain  floating  like 
some  huge  Leviathan,  into  which  ten  thousand  reforming  fishers 
were  darting  their  harpoons.  The  Roman  Church  of  Scotland,  in 
particular,  was  at  her  last  gasp,  actually  blowing  blood  and  water, 
yet  still  with  unremitted,  though  animal  exertions,  maintaining  the 
conflict  with  the  assailants,  wTho  on  every  side  were  plunging  their 
weapons  into  her  bulky  body.  In  many  large  towns,  the  monas- 
teries had  been  suppressed  by  the  fury  of  the  populace ;  in  other 
places,  their  possessions  had  been  usurped  by  the  power  of  the  re- 
formed nobles ;  but  still  the  hierarchy  made  a  part  of  the  common 
law  of  the  realm,  and  might  claim  both  its  property  and  its  privileges 
wherever  it  had  the  means  of  asserting  them.  The  community  of 
Saint  Mary's  of  Kennaquhair  was  considered  as  being  particularly 
in  this  situation.  They  had  retained,  undiminished,  their  territorial 
power  and  influence ;  and  the  great  barons  in  the  neighbourhood, 
partly  from  their  attachment  to  the  party  in  the  state  who  still  up- 
held the  old  system  of  religion,  partly  because  each  grudged  the  share 
of  the  prey  which  the  others  must  necessarily  claim,  had  as  yet  ab- 
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stained  from  despoiling  the  HaKdome.  The  Community  was  also 
understood  to  be  protected  by  the  powerful  Earls  of  Northumber- 
land and  Westmoreland,  whose  zealous  attachment  to  the  Catholic 
faith  caused  at  a  later  period  the  great  rebellion  of  the  tenth  of 
Elizabeth. 

Thus  happily  placed,  it  was  supposed  by  the  friends  of  the  decay- 
ing cause  of  the  Roman  Catholic  faith,  that  some  determined  ex- 
ample of  courage  and  resolution,  exercised  where  the  franchises  of 
the  Church  were  yet  entire,  and  her  jurisdiction  undisputed,  might 
awe  the  progress  of  the  new  opinions  into  activity ;  and,  protected  by 
the  laws  which  still  existed,  and  by  the  favour  of  the  sovereign,  might 
be  the  means  of  securing  the  territory  which  Rome  yet  preserved  in 
Scotland,  and  perhaps  of  recovering  that  which  she  had  lost. 

The  matter  had  been  considered  more  than  once  by  the  northern 
Catholics  of  Scotland,  and  they  had  held  communication  with  those 
of  the  south.  Father  Eustace,  devoted  by  his  public  and  private 
vows,  had  caught  the  flame,  and  had  eagerly  advised  that  they  should 
execute  the  doom  of  heresy  on  the  first  reformed  preacher,  or,  ac- 
cording to  his  sense,  on  the  first  heretic  of  eminence,  who  should 
venture  within  the  precincts  of  the  Halidome.  A  heart,  naturally 
kind  and  noble,  was,  in  this  instance,  as  it  has  been  in  many  more, 
deceived  by  its  own  generosity.  Father  Eustace  would  have  been  a 
bad  administrator  of  the  inquisitorial  power  of  Spain,  where  that 
power  was  omnipotent,  and  where  judgment  was  exercised  without 
danger  to  those  who  inflicted  it.  In  such  a  situation  his  rigour  might 
have  relented  in  favour  of  the  criminal,  whom  it  was  at  his  pleasure 
to  crush  or  to  place  at  freedom.  But  in  Scotland,  during  this  crisis, 
the  case  was  entirely  different.  The  question  was,  whether  one  of 
the  spirituality  dared,  at  the  hazard  of  his  own  life,  to  step  forward 
to  assert  and  exercise  the  rights  of  the  Church.  Was  there  any  one 
who  would  venture  to  wield  the  thunder  in  her  cause,  or  must  it  re- 
main like  that  in  the  hand  of  a  painted  Jupiter,  the  object  of  derision 
instead  of  terror  ?  The  crisis  was  calculated  to  awake  the  soul  of 
Eustace;  for  it  comprised  the  question,  whether  he  dared,  at  all 
hazards  to  himself,  to  execute  with  stoical  severity  a  measure  which, 
according  to  the  general  opinion,  was  to  be  advantageous  to  the 
Church,  and,  according  to  ancient  law,  and  to  his  firm  belief,  was  not 
only  justifiable  but  meritorious. 

While  such  resolutions  were  agitated  amongst  the  Catholics,  chance 
placed  a  victim  within  their  grasp.  Henry  Warden  had,  with  the 
animation  proper  to  the  enthusiastic  reformers  of  the  age,  trans- 
gressed, in  the  vehemence  of  his  zeal,  the  bounds  of  the  discretional 
liberty  allowed  to  his  sect  so  far,  that  it  was  thought  the  Queen's 
personal  dignity  was  concerned  in  bringing  him  to  justice.  He  fled 
from  Edinburgh,  with  recommendations,  however,  from  Lord  James 
Stewart,  afterwards  the  celebrated  Earl  of  Murray,  to  some  of  the 
Border  chieftain's  of  inferior  rank,  who  were  privately  conjured  to 
procure  him  safe  passage  into  England.  One  of  the  principal  per- 
sons to  whom  such  recommendation  was  addressed,  was  Julian 
Avenel ;  for  as  yet,  and  for  a  considerable  time  afterwards,  the  cor- 
respondence and  interest  of  Lord  James  lay  rather  with  the  subordi- 
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rate  leaders  than  with  the  chiefs  of  great  power,  and  men  of  dis- 
tinguished influence  upon  the  Border.  Julian  Avenel  had  intrigued 
without  scruple  with  both  parties— yet  bad  as  he  was,  he  certainly 
would  not  have  practised  aught  against  the  guest  whom  Lord  James 
had  recommended  to  his  hospitality,  had  it  not  been  for  what  he 
termed  the  preacher's  officious  intermeddling  in  his  family  affairs.  But 
when  he  had  determined  to  make  Warden  rue  the  lecture  he  had 
read  him,  and  the  scene. of  public  scandal  which  he  had  caused  in  his 
hall,  Julian  resolved,  with  the  constitutional  shrewdness  of  his  disposi- 
tion, to  combine  his  vengeance  with  his  interest;  and  therefore,  in- 
stead of  doing*  violence  on  the  person  of  Henry  Warden  within  his  own 
castle,  he  determined  to  deliver  him  up  to  the  Community  of  Saint 
Mary's,  and  at  once  make  them  the  instruments  of  his  own  revenge, 
and  found  a  claim  of  personal  recompense,  either  in  money,  or  in  a 
grant  of  Abbey  lands  at  a  low  quit-rent,  which  last  began  now  to 
be  the  established  form  in  which  the  temporal  nobles  plundered  the 
spirituality. 

The  Sub-Prior,  therefore,  of  Saint  Mary's,  unexpectedly  saw  the 
steadfast,  active,  and  inflexible  enemy  of  the  Church  delivered  into 
his  hand,  and  felt  himself  called  upon  to  make  good  his  promises  to 
the  friends  of  the  Catholic  faith,  by  quenching  heresy  in  the  blood  of 
one  of  its  most  zealous  professors. 

To  the  honour  more  of  Father  Eustace's  heart  than  of  his  consis- 
tency, the  communication  that  Henry  Warden  was  placed  within  his 
power,  struck  him  with  more  sorrow  than  triumph  ;  but  his  next  feel- 
ings were  those  of  exultation.  "  It  is  sad,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  to 
cause  human  suffering,  it  is  awful  to  cause  human  blood  to  be 
spilled  ;  but  the  judge  to  whom  the  sword  of  Saint  Paul,  as  well  as 
the  keys  of  Saint  Peter,  are  confided,  must  not  flinch  from  his  task. 
Our  weapon  returns  into  our  own  bosom,  if  not  wielded  with  a  steady 
and  unrelenting  hand  against  the  irreconcilable  enemies  of  the  Holy 
Church.  Per  eat  iste!  It  is  the  doom  he  has  incurred,  and  were  all 
the  heretics  in  Scotland  armed  and  at  his  back,  they  should  not  pre- 
vent its  being  pronounced,  and,  if  possible,  enforced.  Bring  the 
heretic  before  me,"  he  said,  issuing  his  commands  aloud,  and  in  a 
tone  of  authority. 

Henry  Warden  was  led  in,  his  hands  still  bound,  but  his  feet  at 
liberty. 

"  Clear  the  apartment,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  of  all  but  the  neces- 
sary guard  on  the  prisoner." 

All  retired  excepting  Christie  of  the  Clin  thill,  who,  having  dis- 
missed the  inferior  troopers  whom  he  commanded,  unsheathed  his 
sword,  and  placed  himself  beside  the  door,  as  if  taking  upon  him  the 
character  of  sentinel. 

The  judge  and  the  accused  met  face  to  face,  and  in  that  of  both 
was  enthroned  the  noble  confidence  of  rectitude.  The  monk  was 
about,  at  the  utmost  risk  to  himself  and  his  community,  to  exercise 
what  in  his  ignorance  he  conceived  to  be  his  duty.  The  preacher, 
actuated  by  a  better-informed,  yet  not  a  more  ardent  zeal,  was 
prompt  to  submit  to  execution  for  God's  sake,  and- to  seal,  were  it 
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necessary,  his  mission  with  his  blood.  Placed  at  such  a  distance  of 
time  as  better  enables  us  to  appreciate  the  tendency  of  the  principles 
on  which  they  severally  acted,  we  cannot  doubt  to  which  the  palm 
ought  to  be  awarded.  But  the  zeal  of  Father  Eustace  was  as  free 
from  passion  and  personal  views  as  if  it  had  been  exerted  in  a  better 
cause. 

They  approached  each  other,  armed  each  and  prepared  for  intel- 
lectual conflict,  and  each  intently  regarding  his  opponent,  as  if  either 
hoped  to  spy  out  some  defect,  some  chasm  in  the  armour  of  his  anta- 
gonist. As  they  gazed  on  each  other,  old  recollections  began  to 
awake,  in  either  bosom,  at  the  sight  of  features  long  unseen  and 
much  altered,  but  not  forgotten.  The  brow  of  the  Sub-Prior  dis- 
missed by  degrees  its  frown  of  command,  the  look  of  calm  yet  stern 
defiance  gradually  vanished  from  that  of  Warden,  and  both  lost  for 
an  instant  that  of  gloomy  solemnity.  They  had  been  ancient  and 
intimate  friends  in  youth  at  a  foreign  university,  but  had  been  long 
separated  from  each  other ;  and  the  change  of  name  which  the 
preacher  had  adopted  from  motives  of  safety,  and  the  monk  from 
the  common  custom  of  the  convent,  had  prevented  the  possibility  of 
their  hitherto  recognising  each  other  in  the  opposite  parts  which 
they  had  been  playing  in  the  great  polemical  and  political  drama. 
But  now  the  Sub-Prior  exclaimed,  "  Henry  Wellwood ! "  and  the 
preacher  replied,  "  William  Allan  !  " — and,  stirred  by  the  old  familiar 
names,  and  never-to-be-forgotten  recollections  of  college  studies  and 
college  intimacy,  their  hands  were  for  a  moment  locked  in  each  other. 

"  Remove  his  bonds,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  and  assisted  Christie 
in  performing  that  office  with  his  own  hands,  although  the  prisoner 
scarcely  would  consent  to  be  unbound,  repeating  with  emphasis,  that 
he  rejoiced  in  the  cause  for  which  he  suffered  shame.  When  his 
hands  were  at  liberty,  however,  he  showed  his  sense  of  the  kindness 
by  again  exchanging  a  grasp  and  a  look  of  affection  with  the  Sub- 
Prior. 

The  salute  was  frank  and  generous  on  either  side,  yet  it  was  but 
the  friendly  recognition  and  greeting  which  are  wont  to  take  place 
betwixt  adverse  champions,  who  do  nothing  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 
As  each  felt  the  pressure  of  the  situation  in  which  they  stood,  he 
quitted  the  grasp  of  the  other's  hand,  and  fell  back,  confronting  each 
other  with  looks  more  calm  and  sorrowful  than  expressive  of  any 
other  passion.     The  Sub-Prior  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  And  is  this,  then,  the  end  of  that  restless  activity  of  mind,  that 
bold  and  indefatigable  love  of  truth  that  urged  investigation  to  its 
utmost  limits,  and  seemed  to  take  heaven  itself  by  storm— is  this  the 
termination  of  Wellwood's  career? — And  having  known  and  loved 
him  during  the  best  years  of  our  youth,  do  we  meet  in  our  old  age 
as  judge  and  criminal  ?  " 

"  Not  as  judge  and  criminal,"  said  Henry  Warden, — for  to  avoid 
confusion  we  describe  him  by  his  later  and  best  known  name — "  Not 
as  judge  and  criminal  do  we  meet,  but  as  a  misguided  oppressor  and 
his  ready  and  devoted  victim.  I,  too,  may  ask,  are  these  the  harvest 
of  the  rich  hopes  excited  by  the  classical  learning,  acute  logical 


224  THE  MONASTERY. 

powers,  and  varied  knowledge  of  William  Allan,  that  he  should  sink 
to  be  the  solitary  drone  of  a  cell,  graced  only  above  the  swarm  with 
the  high  commission  of  executing  Roman  malice  on  all  who  oppose 
Roman  imposture  ?  " 

"  Not  to  thee,"  answered  the  Sub-Prior,  "  be  assured— not  unto 
thee,  nor  unto  mortal  man,  will  I  render  an  account  of  the  power 
with  which  the  church  may  have  invested  me.  It  was  granted  but 
as  a  deposit  for  her  welfare — for  her  welfare  it  shall  at  every  risk  be 
exercised,  without  fear  and  without  favour." 

"  I  expected  no  less  from  your  misguided  zeal,"  answered  the 
preacher ;  "  and  in  me  you  have  met  one  on  whom  you  may  fear- 
lessly exercise  your  authority,  secure  that  his  mind  at  least  will  defy 
your  influence,  as  the  snows  of  that  Mont  Blanc  which  we  saw  to- 
gether, shrink  not  under  the  heat  of  the  hottest  summer  sun." 

"  I  do  believe  thee,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I  do  believe  that  thine 
is  indeed  metal  unmalleable  by  force.  Let  it  yield  then  to  persuasion. 
Let  us  debate  these  matters  of  faith,  as  we  once  were  wont  to  con- 
duct our  scholastic  disputes^  when  hours,  nay,  days,  glided  past  in 
the  mutual  exercise  of  our  intellectual  powers.  It  may  be  thou 
mayst  yet  hear  the  voice  of  the  shepherd,  and  return  to  the  universal 
fold." 

"  No,  Allan,"  replied  the  prisoner.  "  this  is  no  vain  question,  devised 
by  dreaming  scholiasts,  on  which  they  may  whet  their  intellectual 
faculties  until  the  very  metal  be  wasted  away.  The  errors  which  I 
combat  are  like  those  fiends  which  are  onlv  cast  out  by  fasting  and 
prayer.  Alas !  not  many  wise,  not  many  learned  are  chosen ;  the 
cottage  and  the  hamlet  shall  in  our  days  bear  witness  against  the 
schools  and  their  disciples.  Thy  very  wisdom,  which  is  foolishness, 
hath  made  thee,  as  the  Greeks  of  old,  hold  as  foolishness  that  which 
is  the  only  true  wisdom." 

"  This,"  said  the  Sub-Prior  sternly,  "  is  the  mere  cant  of  ignorant 
enthusiasm,  which  appealeth  from  learning  and  from  authority,  from 
the  sure  guidance  of  that  lamp  which  God  hath  afforded  us  in  the 
Councils  and  in  the  Fathers  of  the  Church,  to  a  rash,  self-willed,  and 
arbitrary  interpretation  of  the  Scriptures,  wrested  according  to  the 
private  opinion  of  each  speculating  heretic." 

"  I  disdain  to  reply  to  the  charge,"  replied  Warden.  "  The  question 
at  issue  between  your  Church  and  mine,  is,  whether  we  will  be  judged 
by  the  Holy  Scriptures,  or  by  the  devices  and  decision  s  of  men  not 
less  subject  to  error  than  ourselves,  and  who  have  defaced  our  holy 
religion  with  vain  devices,  reared  up  idols  of  stone  and  wood,  in  form 
of  those,  who,  when  they  lived,  were  but  sinful  creatures,  to  share 
the  worship  due  only  to  the  Creator — established  a  toll-house  betwixt 
heaven  and  hell,  that  profitable  purgatory  of  which  the  Pope  keeps 
the  keys,  like  an  iniquitous  judge  commutes  punishment  for  bribes, 
and " 

"  Silence,  blasphemer,"  said  the  Sub-Prior  sternly,  "  or  I  will  have 
thy  blatant  obloquy  stopped  with  a  gag !  " 

"  Ay,"  replied  Warden,  "  such  is  the  freedom  of  the  Christian  con- 
ference to  which  Rome's  priests  so  kindly  invite  us  !— the  gag— the 
rack — the  axe — is  the  ratio  ultima  Romo3.     But  know  thou,  mine 
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ancient  friend,  that  the  character  of  thy  former  companion  is  not  so 
changed  by  age,  but  that  he  still  dares  to  endure  for  the  cause  of 
truth  all  that  thy  proud  hierarchy  shall  dare  to  inflict." 

"  Of  that,"  said  the  monk,  "  I  nothing-  doubt — Thou  wert  ever  a 
lion  to  turn  against  the  spear  of  the  hunter,  not  a  stag  to  be  dis- 
mayed at  the  sound  of  his  bugle. "  He  walked  through  the  room  in 
silence.  "  Wellwood,"  he  said  at  length,  "  we  can  no  longer  be 
friends.  Our  faith,  our  hope,  our  anchor  on  futurity  is  no  longer 
the  same." 

M  Deep  is  my  sorrow  that  thou  speakest  truth.  May  God  so  judge 
me,"  said  the  Reformer,  "  as  I  would  buy  the  conversion  of  a  soul 
like  thine  with  my  dearest  heart's  blood." 

"  To  thee,  and  with  better  reason,  do  I  return  the  wish,"  replied 
the  Sub-Prior ;  "  it  is  such  an  arm  as  thine  that  should  defend  the 
bulwarks  of  the  Church,  and  it  is  now  directing  the  battering-ram 
against  them,  and  rendering  practicable  the  breach  through  which 
all  that  is  greedy,  and  all  that  is  base,  and  all  that  is  mutable  and 
hot-headed  in  this  innovating  age,  already  hope  to  advance  to  de- 
struction and  to  spoil.  But  since  such  is  our  fate,  that  we  can  no 
longer  fight  side  by  side  as  friends,  let  us  at  least  act  as  generous 
enemies.     You  cannot  have  forgotten, 

1  O  gran  bonta  dei  cavalieri  antiqui  ! 
Erano  nemici,  eran'  de  fede  diversa' — 

Although,  perhaps,"  he  added,  stopping  short  in  his  quotation,  "  your 
new  faith  forbids  you  to  reserve  a  place  in  your  memory,  even  for 
what  high  poets  have  recorded  of  loyal  faith  and  generous  sentiment." 

"  The  faith  of  Buchanan,"  replied  the  preacher,  "  the  faith  of 
Buchanan  and  of  Beza  cannot  be  unfriendly  to  literature.  But  the 
poet  you  have  quoted  affords  strains  fitter  for  a  dissolute  court  than 
for  a  convent." 

"I  might  retort  on  your  Theodore  Beza,"  said  the  Sub-Prior, 
smiling ;  "  but  I  hate  the  judgment  that,  like  the  flesh-fly,  skims  over 
whatever  is  sound,  to  detect  and  settle  upon  some  spot  which  is  tainted. 
But  to  the  purpose.  If  I  conduct  thee  or  send  thee  a  prisoner  to 
Saint  Mary's,  thou  art  to-night  a  tenant  of  the  dungeon,  to-morrow 
a  burden  to  the  gibbet-tree.  If  I  were  to  let  thee  go  hence  at  large, 
I  were  thereby  wronging  the  Holy  Church,  and  breaking  mine  own 
solemn  vow.  Other  resolutions  may  be  adopted  in  the  capital,  or 
better  times  may  speedily  ensue.  Wilt  thou  remain  a  true  prisoner 
upon  thy  parole,  rescue  or  no  rescue,  as  is  the  phrase  amongst  the 
warriors  of  this  country  ?  Wilt  thou  solemnly  promise  that  thou  wilt 
do  so,  and  that  at  my  summons  thou  wilt  present  thyself  before  the 
Abbot  and  Chapter  at  Saint  Mary's,  and  that  thou  wilt  not  stir  from 
this  house  above  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  any  direction  ?  Wilt  thou,  I 
say,  engage  me  thy  word  for  this  ?  and  such  is  the  sure  trust  which 
I  repose  m  thy  good  faith,  that  thou  shalt  remain  here  unharmed 
and  unsecured,  a  prisoner  at  large,  subject  only  to  appear  before  our 
court  when  called  upon." 

The  preacher  paused—"  I  am  unwilling,"  he  said,  "  to  fetter  my 
native  liberty  by  any  self-adopted  engagement.     But  I  am  already  in 
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your  power,  and  you  may  bind  me  to  my  answer.  By  such  promise, 
to  abide  within  a  certain  limit,  and  to  appear  when  called  upon,  I 
renounce  not  any  liberty  which  I  at  present  possess,  and  am  free  to 
exercise  ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  being"  in  bonds,  and  at  your  mercy,  I 
acquire  thereby  a  liberty  which  I  at  present  possess  not.  I  will 
therefore  accept  of  thy  proffer,  as  what  is  courteously  offered  on  thy 
part,  and  may  be  honourably  accepted  on  mine." 

"  Stay  yet,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  one  important  part  of  thy  en- 
gagement is  forgotten — thou  art  farther  to  promise,  that  while  thus 
left  at  liberty,  thou  wilt  not  preach  or  teach,  directly  or  indirectly, 
any  of  those  pestilent  heresies  by  which  so  many  souls  have  been 
in  this  our  day  won  over  from  the  kingdom  of  light  to  the  kingdom 
of  darkness.,, 

"  There  we  break  off  our  treaty,"  said  Warden,  firmly — M  Wo  unto 
me  if  I  preach  not  the  Gospel ! " 

The  Sub-Prior's  countenance  became  clouded,  and  he  again 
paced  the  apartment,  and  muttered,  "  A  plague  upon  the  self-willed 
fool ! "  then  stopped  short  in  his  walk,  and  proceeded  in  his  argu- 
ment. "  Why,  by  thine  own  reasoning,  Henry,  thy  refusal  here 
is  but  peevish  obstinacy.  It  is  in  my  power  to  place  you  where 
your  preaching  can  reach  no  human  ear :  in  promising  therefore  to 
abstain  from  it,  you  grant  nothing  which  you  have  it  in  your  power 
to  refuse." 

"  I  know  not  that,"  replied  Henry  Warden  ;  "  thou  mayest  indeed 
cast  me  into  a  dungeon,  but  can  I  foretell  that  my  Master  hath  not 
task-work  for  me  to  perform  even  in  that  dreary  mansion  ?  The 
chains  of  saints  have,  ere  now,  been  the  means  of  breaking  the 
bonds  of  Satan.  In  a  prison,  holy  Paul  found  the  jailer  whom  he 
brought  to  believe  the  word  of  salvation,  he  and  all  his  house." 

u  Nay,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  in  a  tone  betwixt  anger  and  scorn,  "if 
you  match  yourself  with  the  blessed  Apostle,  it  were  time  we  had 
done — prepare  to  endure  what  thy  folly,  as  well  as  thy  heresy,  de- 
serves.— Bind  him,  soldier." 

With  proud  submission  to  his  fate,  and  regarding  the  Sub-Prior 
with  something  which  almost  amounted  to  a  smile  of  superiority, 
the  preacher  placed  his  arms  so  that  the  bonds  could  be  again 
fastened  round  him. 

"Spare  me  not,"  he  said  to  Christie;  for  even  that  ruffian  hesi- 
tated to  draw  the  cord  straitly. 

The  Sub-Prior,  meanwhile,  looked  at  him  from  under  his  cowl, 
which  he  had  drawn  over  his  head,  and  partly  over  his  face,  as  if  he 
wished  to  shade  his  own  emotions.  They  were  those  of  a  huntsman 
within  point-blank  shot  of  a  noble  stag,  who  is  yet  too  much  struck 
with  his  majesty  of  front  and  of  antler  to  take  aim  at  him.  They 
were  those  of  a  fowler,  who,  levelling  his  gun  at  a  magnificent  eagle, 
is  yet  reluctant  to  use  his  advantage  when  he  sees  the  noble  sove- 
reign of  the  birds  pruning  himself  in  proud  defiance  of  whatever 
may  be  attempted  against  him.  The  heart  of  the  Sub-Prior  (bigoted 
as  he  was)  relented,  and  he  doubted  if  he  ought  to  purchase,  by  a 
rigorous  discharge  of  what  he  deemed  his  duty,  the  remorse  he 
might   afterwards   feel  for   the  death   of  one  so  nobly  indepen- 
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dent  in  thought  and  character,  the  friend,  besides,  of  his  own 
happiest  years,  during'  which  they  had,  side  by  side,  striven  in  the 
noble  race  of  knowledge,  and  indulged  their  intervals  of  repose  in 
the  lighter  studies  of  classical  and  general  letters. 

The  Sub-Prior's  hand  pressed  his  half-o'ershadowed  cheek,  and  his 
eye,  more  completely  obscured,  was  bent  on  the  ground,  as  if  to  hide 
the  workings  of  his  relenting  nature. 

"  Were  but  Edward  safe  from  the  infection,"  he  thought  to  him- 
self— "  Edward,  whose  eager  and  enthusiastic  mind  presses  forward 
in  the  chase  of  all  that  hath  even  the  shadow  of  knowledge,  I  might 
trust  this  enthusiast  with  the  women,  after  due  caution  to  them  that 
they  cannot,  without  guilt,  attend  to  his  reveries." 

As  the  Sub-Prior  revolved  these  thoughts,  and  delayed  the  defini- 
tive order  which  was  to  determine  the  fate  of  the  prisoner,  a  sudden 
noise  at  the  entrance  of  the  tower  diverted  his  attention  for  an 
instant,  and,  his  cheek  and  brow  inflamed  with  all  the  glow  of  heat 
and  determination,  Edward  Glendinning  rushed  into  the  room. 
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Then  in  my  gown  of  sober  grey 
Along  the  mountain  path  I'll  wander, 

And  wind  my  solitary  way 
To  the  sad  shrine  that  courts  me  yonder. 

There,  in  the  calm  monastic  shade, 

All  injuries  may  bo  forgiven  : 
And  there  for  thee,  obdurate  maid, 

My  orifcons  shall  rise  to  heaven. 

The  Cruel  Lady  of  the  Mountains. 

The  first  words  which  Edward  uttered  were, — "  My  brother  is  safe, 
reverend  father — he  is  safe,  thank  God,  and  lives ! — There  is  not  in 
Corri-nan-shian  a  grave,  nor  a  vestige  of  a  grave.  The  turf  around 
the  fountain  has  neither  been  disturbed  by  pickaxe,  spade,  nor  mat- 
tock, since  the  deer's-hair  first  sprang  there.  He  lives  as  surely  as 
Hive!" 

The  earnestness  of  the  youth — the  vivacity  with  which  he  looked 
and  moved— the  springy  step,  outstretched  hand,  and  ardent  eye, 
reminded  Henry  Warden  of  Halbert,  so  lately  his  guide.  The 
brothers  had  indeed  a  strong  family  resemblance,  though  Halbert 
was  far  more  athletic  and  active  in  his  person,  taller  and  better  knit 
in  the  limbs,  and  though  Edward  had,  on  ordinary  occasions,  a  look 
of  more  habitual  acuteness  and  more  profound  reflection.  The 
preacher  was  interested  as  well  as  the  Sub-Prior. 

"  Of  whom  do  you  speak,  my  son  ?  "  he  said,  in  a  tone  as  uncon- 
cerned as  if  his  own  fate  had  not  been  at  the  same  instant  trembling 
in  the  balance,  and  as  if  a  dungeon  and  death  did  not  appear  to  be 
his  instant  doom— "Of  whom,  I  say,  speak  you?  If  of  a  youth 
somewhat  older  than  you  seem  to  be —  brown-haired,  open-featured, 
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taller  and  stronger  than  you  appear,  yet  having"  much  of  the  same 
air  and  of  the  same  tone  of  voice — if  such  a  one  is  the  brother  whom 
you  seek,  it  may  be  I  can  tell  you  news  of  him." 

"  Speak,  then,  for  Heaven's  sake,"  said  Edward— "  life  or  death 
lies  on  thy  tongue ! " 

The  Sub-Prior  joined  eagerly  in  the  same  request,  and,  without 
waiting  to  be  urged,  the  preacher  gave  a  minute  account  of  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  he  met  the  elder  Glendinning,  with  so  exact 
a  description  of  his  person,  that  there  remained  no  doubt  as  to  his 
identity.  When  he  mentioned  that  Halbert  Glendinning  had  con- 
ducted him  to  the  dell  in  which  they  found  the  grass  bloody,  and  a 
grave  newly  closed,  and  told  how  the  youth  accused  himself  of  the 
slaughter  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  the  Sub- Prior  looked  on  Edward 
with  astonishment. 

"  Didst  thou  not  say  even  now,"  he  said,  "  that  there  was  no  vestige 
of  a  grave  in  that  spot  ? " 

"  No  more  vestige  of  the  earth  having  been  removed  than  if  the 
turf  had  grown  there  since  the  days  of  Adam,"  replied  Edward 
Glendinning.  "  It  is  true,"  he  added,  "  that  the  adjacent  grass  was 
trampled  and  bloody." 

"  These  are  delusions  of  the  Enemy,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  crossing 
himself.     "  Christian  men  may  no  longer  doubt  of  it." 

"  But  an  it  be  so,"  said  Warden,  "  Christian  men  might  better 
guard  themselves  by  the  sword  of  prayer  than  by  the  idle  form  of  a 
cabalistical  spell." 

"  The  badge  of  our  salvation,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "cannot  be  so 
termed — the  sign  of  the  cross  disarmeth  all  evil  spirits." 

"  Ay,"  answered  Henry  Warden,  apt  and  armed  for  controversy, 
"  but  it  should  be  borne  in  the  heart,  not  scored  witli  the  fingers  in 
the  air.  That  very  impassive  air,  through  which  your  hand  passes, 
shall  as  soon  bear  the  imprint  of  your  action,  as  the  external  action 
shall  avail  the  fond  bigot  who  substitutes  vain  motions  of  the  body, 
idle  genuflections,  and  signs  of  the  cross,  for  the  living  and  heart- 
born  duties  of  faith  and  good  works." 

"  I  uity  thee,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  as  actively  ready  for  polemics  as 
himself, — "  I  pity  thee,  Henry,  and  reply  not  to  thee.  Thou  mayst 
as  wrell  winnow  forth  and  measure  the  ocean  with  a  sieve,  as  mete 
out  the  power  of  holy  wTords,  deeds,  and  signs,  by  the  erring  gauge 
of  thine  own  reason." 

"  Not  by  mine  own  reason  would  I  mete  them,"  said  Warden ; 
"  but  by  His  holy  Word,  that  unfading  and  unerring  lamp  of  our 
paths,  compared  to  which  human  reason  is  but  as  a  glimmering  and 
fading  taper,  and  your  boasted  tradition  only  a  misleading  wild-fire. 
Show  me  your  Scripture  warrant  for  ascribing  virtue  to  such  vain 
signs  and  motions." 

v"  I  offered  thee  a  fair  field  of  debate,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  which 
thou  didst  refuse.     I  will  not  at  present  resume  the  controversy." 

*  Were  these  my  last  accents,"  said  the  reformer,  "  and  were  they 
uttered  at  the  stake,  half-choked  with  smoke,  and  as  the  fagots 
kindled  into  a  blaze  around  me,  with  that  last  utterance  I  would 
testify  against  the  superstitious  devices  of  Rome." 
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The  Sub-Prior  suppressed  with  pain  the  controversial  answer  which 
arose  to  his  lips,  and,  turning' to  Edward  Glendinning,  he  said,  "there 
could  be  now  no  doubt  that  his  mother  ought  presently  to  be  in- 
formed that  her  son  lived." 

"  I  told  you  that  two  hours  since,"  said  Christie  of  the  Clinthill, 
"  an  you  would  have  believed  me.  But  it  seems  you  are  more 
willing  to  take  the  word  of  an  old  grey  sorner,  whose  life  has  been 
spent  in  pattering  hersey,  than  mine,  though  I  never  rode  a  foray  in 
my  life  without  duly  saying*  my  paternoster  " 

"  Go  then,"  said  Father  Eustace  to  Edward ;  "  let  thy  sorrowing" 
mother  know  that  her  son  is  restored  to  her  from  the  grave,  like  the 
child  of  the  widow  of  Zarephath;  at  the  intercession,"  he  added, 
looking  at  Henry  Warden,  "  of  the  blessed  Saint  whom  I  invoked  in 
his  behalf." 

"Deceived  thyself,"  said  Warden,  instantly,  "thou  art  a  deceiver 
of  others.  It  was  no  dead  man,  no  creature  of  clay,  whom  the 
blessed  Tishbite  invoked,  when,  stung  by  the  reproach  of  the  Shu- 
namite  woman,  he  prayed  that  her  son's  soul  might  come  into  him 
again." 

"It  was  by  his  intercession,  however,"  repeated  the  Sub-Prior; 
"for  what  says  the  Vulgate?  Thus  is  it  written:  c  Et  exaudivit 
Dominus  vocem  Helie;  et  reversa  est  anima  pueri  intra  eum,  et 
revixit ;' — and  thinkest  thou  the  intercession  of  a  glorified  saint  is 
more  feeble  than  when  he  walks  on  earth,  shrouded  in  a  tabernacle 
of  clay,  and  seeing  but  with  the  eye  of  flesh?" 

During  this  controversy,  Edward  Glendinning  appeared  restless 
and  impatient,  agitated  by  some  strong  internal  feeling,  but  whether 
of  joy,  grief,  or  expectation,  his  countenance  did  not  expressly  declare. 
He  took  now  the  unusual  freedom  to  break  in  upon  the  discourse  of 
the  Sub-Prior,  who,  notwithstanding  his  resolution  to  the  contrary, 
was  obviously  kindling  in  the  spirit  of  controversy,  which  Edward 
diverted  by  conjuring  his  reverence  to  allow  him  to  speak  a  few 
words  with  him  in  private. 

"Remove  the  prisoner,"  said  the  Sub  Prior  to  Christie;  "look  to 
him  carefully  that  he  escape  not ;  but  for  thy  life  do  him  no  injury." 

"His  commands  being  obeyed,  Edward  and  the  monk  wTere  left 
alone,  when  the  Sub-Prior  thus  addressed  him. 

"What  hath  come  over  thee,  Edward,  that  thy  eye  kindles  so 
wildly,  and  thy  cheek  is  thus  changing  from  scarlet  to  pale  ?  Why 
didst  thou  break  in  so  hastily  and  unadvisedly  upon  the  argument 
with  which  I  was  prostrating  yonder  heretic?  And  wherefore  dost 
thou  not  tell  thy  mother  that  her  son  is  restored  to  her  by  the  inter- 
cession, as  Holy  Church  well  warrants  us  to  believe,  of  blessed  Saint 
Benedict,  the  patron  of  our  Order?  For  if  ever  my  prayers  were 
put  forth  to  him  with  zeal,  it  hath  been  in  behalf  of  this  house,  and 
thine  eyes  have  seen  the  result— go  tell  it  to  thy  mother." 

"I  must  tell  her  then,"  said  Edward,  "  that  if  she  has  regained  one 
son,  another  is  lost  to  her." 

"  What  meanest  thou,  Edward  ?  what  language  is  this  ?  "  said  the 
Sub-Prior. 

"  Father,"  said  the  youth,  kneeling  down  to  him,  "  my  sin  and  my 
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shame  shall  be  told  thee,  and  thou  shalt  witness  my  penance  with 
thine  own  eyes." 

"  I  comprehend  thee  not,"  said  the  Sub-Prior.  "  What  canst  thou 
have  done  to  deserve  such  self-accusation  ? — Hast  thou  too  listened," 
he  added,  knitting-  his  brows,  "  to  the  demon  of  heresy,  ever  most 
effectual  tempter  of  those,  who,  like  yonder  unhappy  man,  are  dis- 
tinguished by  their  love  of  knowledge  ?  " 

"  I  am  guiltless  in  that  matter,"  answered  Glendinning,  "  nor  have 
presumed  to  think  otherwise  than  thou,  my  kind  father,  hast  taught 
me,  and  than  the  Church  allows." 

"And  what  is  it  then,  my  son,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  kindly,  "which 
thus  afflicts  thy  conscience  ?  speak  it  to  me,  that  I  may  answer  thee 
in  the  words  of  comfort ;  for  the  Church's  mercy  is  great  to  those 
obedient  children  who  doubt  not  her  power." 

"  My  confession  will  require  her  mercy,"  replied  Edward.  "  My 
brother  Halbert— so  kind,  so  brave,  so  gentle,  who  spoke  not,  thought 
not,  acted  not,  but  in  love  to  me,  whose  hand  had  aided  me  in  every 
difficulty,  whose  eye  watched  over  me  like  the  eagle's  over  her  nest- 
lings, when  they  prove  their  first  flight  from  the  eyry — this  brother, 
so  kind,  so  gently  affectionate — I  heard  of  his  sudden,  his  bloody,  his 
violent  death,  and  I  rejoiced — I  heard  of  his  unexpected  restoration, 
and  I  sorrowed  !  " 

"  Edward,"  said  the  father,  "  thou  art  beside  thyself — what  could 
urge  thee  to  such  odious  ingratitude?  In  your  hurry  of  spirits  you 
have  mistaken  the  confused  tenor  of  your  feelings — Go,  my  son,  pray 
and  compose  thy  mind — we  will  speak  of  this  another  time." 

"No,  father,  no,"  said  Edward,  vehemently,  "now,  or  never! — I 
will  find  the  means  to  tame  this  rebellious  heart  of  mine,  or  I  will 
tear  it  out  of  my  bosom— Mistake  its  passions? — No,  father,  grief 
can  ill  be  mistaken  for  joy — All  wept — all  shrieked  around  me — my 
mother — the  menials — she  too,  the  cause  of  my  crime— all  wept — 
and  I — I  could  hardly  disguise  my  brutal  and  insane  joy  under  the 
appearance  of  revenge — Brother,  I  said,  I  cannot  give  thee  tears, 
but  I  will  give  thee  blood — Yes,  Father,  as  I  counted  hour  after 
hour,  while  I  kept  watch  upon  the  English  prisoner,  and  said,  1  am 
an  hour  nearer  to  hope  and  to  happiness " 

"  I  understand  thee  not,  Edward,"  said  the  monk,  "  nor  can  I  con- 
ceive in  what  way  thy  brother's  supposed  murder  should  have  affected 
thee  with  such  unnatural  joy — Surely  the  sordid  desire  to  succeed 
him  in  his  small  possessions " 

"Perish  the  paltry  trash!  "  said  Edward,  with  the  same  emotion. 
"No,  father,  it  was  rivalry—it  was  jealous  rage — it  was  the  love  of 
Mary  Avenel,  that  rendered  me  the  unnatural  wretch  I  confess  my- 
self!" 

"Of  Mary  Avenel!"  said  the  priest — "of  a  lady  so  high  above 
either  of  you  in  name  and  in  rank  ?  How  dared  Halbert — how  dared 
you,  to  presume  to  lift  your  eye  to  her  but  in  honour  and  respect,  as 
a  superior  of  another  degree  from  yours  ?  " 

"  When  did  love  wait  for  the  sanction  of  heraldry  ? "  replied 
Edward ;  "  and  in  what  but  a  line  of  dead  ancestors  was  Mary,  our 
mother's  guest  and  foster-child,  different  from  us,  with  whom  she 
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was  brought  up? — Enough,  we  loved — we  both  loved  her!  But  the 
passion  of  Halbert  was  requited.  He  knew  it  not,  he  saw  it  not — 
but  I  was  sharper-eyed.  I  saw  that  even  when  I  was  more  approved, 
Halbert  was  more  beloved.  With  me  she  would  sit  for  hours  at  our 
common  task  with  the  cold  simplicity  and  indifference  of  a  sister,  but 
with  Halbert  she  trusted  not  herself.  She  changed  colour,  she  was 
fluttered  when  he  approached  her ;  and  when  he  left  her,  she  was 
sad,  pensive,  and  solitary.  I  bore  all  this — I  saw  my  rival's  advanc- 
ing' progress  in  her  affections — I  bore  it,  father,  and  yet  I  hated  him 
not— I  could  not  hate  him  !  " 

"And  well  for  thee  that  thou  didst  not,"  said  the  father;  "wild 
and  headstrong-  as  thou  art,  wouldst  thou  hate  thy  brother  for  par- 
taking- in  thine  own  folly?" 

"Father,"  replied  Edward,  "the  world  esteems  thee  wise,  and 
holds  thy  knowledge  of  mankind  high ;  but  thy  question  shows  that 
thou  hast  never  loved.  It  was  by  an  effort  that  1  saved  myself  from 
hating  my  kind  and  affectionate  brother,  who,  all  unsuspicious  of  my 
rivalry,  was  perpetually  loading  me  with  kindness.  Nay,  there  were 
moods  of  my  mind,  in  which  I  could  return  that  kindness  for  a  time 
with  energetic  enthusiasm.  Never  did  I  feel  this  so  strongly  as  on 
the  night  which  parted  us.  But  I  could  not  help  rejoicing  when  he 
was  swept  from  my  path — could  not  help  sorrowing  when  he  was 
again  restored  to  be  a  stumbling-block  in  my  paths." 

"  May  God  be  gracious  to  thee,  my  son !  "  said  the  monk  ;  "  this  is 
an  awful  state  of  mind.  Even  in  such  evil  mood  did  the  first  mur- 
derer rise  up  against  his  brother,  because  Abel's  was  the  more 
acceptable  sacrifice." 

"I  will  wrestle  with  the  demon  which  has  haunted  me,  father," 
replied  the  youth  firmly — "I  will  wrestle  with  him,  and  I  will  subdue 
him.  But  first  I  must  remove  from  the  scenes  which  are  to  follow 
here.  I  cannot  endure  that  I  should  see  Mary  AveneFs  eyes  again 
flash  with  joy  at  the  restoration  of  her  lover.  It  were  a  sight  to 
make  indeed  a  second  Cain  of  me !  My  fierce,  turbid,  and  transi- 
tory joy  discharged  itself  in  a  thirst  to  commit  homicide,  and  how 
can  I  estimate  the  frenzy  of  my  despair?" 

"  Madman ! "  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  at  what  dreadful  crime  does 
thy  fury  drive  ?  " 

"  My  lot  is  determined,  father,"  said  Edward,  in  a  resolute  tone  ; 
"  I  will  embrace  the  spiritual  state  which  you  have  so  oft  recom- 
mended. It  is  my  purpose  to  return  with  you  to  Saint  Mary's,  and, 
with  the  permission  of  the  Holy  Virgin  and  of  Saint  Benedict,  to 
offer  my  profession  to  the  Abbot." 

"Not  now,  my  son,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "not  in  this  distempera- 
ture  of  mind.  The  wise  and  good  accept  not  gifts  which  are  made 
in  heat  of  blood,  and  which  may  be  after  repented  of;  and  shall  we 
make  our  offerings  to  wisdom  and  to  goodness  itself  with  less  of 
solemn  resolution  and  deep  devotion  of  mind,  than  is  necessary  to 
make  them  acceptable  to  our  own  frail  companions  in  this  valley  of 
darkness  ?  This  I  say  to  thee,  my  son,  not  as  meaning  to  deter  thee 
from  the  good  path  thou  art  now  inclined  to  prefer,  but  that  thou 
mayst  make  thy  vocation  and  thine  election  sure." 
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"There  are  actions,  father,"  returned  Edward,  "which  brook  no 
delay,  and  this  is  one.  It  must  be  done  this  very  now ;  or  it  may 
never  be  done.  Let  me  go  with  you ;  let  me  not  behold  the  return 
of  Halbert  into  this  house.  Shame,  and  the  sense  of  the  injustice 
I  have  already  done  him,  will  join  with  these  dreadful  passions  which 
urge  me  to  do  him  yet  farther  wrong.    Let  me  then  go  with  you." 

"  With  me,  my  son,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  thou  shalt  surely  go  ; 
but  our  rule,  as  well  as  reason  and  good  order,  require  that  you 
should  dwell  a  space  with  us  as  a  probationer,  or  novice,  before  taking 
upon  thee  those  final  vows,  which,  sequestering*  thee  for  ever  from 
the  world,  dedicate  thee  to  the  service  of  Heaven." 

"  And  when  shall  we  set  forth,  father?"  said  the  youth,  as  eagerly 
as  if  the  journey  which  he  was  now  undertaking  led  to  the  pleasures 
of  a  summer  holiday. 

"  Even  now,  if  thou  wilt,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  yielding  to  his 
impetuosity  —  "go,  then,  and  command  them  to  prepare  for  our 
departure, — Yet  stay,"  he  said,  as  Edward,  with  all  the  awakened 
enthusiasm  of  his  character,  hastened  from  his  presence,  "  come 
hither,  my  son,  and  kneel  down." 

Edward  obeyed,  and  kneeled  down  before  him.  Notwithstanding 
his  slight  figure  and  thin  features,  the  Sub-Prior  could,  from  the 
energy  of  his  tone,  and  the  earnestness  of  his  devotional  manner, 
impress  his  pupils  and  his  penitents  with  no  ordinary  feelings  of 
personal  reverence.  His  heart  always  was,  as  well  as  seemed  to  be, 
in  the  duty  which  he  was  immediately  performing  ;  and  the  spiritual 
guide  who  thus  shows  a  deep  conviction  of  the  importance  of  his 
office,  seldom  fails  to  impress  a  similar  feeling  upon  his  hearers. 
Upon  such  occasions  as  the  present,  his  puny  body  seemed  to  assume 
more  majestic  stature — his  spare  and  emaciated  countenance  bore  a 
bolder,  loftier,  and  more  commanding  port — his  voice,  always  beauti- 
ful, trembled  as  labouring  under  the  immediate  impulse  of  the 
Divinity— and  his  whole  demeanour  seemed  to  bespeak,  not  the  mere 
ordinary  man,  but  the  organ  of  the  Church  in  which  she  had  vested 
her  high  power  for  delivering  sinners  from  their  load  of  iniquity. 

"  Hast  thou,  my  fair  son,"  said  he,  "  faithfully  recounted  the  cir- 
cumstances which  have  thus  suddenly  determined  thee  to  a  religious 
life?" 

"  The  sins  I  have  confessed,  my  father,"  answered  Edward,  "  but 
I  have  not  yet  told  of  a  strange  appearance,  which,  acting  on  my 
mind,  hath,  I  think,  aided  to  determine  my  resolution." 

"Tell  it,  then,  now,"  returned  the  Sub-Prior;  "it  is  thy  duty  to 
leave  me  uninstructed  in  nought,  so  that  thereby  I  may  understand 
the  temptation  that  besets  thee." 

"  I  tell  it  with  unwillingness,"  said  Edward ;  "  for  although,  God 
wot,  I  speak  but  the  mere  truth,  yet  even  while  my  tongue  speaks  it 
as  truth,  my  own  ears  receive  it  as  fable." 

"  Yet  say  the  whole,"  said  Father  Eustace  ;  "  neither  fear  rebuke 
from  me,  seeing  I  may  know  reasons  for  receiving  as  true  that  which 
others  might  regard  as  fabulous." 

"Know,  then,  father,"  replied  Edward,  "that  betwixt  hope  and 
despair— and,  heavens !  what  a  hope  !— the  hope  to  find  the  corpse 
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mangled  and  crushed  hastily  in  amongst  the  bloody  clay  which  the 
foot  of  the  scornful  victor  had  trod  down  upon  my  good,  my  gentle, 
my  courageous  brother, — I  sped  to  the  glen  called  Corri-nau-shian ; 
but,  as  your  reverence  has  been  already  informed,  neither  the  grave, 
which  my  unhallowed  wishes  had  in  spite  of  my  better  self  longed  to 
see,  nor  any  appearance  of  the  earth  having  been  opened,  was  visible 
in  the  solitary  spot  where  Martin  had,  at  morning  yesterday,  seen  the 
fatal  hillock.  You  know  our  dalesmen,  father.  The  place  hath  an 
evil  name,  and  this  deception  of  the  sight  inclined  them  to  leave  it. 
My  companions  became  affrighted,  and  hastened  down  the  glen  as 
men  caught  in  trespass.  My  hopes  were  too  much  blighted,  my 
mind  too  much  agitated,  to  fear  either  the  living  or  the  dead.  I 
descended  the  glen  more  slowly  than  they,  often  looking  back,  and 
not  ill  pleased  with  the  poltroonery  of  my  companions,  which  left  me 
to  my  own  perplexed  and  moody  humour,  and  induced  them  to  hasten 
into  the  broader  dale.  They  were  already  out  of  sight,  and  lost 
amongst  the  windings  of  the  glen,  when,  looking  back,  I  saw  a 
female  form  standing  beside  the  fountain " 

"  How,  my  fair  son  ? "  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  beware  you  jest  not 
with  your  present  situation  ! " 

"  I  jest  not,  father,"  answered  the  youth  ;  "it  may  be  I  shall  never 
jest  again — surely  not  for  many  a  day.  I  saw,  I  say,  the  form  of  a 
female  clad  in  white,  such  as  the  Spirit  which  haunts  the  house  of 
Avenel  is  supposed  to  be.  Believe  me,  my  father,  for,  by  heaven  and 
earth,  I  say  nought  but  what  I  saw  with  these  eyes !  " 

"  I  believe  thee,  my  son,"  said  the  monk;  "proceed  in  thy  strange 
story." 

"  The  apparition,"  said  Edward  Glendinning,  "  sung,  and  thus  run 
her  lay ;  for,  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  you,  her  words  abide  by  my 
remembrance  as  if  they  had  been  sung  to  me  from  infancy  upward : — 

'  Thou  who  seek'st  my  fountain  lone, 
With  thoughts  and  hopes  thou  darest  not  own  ; 
Whose  heart  within  leap'd  wildly  glad 
"When  most  his  brow  seem'd  dark  and  sad  ; 
Hie  thee  back,  thou  find'st  not  hero 
Corpse  or  coffin,  grave  or  bier  ; 
The  Dead  Alive  is  gone  and  fled — 
Go  thou,  and  join  the  Living  Dead  ! 

'  The  Living  Dead,  whose  sober  brow 
Oft  shrouds  such  thoughts  as  thou  hast  now, 
Whose  hearts  within  are  seldom  cured 
Of  passions  by  their  vows  abjured 
Where,  under  sad  and  solemn  show, 
Vain  hopes  are  nursed,  wild  wishes  glow. 
Seek  the  convent's  vaulted  room, 
Prayer  and  vigil  be  thy  doom  ; 
Doff  the  green,  and  don  the  grey, 
To  the  cloister  hence  away  ! '  " 

11  'Tis  a  wild  lay,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  and  chanted,  I  fear  me, 
with  no  good  end.  But  we  have  power  to  turn  the  machinations  of 
Satan  to  his  shame.  Edward,  thou  shalt  go  with  me  as  thou  desirest ; 
thou  shalt  prove  the  life  for  which  I  have  long  thought  thee  best 
fitted— thou  shalt  aid,  my  son,  this  trembling  hand  of  mine  to  sustain 
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the  Holy  Ark,  which  bold  unhallowed  men  press  rashly  forward  to 
touch  and  to  profane. — Wilt  thou  not  first  see  thy  mother?" 

"  I  will  see  no  one,"  said  Edward,  hastily  ;  "I  will  risk  nothing'  that 
may  shake  the  purpose  of  my  heart.  From  Saint  Mary's  they  shall 
learn  my  destination — all  of  them  shall  learn  it.  My  mother — 
Mary  Avenel— my  restored  and  happy  brother — they  shall  all  know 
that  Edward  lives  no  longer  to  the  world  to  be  a  clog"  on  their  hap- 
piness. Mary  shall  no  longer  need  to  constrain  her  looks  and  ex- 
pressions to  coldness  because  I  am  nigh.     She  shall  no  longer " 

"  My  son,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  interrupting  him,  "  it  is  not  by 
looking  back  on  the  vanities  and  vexations  of  this  world  that  we 
fit  ourselves  for  the  discharge  of  duties  which  are  not  of  it.  Go,  get 
our  horses  ready,  and,  as  we  descend  the  glen  together,  I  will  teach 
thee  the  truths  through  which  the  fathers  and  wise  men  of  old  had 
that  precious  alchemy,  which  can  convert  suffering  into  happiness." 
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Now,  on  my  faith,  this  gear  is  all  entangled, 
Like  to  the  yarn-clew  of  the  drowsy  knitter, 
Dragg'd  by  the  frolic  kitten  through  the  cabin, 
While  the  good  dame  sits  nodding  o'er  the  fire  ! 
Masters,  attend ;  'twill  crave  some  skill  to  clear  it. 

Old  Play. 

Edward,  with  the  speed  of  one  who  doubts  the  steadiness  of  his 
own  resolution,  hastened  to  prepare  the  horses  for  their  departure, 
and  at  the  same  time  thanked  and  dismissed  the  neighbours  who 
had  come  to  his  assistance,  and  who  were  not  a  little  surprised  both 
at  the  suddenness  of  his  proposed  departure,  and  at  the  turn  affairs 
had  taken. 

"  Here's  cold  hospitality,"  quoth  Dan  of  the  Howlet-hirst  to  his 
comrades  ;  "  I  trow  the  Glendinnings  may  die  and  come  alive  right 
oft  ere  I  put  foot  in  stirrup  again  for  the  matter/' 

Martin  soothed  them  by  placing  food  and  liquor  before  them. 
They  ate  sullenly,  however,  and  departed  in  bad  humour.  _ 

The  joyful  news  that  Ilalbert  Glendinning  lived,  was  quickly  com- 
municated through  the  sorrowing  family.  The  mother  wept  and 
thanked  Heaven  alternately ;  until  her  habits  of  domestic  economy 
awakening  as  her  feelings  became  calmer,  she  observed,  "It  would 
be  an  unco  task  to  mend  the  yetts,  and  what  were  they  to  do  while 
they  were  broken  in  that  fashion  ?    At  open  doors  dogs  come  in." 

Tibb  remarked,  *  She  aye  thought  Halbert  was  ower  gleg  at  his 
weapon  to  be  killed  sae  easily  by  ony  Sir  Piercie  of  them  a'.  They 
might  say  of  these  Southrons  as  they  liked ;  but  they  had  not  the 
pith  and  wind  of  a  canny  Scot,  when  it  came  to  close  grips." 

On  Mary  Avenel  the  impression  was  inconceivably  deeper.  She 
had  but  newly  learned  to  pray,  and  it  seemed  to  her  that  her  prayers 
had  been  instantly  answered— that  the  compassion  of  Heaven,  which 
she  had  learned  to  implore  in  the  words  of  Scripture,  had  descended 
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upon  her  after  a  manner  almost  miraculous,  and  recalled  the  dead 
from  the  grave  at  the  sound  of  her  lamentations.  There  was  a 
dangerous  degree  of  enthusiasm  in  this  strain  of  feeling,  but  it 
originated  in  the  purest  devotion. 

A  silken  and  embroidered  muffler,  one  of  the  few  articles  of  more 
costly  attire  which  she  possessed,  was  devoted  to  the  purpose  of 
wrapping*  up  and  concealing  the  sacred  volume,  which  henceforth 
she  was  to  regard  as  her  chiefest  treasure,  lamenting  only  that,  for 
want  of  a  fitting  interpreter,  much  must  remain  to  her  a  book  closed 
and  a  fountain  sealed.  She  was  unaware  of  the  yet  greater  danger 
she  incurred,  of  putting  an  imperfect  or  even  false  sense  upon  some 
of  the  doctrines  which  appeared  most  comprehensible.  But  Heaven 
had  provided  against  both  these  hazards. 

While  Edward  was  preparing  the  horses,  Christie  of  the  Clin  thill 
again  solicited  his  orders  respecting  the  reformed  preacher,  Henry 
Warden,  and  again  the  worthy  monk  laboured  to  reconcile  in  his 
own  mind  the  compassion  and  esteem  which,  almost  in  spite  of  him, 
he  could  not  help  feeling  for  his  former  companion,  with  the  duty 
which  he  owed  to  the  Church.  The  unexpected  resolution  of  Edward 
had  removed,  he  thought,  the  chief  objection  to  his  being  left  at  Glen- 
dearg. 

"If  I  carry  this  Wrellwood,  or  Warden,  to  the  Monastery,"  he 
thought,  "  he  must  die — die  in  his  heresy — perish  body  and  soul : 
And  though  such  a  measure  was  once  thought  advisable,  to  strike 
terror  into  the  heretics,  yet  such  is  now  their  daily  increasing  strength, 
that  it  may  rather  rouse  them  to  fury  and  to  revenge.  True,  he  re- 
fuses to  pledge  himself  to  abstain  from  sowing  his  tares  among  the 
wheat ;  but  the  ground  here  is  too  barren  to  receive  them.  I  fear 
not  his  making  impression  on  these  poor  women,  the  vassals  of  the 
Church,  and  bred  up  in  due  obedience  to  her  behests.  The  keen, 
searching,  inquiring,  and  bold  disposition  of  Edward  might  have 
afforded  fuel  to  the  fire ;  but  that  is  removed,  and  there  is  nothing' 
left  which  the  flame  may  catch  to. — Thus  shall  he  have  no  power  to 
spread  his  evil  doctrines  abroad,  and  yet  his  life  shall  be  preserved, 
and  it  may  be  his  soul  rescued  as  a  prey  from  the  fowler's  net.  I 
will  myself  contend  with  him  in  argument;  for  when  we  studied  in 
common,  I  yielded  not  to  him,  and  surely  the  cause  for  which  I 
struggle  will  support  me,  were  I  yet  more  weak  than  I  deem  myself. 
Were  this  man  reclaimed  from  his  errors,  an  hundred-fold  more 
advantage  would  arise  to  the  Church  from  his  spiritual  regeneration, 
than  from  his  temporal  death." 

Having  finished  these  meditations,  in  which  there  was  at  once 
goodness  of  disposition  and  narrowness  of  principle,  a  considerable 
portion  of  self-opinion,  and  no  small  degree  of  self-delusion,  the  Sub- 
JPrior  commanded  the  prisoner  to  be  brought  into  his  presence. 

"  Henry,"  he  said,  "  whatever  a  rigid  sense  of  duty  may  demand  of 
me,  ancient  friendship  and  Christian  compassion  forbid  me  to  lead 
thee  to  assured  death.  Thou  wert  wont  to  be  generous,  though 
stern  and  stubborn  in  thy  resolves ;  let  not  thy  sense  of  what  thine 
own  thoughts  term  duty  draw  thee  farther  than  mine  have  done. 
Remember,  that  every  sheep  whom  thou  shalt  here  lead  astray  from 
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the  fold,  will  be  demanded  in  time  and  through  eternity  of  him  who 
hath  left  thee  the  liberty  of  doing"  such  evil.  I  ask  no  engagement 
of  thee,  save  that  thou  remain  a  prisoner  on  thy  word  at  this  tower, 
and  wilt  appear  when  summoned." 

"Thou  hast  found  an  invention  to  bind  my  hands,"  replied  the 
preacher,  "  more  sure  than  would  have  been  the  heaviest  shackles  in 
the  prison  of  thy  convent.  I  will  not  rashly  do  what  may  endanger 
thee  with  thy  unhappy  superiors,  and  I  will  be  the  more  cautious, 
because,  if  we  had  farther  opportunity  of  conference,  I  trust  thine 
own  soul  may  vet  be  rescued  as  a  brand  from  the  burning,  and  that, 
casting  from  thee  the  livery  of  Antichrist,  that  trader  in  human  sins 
and  human  souls,  I  may  yet  assist  thee  to  lay  hold  on  the  Rock  of  Ages." 

The  Sub-Prior  heard  the  sentiment,  so  similar  to  that  which  had 
occurred  to  himself,  with  the  same  kindly  feelings  with  which  the 
game-cock  hears  and  replies  to  the  challenge  of  his  rival. 

"I  bless  God  and  Our  Lady,"  said  he,  drawing  himself  up.  "  that 
my  faith  is  already  anchored  on  that  Rock  on  which  Saint  Peter 
founded  his  Church." 

"  It  is  a  perversion  of  the  text,"  said  the  eager  Henry  Warden, 
'•'grounded  on  a  vain  play  upon  words— a  most  idle  paronomasia." 

The  controversy  would  have  been  rekindled,  and  in  all  probability 
— for  what  can  insure  the  good  temper  and  moderation  of  polemics'? 
— might  have  ended  in  the  preacher's  being  transported  a  captive  to 
the  Monastery,  had  not  Christie  of  the  Clinthill  observed  that  it  was 
growing  late,  and  that  he.  having  to  descend  the  glen,  which  had  no  | 
good  reputation,  cared  not  greatly  for  travelling  there  after  sunset. 
The  Sub-Prior,  therefore,  stifled  his  desire  of  argument,  and  again 
telling  the  preacher,  that  he  trusted  to  his  gratitude  and  generosity, 
he  bade  him  farewell. 

'*  Be  assured,  mine  old  friend,"  replied  Warden,  "that  no  willing 
act  of  mine  shall  be  to  thy  prejudice.  But  if  my  Master  shall  place 
work  before  me,  I  must  obey  God  rather  than  man." 

These  two  men,  both  excellent  from  natural  disposition  and 
acquired  knowledge,  had  more  points  of  similarity  than  they  them- 
selves would  have  admitted.  In  truth,  the  chief  distinction  betwixt 
them  was,  that  the  Catholic,  defending1  a  religion  which  afforded 
little  interest  to  the  feelings,  had,  in  his  devotion  to  the  cause  he 
espoused,  more  of  the  head  than  of  the  heart,  and  was  politic, 
cautious,  and  artful ;  while  the  Protestant,  acting  under  the  strong 
impulse  of  more  lately  adopted  conviction,  and  feeling,  as  he  justly 
might,  a  more  animated  confidence  in  his  cause,  was  enthusiastic, 
eager,  and  precipitate  in  his  desire  to  advance  it.  The  priest  would 
have  been  contented  to  defend,  the  preacher  aspired  to  conquer;  and, 
of  course,  the  impulse  by  which  the  latter  was  governed,  was  more 
active  and  more  decisive.  They  could  not  part  from  each  other  with- 
out a  second  pressure  of  hands,  and  each  looked  in  the  face  of  his  old 
companion,  as  he  bade  him  adieu,  with  a  countenance  strongly  ex- 
pressive of  sorrow,  affection,  and  pity. 

Father  Eustace  then  explained  briefly  to  DameGlendinning,  that 
this  person  was  to  be  her  guest  for  some  days,  forbidding  her  and  her 
whole  household,  under  high  spiritual  censures,  to  hold  any  conversa- 
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tion  with  him  on  religious  subjects,  but  commanding  her  to  attend 
to  his  wants  in  all  other  particulars. 

"  May  Our  Lady  forgive  me,  reverend  father,"  said  Dame  Glen- 
dinning,  somewhat  dismayed  at  this  intelligence,  "  but  I  must  needs 
say,  that  ovver  mony  guests  have  been  the  ruin  of  mony  a  house,  and 
I  trow  they  will  bring  down  Glendearg.  First  came  the  Lady  of 
Avenel — (her  soul  be  at  rest — she  meant  nae  ill) — but  she  brought 
with  her  as  mony  bogles  and  fairies  as  hae  kept  the  house  in  care 
ever  since,  sae  that  we  have  been  living  as  it  were  in  a  dream.  And 
then  came  that  English  knight,  if  it  please  you,  and  if  he  hasna  killed 
my  son  outright,  he  has  chased  him  affthe  gate,  and  it  may  be  lang 
eneugh  ere  I  see  him  again — forby  the  damage  done  to  outer  door 
and  inner  door.  And  now  your  reverence  has  given  me  the  charge 
of  a  heretic,  who,  it  is  like,  may  bring  the  great  horned  devil  himself 
down  upon  us  all ;  and  they  say  that  it  is  neither  door  nor  window 
will  serve  him,  but  he  will  take  away  the  side  of  the  auld  tower  along 
with  him.  Nevertheless,  reverend  father,  your  pleasure  is  doubtless 
to  be  done  to  our  power." 

"  Go  to,  woman,"  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  send  for  workmen  from 
the  clachan,  and  let  them  charge  the  expense  of  their  repairs  to  the 
Community,  and  I  will  give  the  treasurer  warrant  to  allow  them. 
Moreover,  in  settling  the  rental  mails  and  feu-duties,  thou  shalt  have 
allowance  for  the  trouble  and  charges  to  which  thou  art  now  put, 
and  I  will  cause  strict  search  to  be  made  after  thy  son." 

The  dame  curtsied  deep  and  low  at  each  favourable  expression ; 
and  when  the  Sub-Prior  had  done  speaking,  she  added  her  farther 
hope  that  the  Sub-Prior  would  hold  some  communing  with  her  gos- 
sip the  Miller,  concerning  the  fate  of  his  daughter,  and  expound  to 
him  that  the  chance  had  by  no  means  happened  through  any  negli- 
gence on  her  part. 

"  I  sair  doubt  me,  father,"  she  said,  "  whether  Mysie  finds  her  way 
back  to  the  Mill  in  a  hurry  ;  but  it  was  all  her  father's  own  fault  that 
let  her  run  lamping  about  the  country,  riding  on  barebacked  naigs, 
and  never  settling  to  do  a  turn  of  wark  within  doors,  unless  it  were 
to  dress  dainties  at  dinner-time  for  his  ain  kyte." 

"  You  remind  me,  dame,  of  another  matter  of  urgency ,"  said  Father 
Eustace ;  "  and,  God  knows,  too  many  of  them  press  on  me  at  this 
moment.  This  English  knight  must  be  sought  out,  and  explanation 
given  to  him  of  these  most  strange  chances.  The  giddy  girl  must 
also  be  recovered.  If  she  hath  suffered  in  reputation  by  this  unhappy 
-mistake,  I  will  not  hold  myself  innocent  of  the  disgrace.  Yet  how 
to  find  them  out  I  know  not." 

"  So  please  you,"  said  Christie  of  the  Clinthill,  "  I  am  willing  to 
take  the  chase,  and  bring  them  back  by  fair  means  or  foul ;  for  though 
you  have  always  looked  as  black  as  night  at  me  whenever  we  have 
forgathered,  yet  I  have  not  forgotten  that  had  it  not  been  for  you, 
my  neck  would  have  kend  the  weight  of  my  four  quarters.  If  any 
man  can  track  the  tread  of  them,  I  will  say  in  the  face  of  both  Merse 
and  Teviotdale,  and  take  the  Forest  to  boot,  I  am  that  man.  But 
first  I  have  matters  to  treat  of  on  my  master's  score,  if  you  will  per- 
mit me  to  ride  down  the  glen  with  you." 
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"  Nay,  but,  my  friend,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  thou  shouldst  remem- 
ber I  have  but  slender  cause  to  trust  thee  for  a  companion  through 
a  place  so  solitary." 

"  Tush !  tush ! "  said  the  jackman,  "  fear  me  not ;  I  had  the  worst 
too  surely  to  begin  that  sport  again.  Besides,  have  I  not  said  a 
dozen  of  times,  I  owe  you  a  life  ?  and  when  I  owe  a  man  either  a 
good  turn  or  a  bad,  I  never  fail  to  pay  it  sooner  or  later.  Moreover, 
beshrew  me  if  I  care  to  go  alone  down  the  glen,  or  even  with  my 
troopers,  who  are,  every  loon  of  them,  as  much  devil's  bairns  as  my- 
self; whereas,  if  your  reverence,  since  that  is  the  word,  take  beads 
and  psalter,  and  I  come  along  with  jack  and  spear,  you  will  make 
the  devils  take  the  air,  and  I  will  make  all  human  enemies  take  the 
earth." 

Edward  here  entered,  and  told  his  reverence  that  his  horse  was 
prepared.  At  this  instant  his  eye  caught  his  mother's,  and  the  reso- 
lution which  he  had  so  strongly  formed  was  staggered  when  he  recol- 
lected the  necessity  of  bidding  her  farewell.  The  Sub-Prior  saw  his 
embarrassment,  and  came  to  his  relief. 

"  Dame,"  said  he^  "  I  forgot  to  mention  that  your  son  Edward 
goes  with  me  to  Saint  Mary's,  and  will  not  return  for  two  qr  three 
days." 

"  You'll  be  wishing  to  help  him  to  recover  his  brother  ?  May  the 
saints  reward  your  kindness  !  " 

The  Sub-Prior  returned  the  benediction  which,  in  this  instance,  he 
had  not  very  well  deserved,  and  he  and  Edward  set  forth  on  their 
route.  They  were  presently  followed  by  Christie,  who  came  up  with 
his  followers  at  such  a  speedy  pace,  as  intimated  sufficiently  that  his 
wish  to  obtain  spiritual  convoy  through  the  glen  was  extremely  sin- 
cere. He  had,  however,  other  matters  to  stimulate  his  speed,  for  he 
was  desirous  to  communicate  to  the  Sub-Prior  a  message  from  his 
master  Julian,  connected  with  the  delivery  of  the  prisoner  Warden ; 
and  having  requested  the  Sub-Prior  to  ride  with  him  a  few  yards 
before  Edward,  and  the  troopers  of  his  own  party,  he  thus  addressed 
him,  sometimes  interrupting  his  discourse  in  a  manner  testifying 
that  his  fear  of  supernatural  beings  was  not  altogether  lulled  to  rest 
by  his  confidence  in  the  sanctity  of  his  fellow-traveller. 
* "  My  master,"  said  the  rider,  "  deemed  he  had  sent  you  an  accept- 
able gift  in  that  old  heretic  preacher ;  but  it  seems,  from  the  slight 
care  you  have  taken  of  him,  that  you  make  small  account  of  the  boon." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "do  not  thus  judge  of  it.     The  Com- 
munity must  account  highly  of  the  service,  and  will  reward  it  to  th; 
master  in  goodly  fashion.     But  this  man  and  I  are  old  friends,  and 
trust  to  bring*  him  back  from  the  paths  of  perdition." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  moss-trooper,  "  when  I  saw  you  shake  hands  atj 
the  beginning,  I  counted  that  you  would  fight  it  all  out  in  love  and 
honour,  and  that  there  would  be  no  extreme  dealings  betwixt  ye— 
however,  it  is  all  one  to  my  master— Saint  Marv  !  what  call  you  yon 
Sir  Monk  ?  " 

"  The  branch  of  a  willow  streaming  across  the  path  betwixt  us  anc 
the  sky." 

"  Beshrew  me,"  said  Christie,  "  if  it  looked  not  like  a  man's  hand 
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holding1  a  sword. — But  touching-  my  master,  he,  like  a  prudent  man, 
hath  kept  himself  aloof  in  these  broken  times,  until  he  could  see  with 

Erecision  what  footing'  he  was  to  stand  upon.  Right  tempting'  offers 
e  hath  had  from  the  Lords  of  Congregation,  whom  you  call  heretics; 
and  at  one  time  he  was  minded,  to  be  plain  with  you,  to  have  taken 
their  way— for  he  was  assured  that  the  Lord  James1  was  coming*  this 
road  at  the  head  of  a  round  body  of  cavalry.  And  accordingly  Lord 
James  did  so  far  reckon  upon  him,  that  he  sent  this  man  Warden,  or 
whatsoever  be  his  name,  to  my  master's  protection,  as  an  assured 
friend;  and,  moreover,  with  tidings  that  he  himself  was  marching 
hitherward  at  the  head  of  a  strong1  body  of  horse." 

"  Now,  Our  Lady  forfend !  "  said  the  Sub-Prior. 

"  Amen !  "  answered  Christie,  in  some  trepidation,  "  did  your  rever- 
ence see  aug*ht  ? " 

"  Nothing  whatever,"  replied  the  monk ;  "  it  was  thy  tale  which 
wrested  from  me  that  exclamation." 

"  And  it  was  some  cause,"  replied  he  of  the  Clinthill,  "  for  if  Lord 
James  should  come  hither,  your  Halidome  would  smoke  for  it.  But 
be  of  good  cheer— that  expedition  is  ended  before  it  was  begun.  The 
Baron  of  Avenel  had  sure  news  that  Lord  James  has  been  fain  to 
march  westward  with  his  merrymen,  to  protect  Lord  Semple  against 
Cassilis  and  the  Kennedies.  By  my  faith,  it  will  cost  him  a  brush ; 
for  wot  ye  what  they  say  of  that  name, — 

"Twixt  Wigton  and  the  town  of  Ayr, 

Portpatrick  and  the  cruives  of  Cree, 
No  man  need  think  for  to  bide  there, 

Unless  he  court  Saint  Kennedie.'  " 

"  Then,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  the  Lord  James's  purpose  of  coming 
southwards  being  broken,  cost  this  person,  Henry  Warden,  a  cold 
reception  at  Avenel  Castle." 

"  It  would  not  have  been  altogether  so  rough  a  one,"  said  the 
moss-trooper;  "for  my  master  was  in  heavy  thought  what  to  cio  in 
these  unsettled  times,  and  would  scarce  have  hazarded  misusing  a 
man  sent  to  him  by  so  terrible  a  leader  as  the  Lord  James.  But,  to 
speak  the  truth,  some  busy  devil  tempted  the  old  man  to  meddle  with 
my  master's  Christian  liberty  of  hand-fasting  with  Catherine  of 
Newport.  So  that  broke  the  wand  of  peace  between  them,  and  now 
ye  may  have  my  master,  and  all  the  force  he  can  make,  at  your  devo- 
tion, for  Lord  James  never  forgave  wrong  done  to  him  ;  and  if  he 
come  by  the  upper  hand,  he  will  have  Julian's  head  if  there  were 
never  another  of  the  name,  as  it  is  like  there  is  not,  excepting  the 
bit  slip  of  a  lassie  yonder.  And  now  I  have  told  you  more  of  my 
master's  affairs  than  he  would  thank  me  for  ;  but  you  have  done  me 
a  frank  turn  once,  and  I  may  need  one  at  your  hands  again." 

"  Thy  frankness,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  shall  surely  advantage  thee ; 
for  much  it  concerns  the  church  in  these  broken  times  to  know  the 
purposes  and  motives  of  those  around  us.  But  what  is  it  that  thy 
master  expects  from  us  in  reward  of  good  service  ;  for  I  esteem  him 
one  of  those  who  are  not  willing  to  work  without  their  hire  ?  " 

1  Lord  James  Stewart,  afterwards  the  Regent  Murray. 
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"Nay,  that  I  can  tell  you  flatly ;  for  Lord  James  had  promised 
him,  in  case  he  would  be  of  his  faction  in  these  parts,  an  easy  tack  of 
the  teind-sheaves  of  his  own  Barony  of  Avenel,  together  with  the 
lands  of  Cranberry-moor,  which  lie  intersected  with  his  own.  And 
he  will  look  for  no  less  at  your  hand." 

"  But  there  is  old  Gilbert  of  Cranberry-moor,"  said  the  Sub-Prior, 
"what  are  we  to  make  of  him?  The  heretic  Lord  James  may  take 
on  him  to  dispone  upon  the  goods  and  lands  of  the  Halidome  at  his 
pleasure,  because,  doubtless,  but  for  the  protection  of  God,  and  the 
baronage  which  yet  remain  faithful  to  their  creed,  he  may  despoil  us 
of  them  by  force  ;  but  while  they  are  the  property  of  the  community, 
we  may  not  take  steadings  from  ancient  and  faithful  vassals,  to 
gratify  the  covetousness  of  those  who  serve  God  only  from  the  lucre 
of  gain." 

"  By  the  mass,"  said  Christie,  "  it  is  well  talking,  Sir  Priest ;  but 
when  ye  consider  that  Gilbert  has  but  two  half-starved  cowardly 
peasants  to  follow  him,  and  only  an  auld  jaded  aver  to  ride  upon, 
litter  for  the  plough  than  for  manly  service  ;  and  that  the  Baron  of 
Avenel  never  rides  with  fewer  than  ten  jackmen  at  his  back,  and 
oftener  with  fifty,  bodin  in  all  that  effeirs  to  war  as  if  they  were  to  do 
battle  for  a  kingdom,  and  mounted  on  nags  that  nicker  at  the  clash 
of  a  sword  as  if  it  were  the  clank  of  the  lid  of  a  corn-chest— I  say, 
when  ye  have  computed  all  this,  you  may  guess  which  course  will 
best  serve  your  Monastery." 

"  Friend,"  said  the  monk,  "  I  would  willingly  purchase  thy  master's 
assistance  on  his  own  terms,  since  times  leave  us  no  better  means  of 
defence  against  the  sacrilegious  spoliation  of  heresy;  but  to  take 
from  a  poor  man  his  patrimony 

"  For  that  matter,"  said  the  rider,  "  his  seat  would  scarce  be  a  soft 
one,  if  my  master  thought  that  Gilbert's  interest  stood  betwixt  him 
and  what  he  wishes.  The  Halidome  has  land  enough,  and  Gilbert 
may  be  quartered  elsewhere." 

"  We  will  consider  the  possibility  of  so  disposing  the  matter,"  said 
the  monk,  "  and  will  expect  in  consequence  your  master's  most  active 
assistance,  with  all  the  followers  he  can  make,  to  join  in  the  defence 
of  the  Halidome,  against  any  force  by  which  it  may  be  threatened." 

"A  man's  hand  and  a  mailed  glove  on  that,"1  said  the  jackman. 
"They  call  us  marauders,  thieves,  and  what  not;  but  the  side  we 
take  we  hold  by. — And  I  will  be  blithe  when  my  Baron  comes  to  a 
point  which  side  he  will  take,  for  the  castle  is  a  kind  of  hell,  (Our 
Lady  forgive  me  for  naming  such  a  word  in  this  place !)  while  he  is 
in  his  mood,  studying  how  he  may  best  advantage  himself.  And 
now,  Heaven  be  praised,  we  are  in  the  open  valley,  and  I  may  swear 
a  round  oath,  should  aught  happen  to  provoke  it." 

"  My  friend,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  thou  hast  little  merit  in  abstain- 
ing from  oaths  or  blasphemy,  if  it  be  only  out  of  fear  of  evil  spirits." 

"  Nay,  I  am  not  quite  a  church  vassal  yet,"  said  the  jackman,  "  and 
if  you  link  the  curb  too  tight  on  a  young  horse,  I  promise  you  he 
will  rear — Why,  it  is  much  for  me  to  forbear  old  customs  on  any 
account  whatever." 

1  See  Note  L.     Good  Faith  of  the  Borderers. 
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The  night  being  fine,  they  forded  the  river  at  the  spot  where  the 
Sacristan  met  with  his  unhappy  encounter  with  the  spirit.  As  soon 
as  they  arrived  at  the  gate  of  the  Monastery,  the  porter  in  waiting 
eagerly  exclaimed,  "  Reverend  father,  the  Lord  Abbot  is  most  anxious 
for  your  presence." 

"  Let  these  strangers  be  carried  to  the  great  hall,"  said  the  Sub- 
Prior,  "  and  be  treated  with  the  best  by  the  cellarer ;  reminding  them, 
however,  of  that  modesty  and  decency  of  conduct  which  becoraeth 
guests  in  a  house  like  this." 

"  But  the  Lord  Abbot  demands  you  instantly,  my  venerable  brother," 
said  Father  Philip,  arriving  in  great  haste.  "  I  have  not  seen  him 
more  discouraged  or  desolate  of  counsel  since  the  field  of  Pinkie- 
cleugh  was  stricken." 

"  I  come,  my  good  brother,  I  come,"  said  Father  Eustace.  "  I  pray 
thee,  good  brother,  let  this  youth,  Edward  Glendinning,  be  conveyed 
to  the  Chamber  of  the  Novices,  and  placed  under  their  instructor. 
God  hath  touched  his  heart,  and  he  proposeth  laying  aside  the  vanities 
of  the  world,  to  become  a  brother  of  our  holy  order ;  which,  if  his 
good  parts  be  matched  with  fitting  docility  and  humility,  he  may  one 
day  live  to  adorn." 

"  My  very  venerable  brother,"  exclaimed  old  Father  Nicholas,  who 
came  hobbling  with  a  third  summons  to  the  Sub-Prior,  "I  pray  thee 
to  hasten  to  our  worshipful  Lord  Abbot.  The  holy  patroness  be  with 
us !  never  saw  I  Abbot  of  the  House  of  Saint  Mary's  in  such  conster- 
nation ;  and  yet  I  remember  me  well  when  Father  Ingelram  had  the 
news  of  Flodden-field." 

"  I  come,  I  come,  venerable  brother,"  said  Father  Eustace — And 
having  repeatedly  ejaculated  "  I  come !  "  he  at  last  went  to  the  Abbot 
in  good  earnest. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

It  is  not  texts  will  do  it — Church  artillery 

Are  silenced  soon  by  real  ordnance, 

And  canons  are  but  vain  opposed  to  cannon. 

Go*  coin  your  crosier,  melt  your  church  plate  down, 

Bid  the  starved  soldier  banquet  in  your  halls, 

And  quaff  your  long-saved  hogsheads — Turn  them  out 

Thus  primed  with  your  go<  d  cheer,  to  guard  your  wall, 

And  they  will  venture  for't. 

Old  Play. 

The  Abbot  received  his  counsellor  with  a  tremulous  eagerness  of 
welcome,  which  announced  to  the  Sub-Prior  an  extreme  agitation  of 
spirits,  and  the  utmost  need  of  good  counsel.  There  was  neither 
mazer-dish  nor  standing-cup  upon  the  little  table,  at  the  elbow  of 
his  huge  chair  of  state ;  his  beads  alone  lay  there,  and  it  seemed  as 
if  he  had  been  telling  them  in  his  extremity  of  distress.  Beside  the 
beads  was  placed  the  mitre  of  the  Abbot,  of  an  antique  form,  and 
blazing  with  precious  stones,  and  the  rich  and  highly- embossed 
crosier  rested  against  the  same  table. 
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The  Sacristan  and  old  Father  Nicholas  had  followed  the  Sub-Prior 
into  the  Abbot's  apartment,  perhaps  with  the  hope  of  learning  some- 
thing1 of  the  important  matter  which  seemed  to  be  in  hand.  They 
were  not  mistaken  ;  for,  after  having  ushered  in  the  Sub-Prior,  and 
being  themselves  in  the  act  of  retiring,  the  Abbot  made  them  a  signal 
to  remain. 

"  My  brethren,"  he  said,  "  it  is  well  known  to  you  with  what  pain- 
ful zeal  we  have  overseen  the  weighty  affairs  of  this  house  committed 
to  our  unworthy  hand — your  bread  hath  been  given  to  you,  and  your 
water  hath  been  sure — I  have  not  wasted  the  revenues  of  the  Convent 
on  vain  pleasures,  as  hunting  or  hawking,  or  in  change  of  rich  cope 
or  alb,  or  in  feasting  idle  bards  and  jesters,  saving  those  who,  ac- 
cording to  old  wont,  were  received  in  time  of  Christmas  and  Easter. 
Neither  have  I  enriched  either  mine  own  relations  nor  strange  women, 
at  the  expense  of  the  Patrimony.'1 

"  There  hath  not  been  such  a  Lord  Abbot,"  said  Father  Nicholas, 
"  to  my  knowledge,  since  the  days  of  Abbot  Ingelram,  who " 

At  that  portentous  word,  which  always  preluded  a  long  story,  the 
Abbot  broke  in. 

"  May  God  have  mercy  on  his  soul ! — we  talk  not  of  him  now. — 
What  I  would  know  of  ye,  my  brethren,  is,  whether  I  have,  in  your 
mind,  faithfully  discharged  the  duties  of  mine  office  ?  " 

"  There  has*  never  been  subject  of  complaint,"  answered  the  Sub- 
Prior. 

The  Sacristan,  more  diffuse,  enumerated  the  various  acts  of  indul- 
gence and  kindness  which  the  mild  government  of  Abbot  Boniface 
had  conferred  on  the  brotherhood  of  Saint  Mary's — the  indulgentice  — 
the  gratias — the  biberes — the  weekly  mess  of  boiled  almonds — the 
enlarged  accommodation  of  the  refectory— the  better  arrangement 
of  the  cellarage — the  improvement  of  the  revenue  of  the  Monastery 
— the  diminution  of  the  privations  of  the  brethren. 

"  You  might  have  added,  my  brother,"  said  the  Abbot,  listening 
with  melancholy  acquiescence  to  the  detail  of  his  own  merits,  "  that 
I  caused  to  be  built  that  curious  screen,  which  secureth  the  cloisters 
from  the  north-east  wind. — But  all  these  things  avail  nothing — As 
we  read  in  holy  Maccabee,  Capta  est  civitas  per  voluntatem  Dei. 
It  hath  cost  me  no  little  thought,  no  common  toil,  to  keep  these 
weighty  matters  in  such  order  as  you  have  seen  them — there  was 
both  barn  and  binn  to  be  kept  full— Infirmary,  dormitory,  guest-hall, 
and  refectory,  to  be  looked  to — processions  to  be  made,  confessions 
to  be  heard,  strangers  to  be  entertained,  Venice  to  be  granted  or 
refused ;  and  I  warrant  me,  when  every  one  of  you  was  asleep  in 
your  cell,  the  Abbot  hath  lain  awake  for  a  full  hour  by  the  bell, 
thinking  how  these  matters  might  be  ordered  seemly  and  suitably." 

"May  we  ask,  reverend  my  lord,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "what 
additional  care  has  now  been  thrown  upon  you,  since  your  discourse 
seems  to  point  that  way  ? " 

"  Marry,  this  it  is,"  said  the  Abbot.  "  The  talk  is  not  now  of  biberes, 
or  of  caritas,  or  of  boiled  almonds,1  but  of  an  English  band  coming 

1  See  Note  M.     Indulgences  of  the  Monks. 
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against  us  from  Hexham,  commanded  by  Sir  John  Foster ;  nor  is  it 
of  the  screening  us  from  the  east  wind,  but  how  to  escape  Lord 
James  Stewart,  who  cometh  to  lay  waste  and  destroy  with  his 
heretic  soldiers." 

"  I  thought  that  purpose  had  been  broken  by  the  feud  between 
Semple  and  the  Kennedies,"  said  the  Sub-Prior  hastily. 

"  They  have  accorded  that  matter  at  the  expense  of  the  Church  as 
usual,"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  the  Earl  of  Cassilis  is  to  have  the  teind- 
sheaves  of  his  lands,  which  were  given  to  the  house  of  Crosraguel, 
and  he  has  stricken  hands  with  Stewart,  who  is  now  called  Murray. 
— Principes  convenerunt  unum  adversus  Dominum. — There  are 
the  letters." 

The  Sub-Prior  took  the  letters,  which  had  come  by  an  express 
messenger  from  the  Primate  of  Scotland,  who  still  laboured  to 
uphold  the  tottering  fabric  of  the  system  under  which  he  was  at 
length  buried,  and,  stepping  towards  the  lamp,  read  them  with  an  air 
of  deep  and  settled  attention — the  Sacristan  and  Father  Nicholas 
looked  as  helplessly  at  each  other,  as  the  denizens  of  the  poultry 
yard  when  the  hawk  soars  over  it.  The  Abbot  seemed  bowed  down 
with  the  extremity  of  sorrowful  apprehension,  but  kept  his  eye 
timorously  fixed  on  the  Sub-Prior,  as  if  striving  to  catch  some  com- 
fort from  the  expression  of  his  countenance.  When  at  length  he 
beheld  that,  after  a  second  intent  perusal  of  the  letters,  he  remained 
still  silent  and  full  of  thought,  he  asked  him  in  an  anxious  tone, 
"  What  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  Our  duty  must  be  done,"  answered  the  Sub-Prior,  "  and  the  rest 
is  in  the  hands  of  God." 

"  Our  duty— our  duty  ?  "  answered  the  Abbot,  impatiently  ;  "  doubt- 
less we  are  to  do  our  duty ;  but  what  is  that  duty  ?  or  how  will  it 
serve  us  ? — Will  bell,  book,  and  candle,  drive  back  the  English 
heretics?  or  will  Murray  care  for  psalms  and  antiphonars  ?  or  can  I 
fight  for  the  Halidome,  like  Judas  Maccabeus,  against  those  pro- 
fane Nican  or  s  ?  or  send  the  Sacristan  against  this  new  Holofernes, 
to  bring  back  his  head  in  a  basket  ?  " 

"  True,  my  Lord  Abbot,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  we  cannot  fight 
with  carnal  weapons,  it  is  alike  contrary  to  our  habit  and  vow ;  but 
we  can  die  for  our  Convent  and  for  our  Order.  Besides,  we  can 
arm  those  who  will  and  can  fight.  The  English  are  but  few  in 
number,  trusting,  as  it  would  seem,  that  they  will  be  joined  by 
Murray,  whose  march  has  been  interrupted.  If  Foster,  with  his 
Cumberland  and  Hexham  bandits,  ventures  to  march  into  Scotland, 
to  pillage  and  despoil  our  House,  we  will  levy  our  vassals,  and,  I 
trust,  shall  be  found  strong  enough  to  give  him  battle." 

"  In  the  blessed  name  of  Our  Lady/'"  said  the  Abbot,  "  think  you 
that  I  am  Petrus  Eremita,  to  go  forth  the  leader  of  an  host?" 

"Nay,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "let  some  man  skilled  in  war  lead  our 
people — there  is  Julian  Avenel,  an  approved  soldier." 

"  But  a  scoffer,  a  debauched  person,  and,  in  brief,  a  man  of  Belial," 
quoth  the  Abbot. 

*"  Still,"  said  the  monk,  "we  must  use  his  ministry  in  that  to  which 
he  has  been  brought  up.     We  can  guerdon  him  richly,  and  indeed  I 
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already  know  the  price  of  his  service.  The  English,  it  is  expected, 
will  presently  set  forth,  hoping"  here  to  seize  upon  Piercie  Shafton, 
whose  refuge  being  taken  with  us,  they  make  the  pretext  of  this 
unheard-of  inroad." 

"  Is  it  even  so  ?"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  I  never  judged  that  his  body  of 
satin  and  his  brain  of  feathers  boded  us  mucti  good." 

"Yet  we  must  have  his  assistance,  if  possible,"  said  the  Sub-Prior; 
"  he  may  interest  in  our  behalf  the  great  Piercie,  of  whose  friend- 
ship he  boasts,  and  that  good  and  faithful  Lord  may  break  Foster's 
purpose.  I  will  despatch  the  jack  in  an  after  him  with  all  speed. 
— Chiefly,  however,  I  trust  to  the  military  spirit  of  the  land,  which 
will  not  suffer  peace  to  be  easily  broken  on  the  frontier.  Credit  me, 
my  lord,  it  will  bring  to  our  side  the  hands  of  many,  whose  hearts 
may  have  gone  astray  after  strange  doctrines.  The  great  chiefs  and 
barons  will  be  ashamed  to  let  the  vassals  of  peaceful  monks  fight 
unaided  against  the  old  enemies  of  Scotland." 

"  It  may  be,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  that  Foster  will  wait  for  Murray, 
whose  purpose  hitherward  is  but  delayed  for  a  short  space." 

"  By  the  rood,  he  will  not,"  said  the  Sub-Prior ;  "  we  know  this  Sir 
John  Foster — a  pestilent  heretic,  he  will  long  to  destroy  the  Church 
— born  a  Borderer,  he  will  thirst  to  plunder  her  of  her  wealth— a 
Border-warden,  he  will  be  eager  to  ride  in  Scotland.  There  are  too 
many  causes  to  urge  him  on.  If  he  joins  with  Murray,  he  will  have 
at  best  but  an  auxiliary's  share  of  the  spoil— if  he  comes  hither  before 
him,  he  will  reckon  on  the  whole  harvest  of  depredation  as  his  own. 
Julian  Avenel  also  has,  as  I  have  heard,  some  spite  against  Sir  John 
Foster;  they  will  fight,  when  they  meet,  with  double  determination. 
— Sacristan,  send  for  our  bailiff— Where  is  the  roll  of  fencible  men 
liable  to  do  suit  and  service  to  the  Halidome? — Send  off  to  the  Baron 
of  Meigallot ;  he  can  raise  threescore  horse  and  better — Say  to  him 
the  Monastery  will  compound  with  him  for  the  customs  of  his  bridge, 
which  have  been  in  controversy,  if  he  will  show  himself  a  friend  at 
such  a  point. — And  now,  my  lord,  let  us  compute  our  possible  num- 
bers, and  those  of  the  enemy,  that  human  blood  be  not  spilled  in  vain 
— Let  us  therefore  calculate " 

"  My  brain  is  dizzied  with  the  emergency,"  said  the  poor  Abbot — 
"  I  am  not,  I  think,  more  a  coward  than  others,  so  far  as  my  own 
person  is  concerned ;  but  speak  to  me  of  marching  and  collecting 
soldiers,  and  calculating  forces,  and  you  may  as  well  tell  of  it  to 
the  youngest  novice  of  a  nunnery.  But  my  resolution  is  taken. — ■ 
Brethren,"  he  said,  rising  up,  and  coming  forward  with  that  dignity 
which  his  comely  person  enabled  him  to  assume,  "hear  for  the  last 
time  the  voice  of  your  Abbot  Boniface.  I  have  done  for  you  the  best 
that  I  could ;  in  quieter  times  I  had  perhaps  done  better,  for  it  was 
for  quiet  that  I  sought  the  cloister,  which  has  been  to  me  a  place  of 
turmoil,  as  much  as  if  I  had  sate  in  the  receipt  of  custom,  or  ridden 
forth  as  leader  of  an  armed  host.  But  now  matters  turn  worse  and 
worse,  and  I,  as  I  grow  old,  am  less  able  to  struggle  with  them. 
Also,  it  becomes  me  not  to  hold  a  place,  whereof  the  duties,  through 
my  default  or  misfortune,  may  be  but  imperfectly  filled  by  me. 
Wherefore,  I  have  resolved  to  demit  this  mine  high  office,  so  that  the 
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order  of  these  matters  may  presently  devolve  upon  Father  Eustatius 
here  present,  our  well-beloved  Sub-Prior;  and  I  now  rejoice  that  he 
hath  not  been  provided  according  to  his  merits  elsewhere,  seeing1 
that  I  well  hope  he  will  succeed  to  the  mitre  and  staff  which  it  is  my 
present  purpose  to  lay  down." 

"  In  the  name  of  our  Lady,  do  nothing  hastily,  my  lord ! "  said 
Father  Nicholas — "I  do  remember  that,  when  the  worthy  Abbot 
Ingelram,  being  in  his  ninetieth  year — for  I  warrant  you  he  could 
remember  when  Benedict  the  Thirteenth  was  deposed — and  being 
ill  at  ease  and  bed-rid,  the  brethren  rounded  in  his  ear  that  he  were 
better  resign  his  office.  And  what  said  he,  being  a  pleasant  man  ? 
marry,  that  while  he  could  crook  his  little  finger  he  would  keep  hold 
of  the  crosier  with  it." 

The  Sacristan  also  strongly  remonstrated  against  the  resolution  of 
his  Superior,  and  set  down  the  insufficiency  he  pleaded  to  the  native 
modesty  of  his  disposition.  The  Abbot  listened  in  downcast  silence; 
even  flattery  could  not  win  his  ear. 

Father  Eustace  took  a  nobler  tone  with  his  disconcerted  and 
dejected  Superior.  "My  Lord  Abbot,"  he  said,  "if  I  have  been 
silent  concerning  the  virtues  with  which  you  have  governed  this 
house,  do  not  think  that  I  am  unaware  of  them.  I  know  that  no 
man  ever  brought  to  your  high  office  a  more  sincere  wish  to  do  well 
to  all  mankind  ;  and  if  your  rule  has  not  been  marked  with  the  bold 
lines  which  sometimes  distinguished  your  spiritual  predecessors, 
their  faults  have  equally  been  strangers  to  your  character." 

"  I  did  not  believe,"  said  the  Abbot,  turning  his  looks  to  Father 
Eustace  with  some  surprise,  "  that  you,  father  of  all  men,  would  have 
done  me  this  justice." 

"  In  your  absence,"  said  the  Sub-Prior,  "  I  have  even  done  it  more 
fully.  Do  not  lose  the  good  opinion  which  all  men  entertain  of  you, 
by  renouncing  your  office  when  your  care  is  most  needed." 

"  But,  my  brother,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  I  leave  a  more  able  in  my 
place." 

"  That  you  do  not,"  said  Eustace ;  "  because  it  is  not  necessary  you 
should  resign,  in  order  to  possess  the  use  of  whatever  experience  or 
talent  I  may  be  accounted  master  of.  I  have  been  long  enough  in 
this  profession  to  know  that  the  individual  qualities  which  any  of  us 
may  have,  are  not  his  own,  but  the  property  of  the  Community,  and 
only  so  far  useful  w7hen  they  promote  the  general  advantage.  If 
you  care  not  in  person,  my  lord,  to  deal  with  this  troublesome  matter, 
let  me  implore  you  to  go  instantly  to  Edinburgh,  and  make  what 
friends  you  can  in  our  behalf,  while  I  in  your  absence  will,  as  Sub- 
Prior,  do  my  duty  in  defence  of  the  Halidome.  If  I  succeed,  may 
the  honour  and  praise  be  yours,  and  if  I  fail,  let  the  disgrace  and 
shame  be  mine  own." 

The  Abbot  mused  for  a  space,  and  then  replied, — "No,  Father 
Eustatius,  you  shall  not  conquer  me  by  your  generosity.  In  times 
like  these,  this  house  must  have  a  stronger  pilotage  than  my  weak 
hands  afford;  and  he  who  steers  the  vessel  must  be  chief  of  the 
crew.  Shame  were  it  to  accept  the  praise  of  other  men's  labours ; 
and,  in  my  poor  mind,  all  the  praise  which  can  be  bestowed  on  him 
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who  uudertakes  a  task  so  perilous  and  perplexing*,  is  a  meed  beneath 
his  merits.  Misfortune  to  him  would  deprive  him  of  an  iota  of  it ! 
Assume,  therefore,  your  authority  to-night,  and  proceed  in  the  pre- 
parations you  judge  necessary.  Let  the  Chapter  be  summoned  to- 
morrow after  we  have  heard  mass,  and  all  shall  be  ordered  as  I  have 
told  you.  Benedicite,  my  brethren  ! — peace  be  with  you!  May  the 
new  Abbot-expectant  sleep  as  sound  as  he  who  is  about  to  resign  his 
mitre." 

They  retired,  affected  even  to  tears.  The  good  Abbot  had  shown 
a  point  of  his  character  to  which  they  were  strangers.  Even  Father 
Eustace  had  held  his  spiritual  Superior  hitherto  as  a  good-humoured, 
indolent,  self-indulgent  man,  whose  chief  merit  was  the  absence  of 
gross  faults ;  so  that  this  sacrifice  of  power  to  a  sense  of  duty,  even 
if  a  little  alloyed  by  the  meaner  motives  of  fear  and  apprehended 
difficulties,  raised  hiin  considerably  in  the  Sub-Prior's  estimation. 
He  even  felt  an  aversion  to  profit  by  the  resignation  of  the  Abbot 
Boniface,  and  in  a  manner  to  rise  on  his  ruins ;  but  this  sentiment  did 
not  long  contend  with  those  which  led  him  to  recollect  higer  consider- 
ations. It  could  not  be  denied  that  Boniface  was  entirely  unfit  for 
his  situation  in  the  present  crisis;  and  the  Sub-Prior  felt  that  he 
himself,  acting  merely  as  a  delegate,  could  not  well  take  the  decisive 
measures  which  the  time  required  ;  the  weal  of  the  Community,  there- 
fore, demanded  his  elevation.  ]f,  besides  there  crept  in  a  feeling  of 
a  high  dignity  obtained  and  the  native  exultation  of  a  haughty  spirit 
called  to  contend  with  the  imminent  dangers  attached  to  a  post  of 
such  distinction,  these  sentiments  were  so  cunningly  blended  and 
amalgamated  with  others  of  a  more  disinterested  nature,  that,  as 
the  Sub-Prior  himself  was  unconscious  of  their  agency,  we,  who  have 
a  regard  for  him,  are  not  solicitous  to  detect  it. 

The  Abbot  elect  carried  himself  with  more  dignity  than  formerly, 
when  giving  such  directions  as  the  pressing  circumstances  of  the 
times  required ;  and  those  who  approached  him  could  perceive  an  un- 
usual kindling  of  his  falcon  eye,  and  an  unusual  flush  upon  his  pale 
and  faded  cheek.  With  briefness  and  precision  he  wrote  and  dictated 
various  letters  to  different  barons,  acquainting  them  with  the  medi- 
tated invasion  of  the  Halidome  by  the  English,  and  conjuring  them 
to  lend  aid  and  assistance  as  in  a  common  cause.  The  temptation 
of  advantage  was  held  out  to  those  whom  he  judged  less  sensible  of 
the  cause  of  honour,  and  all  were  urged  by  the  motives  of  patriotism 
and  ancient  animosity  to  the  English.  The  time  had  been  when  no 
such  exhortations  would  have  been  necessary.  But  so  essential  was 
Elizabeth's  aid  to  the  reformed  party  in  Scotland,  and  so  strong 
was  that  party  almost  everywhere,  that  there  was  reason  to  believe 
a  great  many  would  observe  neutrality  on  the  present  occasion,  even 
if  they  did  not  go  the  length  of  uniting  with  the  English  against  the 
Catholics. 

When  Father  Eustace  considered  the  number  of  the  immediate 
vassals  of  the  Church  whose  aid  he  might  legally  command/.his  heart 
sunk  at  the  thoughts  of  ranking  them  under  the  banner  of  the  fierce 
and  profligate  Julian  Avenel. 
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"Were  the  young*  enthusiast  Halbert  Glendinning  to  be  found," 
thought  Father  Eustace  in  his  anxiety,  "  I  would  have  risked  the 
battle  under  his  leading",  young-  as  he  is,  and  with  better  hope  of  God's 
blessing-.  But  the  bailiff  is  now  too  infirm,  nor  know  I  a  chief  of  name 
whom  I  might  trust  in  this  important  matter  better  than  this  Avenel." 
He  touched  a  bell  which  stood  on  the  table,  and  commanded 
Christie  of  the  Clinthill  to  be  brought  before  him. — "Thouowest 
me  a  life,"  said  he  to  that  person  on  his  entrance,  "  and  I  may  do  thee 
another  good  turn  if  thou  be'st  sincere  with  me." 

Christie  had  already  drained  two  standing-cups  of  wine,  which 
would,  on  another  occasion,  have  added  to  the  insolence  of  his  fami- 
liarity. But  at  present  there  was  something  in  the  augmented  dignity 
of  manner  of  Father  Eustace  which  imposed  a  restraint  on  him.  Yet 
his  answers  partook  of  his  usual  character  of  undaunted  assurance. 
He  professed  himself  willing  to  return  a  true  answer  to  all  inquiries. 

"  Has  the  Baron  (so  styled)  of  Avenel  any  friendship  with  Sir  John 
Foster,  Warden  of  the  West  Marches  of  England  ?  " 

Such  friendship  as  is  between  the  wild-cat  and  the  terrier/'  replied 
the  rider. 

"Will  he  do  battle  with  him  should  they  meet?  " 

"  As  surely,"  answered  Christie,  "  as  ever  cock  fought  on  Shrovetide- 
even." 

"  And  would  he  tight  with  Foster  in  the  Church's  quarrel  ?  " 

"  On  any  quarrel,  or  upon  no  quarrel  whatever,"  replied  the  jack- 
man. 

"  We  will  then  write  to  him,  letting  him  know,  that  if  upon 
occasion  of  an  apprehended  incursion  by  Sir  John  Foster  he  will 
agree  to  join  his  force  with  ours,  he  shall  lead  our  men,  and  be 
gratified  for  doing  so  to  the  extent  of  his  wish. — Yet  one  word  more 
— Thou  didst  say  thou  couldst  find  out  where  the  English  knight 
Piercie  Shafton  has  this  day  fled  to  ? " 

"  That  I  can,  and  bring  him  back  too,  by  fair  means  or  force,  as 
best  likes  your  reverence." 

"  No  force  must  be  used  upon  him.  Within  what  time  wilt  thou 
find  him  out?" 

"Within  thirty  hours,  so  he  have  not  crossed  the  Lothian  firth — If 
it  is  to  do  you  a  pleasure,  I  will  set  off  directly,  and  wind  him  as  a 
sleuth-dog  tracks  the  moss-trooper,"  answered  Christie. 

"  Bring  him  hither  then,  and  thou  wilt  deserve  good  at  our  hands, 
which  I  may  soon  have  free  means  of  bestowing  on  thee." 

"  Thanks  to  your  reverence,  I  put  myself  in  your  reverence's  hands. 
We  of  the  spear  and  snaffle  walk  something  recklessly  through  life  ; 
but  if  a  man  were  worse  than  he  is,  your  reverence  knows  he  must 
live,  and  that's  not  to  be  done  without  shifting,  I  trow." 

"  Peace,  Sir,  and  begone  on  thine  errand — thou  shalt  have  a  letter 
from  us  to  Sir  Piercie." 

Christie  made  two  steps  towards  the  door  ;  then  turning  back  and 
hesitating,  like  one  who  would  make  an  impertinent  pleasantry  if  he 
dared,  he  asked  what  he  was  to  do  with  the  wench  Mysie  Happer, 
whom  the  Southron  knight  had  carried  off  with  him. 
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"  Am  I  to  bring"  her  hither,  please  your  reverence  ?  " 

"  Hither,  you  malapert  knave  ?  "  said  the  churchman ;  "  remember 
you  to  whom  you  speak  ?  " 

4'No  offence  meant,"  replied  Christie  ;  "but  if  such  is  not  your 
will,  I  would  carry  her  to  Avenel  Castle,  where  a  well-favoured 
wench  wTas  never  unwelcome." 

"  Bring*  the  unfortunate  girl  to  her  father's,  and  break  no  scurril 
jests  here,"  said  the  Sub-Prior — "  See  that  thou  guide  her  in  all 
safety  and  honour." 

"  In  safety,  surely,"  said  the  rider,  "  and  in  such  honour  as  her 
outbreak  has  left  her.  I  bid  your  reverence  farewell,  I  must  be  on 
horse  before  cock-crow." 

"  What,  in  the  dark !— how  knowest  thou  which  way  to  go?  " 

"  I  tracked  the  knight's  horse-tread  as  far  as  near  to  the  ford,  as 
we  rode  along  together,"  said  Christie,  "  and  I  observed  the  track 
turn  to  the  northward.  He  is  for  Edinburgh,  I  will  warrant  you — 
so  soon  as  daylight  comes  I  will  be  on  the  road  again,  ft  is  a 
kenspeckle  hoof-mark,  for  the  shoe  was  made  by  old  Eckie  of  Can- 
nobie — I  would  swear  to  the  curve  of  the  cawker."  So  saying,  he 
departed. 

"  Hateful  necessity,'^  said  Father  Eustace,  looking  after  him,  "  that 
obliges  us  to  use  such  implements  as  these  !  But,  assailed  as  wre  are 
on  all  sides,  and  by  all  conditions  of  men,  what  alternative  is  left  us  ? 
— But  now  let  me  to  my  most  needful  task." 

The  Abbot  elect  accordingly  sate  down  to  write  letters,  arrange 
orders,  and  take  upon  him  the  whole  charge  of  an  institution  which 
tottered  to  its  fall, .with  the  same  spirit  of  proud  and  devoted  forti- 
tude wherewith  the  commander  of  a  fortress,  reduced  nearly  to  the 
last  extremity,  calculates  what  means  remain  to  him  to  protract  the 
fatal  hour  of  successful  storm.  In  the  meanwhile  Abbot  Boniface, 
having  given  a  few  natural  sighs  to  the  downfall  of  the  pre-eminence 
he  had  so  long  enjoyed  amongst  his  brethren,  fell  fast  asleep,  leaving 
the  whole  cares  and  toils  of  office  to  his  assistant  and  successor. 
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And  when  he  came  to  broken  briggs, 

He  slack'd  his  bow  and  swam  ; 
And  when  he  came  to  grass  growing, 

Set  down  his  feet  and  ran. 

Gil  Morrice. 

We  return  to  Halbert  Glen  dinning,  who,  as  our  readers  may  re- 
member, took  the  high-road  to  Edinburgh.  His  intercourse  with 
the  preacher  Henry  Warden,  from  whom  he  received  a  letter  at  the 
moment  of  his  deliverance,  had  been  so  brief,  that  he  had  not  even 
learned  the  name  of  the  nobleman  to  whose  care  he  was  recom- 
mended. Something  like  a  name  had  been  spoken  indeed,  but  he 
had  only  comprehended  that  he  was  to  meet  the  chief  advancing 
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towards  the  south,  at  the  head  of  a  party  of  horse.  When  day- 
dawned  on  his  journey,  he  was  in  the  same  uncertainty.  A  hetter 
scholar  would  have  been  informed  by  the  address  of  the  letter,  but 
Halbert  had  not  so  far  profited  by  Father  Eustace's  lessons  as  to  be 
able  to  decipher  it.  His  mother-wit  taught  him  that  he  must  not, 
in  such  uncertain  times,  be  too  hasty  in  asking-  information  of  any 
one  ;  and  when,  after  a  long"  day's  journey,  night^  surprised  him  near 
a  little  village,  he  began  to  be  dubious  and  anxious  concerning  the 
issue  of  his  journey. 

In  a  poor  country,  hospitality  is  generally  exercised  freely,  and 
Halbert,  when  he  requested  a  night's  quarters,  did  nothing  either 
degrading,  or  extraordinary.  The  old  woman,  to  whom  he  made 
this  request,  granted  it  the  more  readily,  that  she  thought  she  saw 
some  resemblance  between  Halbert  and  her  son  Saunders,  who  had 
been  killed  in  one  of  the  frays  so  common  in  the  time.  It  is  true, 
Saunders  was  a  short  square-made  fellow,  with  red  hair  and  a 
freckled  face,  and  somewhat  bandy-legged,  whereas  the  stranger  was 
of  a  brown  complexion,  tall,  and  remarkably  well  made.  Never- 
theless, the  widow  was  clear  that  there  existed  a  general  resem- 
blance betwixt  her  guest  and  Saunders,  and  kindly  pressed  him  to 
share  of  her  evening  cheer.  A  pedlar,  a  man  of  about  forty  ^ears 
old,  was  also  her  guest,  who  talked  with  great  feeling  of  the  misery 
of  pursuing  such  a  profession  as  his  in  the  time  of  war  and  tumult. 

"  We  think  much  of  knights  and  soldiers/'  said  he ;  "  but  the 
pedder-coffe  who  travels  the  land  has  need  of  more  courage  than 
them  all.  I  am  sure  he  maun  face  mair  risk,  God  help  him.  Here 
have  I  come  this  length,  trusting  the  godly  Earl  of  Murray  would 
be  on  his  march  to  the  Borders,  for  he  was  to  have  guestened  with 
the  Baron  of  Avenel ;  and  instead  of  that  comes  news  that  he  has 
gone  westlandways  about  some  tuilzie  in  Ayrshire.  And  what  to  do 
I  wot  not ;  for  if  I  go  to  the  south  without  a  safeguard,  the  next 
bonny  rider  I  meet  might  ease  me  of  sack  and  pack,  and  maybe  of 
my  life  to  boot;  and  then,  if  I  try  to  strike  across  the  moors,  1  may 
be  as  ill  off  before  I  can  join  myself  to  that  good  Lord's  company." 

No  one  was  quicker  at  catching  a  hint  than  Halbert  Glendinning. 
He  said  he  himself  had  a  desire  to  go  westward.  The  pedlar  looked 
at  him  with  a  very  doubtful  air,  when  the  old  dame,  who  perhaps 
thought  her  young  guest  resembled  the  umquhile  Saunders,  not 
only  in  his  looks,  but  in  a  certain  pretty  turn  to  sleight-of-hand,  which 
the  defunct  was  supposed  to  have  possessed,  tipped  him  the  wink, 
and  assured  the  pedlar  he  need  have  no  doubt  that  her  young  cousin 
was  a  true  man. 

"  Cousin ! "  said  the  pedlar,  "  I  thought  you  said  this  youth  had 
been  a  stranger." 

"  111  hearing  makes  ill  rehearsing,"  said  the  landlady ;  "  he  is  a 
stranger  to  me  by  eyesight,  but  that  does  not  make  him  a  stranger  to 
me  by  blood,  more  especially  seeing  his  likeness  to  my  son  Saunders, 
poor  bairn." 

The  pedlar's  scruples  and  jealousies  being  thus  removed,  or  at  least 
silenced,  the  travellers  agreed  that  they  would  proceed  in  company 
together  the  next  morning  by  daybreak,  the  pedlar  acting  as  a  guide 
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to  Glendinning,  and  the  youth  as  a  guard  to  the  pedlar,  until  they 
should  fall  in  with  Murray's  detachment  of  horse.  It  would  appear 
that  the  landlady  never  ioubted  what  was  to  be  the  event  of  this 
compact,  for,  taking"  Glendinning"  aside,  she  charged  him,  "  to  be 
moderate  with  the  puir  body,  but  at  all  events,  not  to  forget  to  take 
a  piece  of  black  say,  to  make  the  auld  wife  a  new  rokelay."  Halbert 
laughed  and  took  his  leave. 

It  did  not  a  little  appal  the  pedlar,  when,  in  the  midst  of  a  black 
heath,  the  young  man  told  him  the  nature  of  the  commission  with 
which  their  hostess  had  charged  him.  He  took  heart,  however, 
upon  seeing  the  open,  frank,  and  friendly  demeanour  of  the  youth, 
and  vented  his  exclamations  on  the  ungrateful  old  traitress.  "I  gave 
her,"  he  said,  "  yester-e'en  nae  farther  gane,  a  yard  of  that  very  black 
say,  to  make  her  a  couvre-chef ;  but  I  see  it  is  ill  done  to  teach  the 
cat  the  way  to  the  kirn." 

Thus  set  at  ease  on  the  intentions  of  his  companion  (for  in  those 
happy  days  the  worst  was  always  to  be  expected  from  a  stranger), 
the  pedlar  acted  as  Halbert's  guide  over  moss  and  moor,  over  hill 
and  many  a  dale,  in  such  a  direction  as  mi<Hit  best  lead  them  towards 
the  route  of  Murray's  party.  At  length  they  arrived  upon  the  side 
of  an  eminence,  which  commanded  a  distant  prospect  over  a  tract  of 
savage  and  desolate  moorland,  marshy  and  waste — an  alternate  change 
of  shingly  hill  and  level  morass,  only  varied  by  blue  stagnant  pools  of 
water.  A  road  scarcely  marked  winded  like  a  serpent  through  this 
wilderness,  and  the  pedlar,  pointing  to  it,  said,  "  The  road  from 
Edinburgh  to  Glasgow.  Here  we  must  wait,  and  if  Murray  and  his 
train  be  not  already  passed  by,  we  shall  soon  see  trace  of  them,  unless 
some  new  purpose  shall  have  altered  their  resolution ;  for  in  these 
blessed  days  no  man,  were  he  the  nearest  the  throne,  as  the  Earl  of 
Murray  may  be,  knows  when  he  lays  his  head  on  his  pillow  at  night 
where  it  is  to  lie  upon  the  following  even." 

They  paused  accordingly,  and  sat  down,  the  pedlar  cautiously  using 
for  a  seat  the  box  which  contained  his  treasures,  and  not  concealing 
from  his  companion  that  he  wore  under  his  cloak  a  pistolet  hanging 
at  his  belt  in  case  of  need.  He  was  courteous,  however,  and  offered 
Halbert  a  share  of  the  provisions  which  he  carried  about  him  for  re- 
freshment. They  were  of  the  coarsest  kind — oat-bread  baked  into 
cakes,  oatmeal  slaked  with  cold  water,  an  onion  or  two,  and  a  morsel 
of  smoked  ham  completed  the  feast.  But  such  as  it  was,  no  Scots- 
man of  the  time,  had  his  rank  been  much  higher  than  that  of  Glen- 
dinning, would  have  refused  to  share  in  it,  especially  as  the  pedlar 
produced,  with  a  mysterious  air,  a  tup's  horn,  which  he  carried  slung 
from  his  shoulders,  and  which,  when  its  contents  were  examined, 
produced  to  each  party  a  clam-shell-full  of  excellent  usquebagh — a 
liquor  strange  to  Halbert,  for  the  strong  waters  known  in  the  south 
of  Scotland  came  from  France,  and  in  fact  such  were  but  rarely  used. 

The  pedlar  recommended  it  as  excellent,  said  he  had  procured  it 
in  his  last  visit  to  the  braes  of  Doune,  where  he  had  securely  traded 
under  the  safe-conduct  of  the  Laird  of  Buchanan.  He  also  set  an 
example  to  Halbert,  by  devoutly  emptying  the  cup  "  to  the  speedy 
downfall  of  Antichrist." 
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Their  conviviality  was  scarce  ended,  ere  a  rising  dust  was  seen  on 
the  road  of  which  they  commanded  the  prospect,  and  half  a  score  of 
horsemen  were  dimly  descried  advancing  at  considerable  speed,  their 
casques  glancing,  and  the  points  of  their  spears  twinkling  as  they 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  sun. 

"  These,"  said  the  pedlar,  "must  be  the  out-scourers  of  Murray's 
party ;  let  us  lie  down  in  the  peat-hag,  and  keep  ourselves  out  of 
sight." 

"  And  why  so  ?  "  said  Halbert ;  "  let  us  rather  go  down  and  make 
a  signal  to  them." 

"  God  forbid ! "  replied  the  pedlar  ;  "  do  you  ken  so  ill  the  customs 
of  our  Scottish  nation  ?  That  plump  of  spears  that  are  spurring  on 
so  fast  are  doubtless  commanded  by  some  wild  kinsman  of  Morton,  or 
some  such  daring  fear-nothing  as  neither  regards  God  nor  man.  It 
is  their  business,  if  they  meet  with  any  enemies,  to  pick  quarrels  and 
clear  the  way  of  them  ;  and  the  chief  knows  nothing  of  what  happens, 
coming  up  with  his  more  discreet  and  moderate  friends,  it  may  be 
a  full  mile  in  the  rear.  Were  we  to  go  near  these  lads  of  the  laird's 
belt,  your  letter  would  do  you  little  good,  and  my  pack^would  do  me 
muckle  black  ill ;  they  would  tirl  every  steek  of  claithes  from  our 
backs,  fling  us  into  a  moss-hag  with  a  stone  at  our  heels,  naked  as 
the  hour  that  brought  us  into  this  cumbered  and  sinful  world,  and 
neither  Murray  nor  any  other  man  ever  the  wiser.  But  if  he  did 
come  to  ken  of  it,  what  might  he  help  it  ? — it  would  be  accounted 
a  mere  mistake,  and  there  were  all  the  moan  made.  O  credit  me,  . 
youth,  that  when  men  draw  cold  steel  on  each  other  in  their  native 
country,  they  neither  can  nor  may  dwell  deeply  on  the  offences  of 
those  whose  swords  are  useful  to  them." 

They  suffered,  therefore,  the  vanguard,  as  it  might  be  termed,  of 
the  Earl  of  Murray's  host  to  pass  forward ;  and  it  was  not  long  until 
a  denser  cloud  of  dust  began  to  arise  to  the  northward. 

"  Now,"  said  the  pedlar,  "  let  us  hurry  down  the  hill ;  for  to  tell 
the  truth,"  said  he,  dragging  Halbert  along  earnestly,  "  a  Scottish 
noble's  march  is  like  a  serpent— the  head  is  furnished  with  fangs, 
and  the  tail  hath  its  sting;  the  only  harmless  point  of  access  is  the 
main  body." 

"  I  will  hasten  as  fast  as  you,"  said  the  youth  ;  "  but  tell  me  why  the 
rearward  of  such  an  army  should  be  as  dangerous  as  the  van  ? " 

"  Because,  as  the  vanguard  consists  of  their  picked  wild  des- 
perates, resolute  for  mischief,  such  as  neither  fear  God  nor  regard 
their  fellow-creatures,  but  understand  themselves  bound  to  hurry 
from  the  road  whatever  is  displeasing  to  themselves,  so  the  rear- 
guard consists  of  misproud  serving-men,  who,  being  in  charge  of  the 
baggage,  take  care  to  amend  by  their  exactions  upon  travelling- 
merchants  and  others,  their  own  thefts  on  their  master's  property. 
You  will  hear  the  advanced  enfans  perdus,  as  the  French  call  them, 
and  so  they  are  indeed,  namely,  children  of  the  fall,  singing  unclean 
and  fulsome  ballads  of  sin  and  harlotrie.  And  then  will  come  on 
the  middle-ward,  when  you  will  hear  the  canticles  and  psalms  sung 
by  the  reforming  nobles,  and  the  gentry,  and  honest  and  pious 
clergy,  by  whom  they  are  accompanied.     And  last  of  all,  you  will 
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find  in  the  rear  a  legend  of  godless  lackeys,  and  palfreniers,  and 
horse-boys,  talking  of  nothing  but  dicing,  drinking,  and  drabbing." 

As  the  pedlar  spoke,  they  had  reached  the  side  of  the  high-road, 
and  Murray's  main  body  was  in  sight,  consisting  of  about  three  hun- 
dred horse,  marching  with  great  regularity,  and  in  a  closely  com- 
pacted body.  Some  of  the  troopers  wore  the  liveries  of  their  mas- 
ters, but  this  was  not  common.  Most  of  them  were  dressed  in  such 
colours  as  chance  dictated.  But  the  majority,  being  clad  in  blue 
cloth,  and  the  whole  armed  with  cuirass  and  back-plate,  with  sleeves 
of  mail,  gauntlets,  and  poldroons,  and  either  mailed  hose  or  strong 
jack-boots,  they  had  something  of  a  uniform  appearance.  Many  of 
the  leaders  were  clad  in  complete  armour,  and  all  in  a  certain  naif- 
military  dress,  which  no  man  of  quality  in  those  disturbed  times  ever 
felt  himself  sufficiently  safe  to  abandon. 

The  foremost  of  this  party  immediately  rode  up  to  the  pedlar  and 
to  Halbert  Glen  dinning,  and  demanded  of  them  who  they  were. 
The  pedlar  told  his  story,  the  young  Glendinning  exhibited  his  let- 
ter, which  a  gentleman  carried  to  Murray.  In  an  instant  after,  the 
word  "  Halt ! "  was  given  through  the  squadron,  and  at  once  the 
onward  heavy  tramp,  which  seemed  the  most  distinctive  attribute  of 
the  body,  ceased,  and  was  heard  no  more.  The  command  was  an- 
nounced that  the  troop  should  halt  here  for  an  hour  to  refresh  them- 
selves and  their  horses.  The  pedlar  was  assured  of  safe  protection, 
and  accommodated  with  the  use  of  a  baggage  horse.  But  at  the 
same  time  he  was  ordered  into  the  rear ;  a  command  which  he  re- 
luctantly obeyed,  and  not  without  wringing  pathetically  the  hand  of 
Halbert  as  he  separated  from  him. 

The  young  heir  of  Glendearg  was  in  the  meanwhile  conducted  to 
a  plot  of  grouud  more  raised,  and  therefore  drier  than  the  rest  of  the 
moor.  Here  a  carpet  was  flung  on  the  ground  by  way  of  table-cloth, 
and  around  it  sat  the  leaders  of  the  party,  partaking  of  an  entertain- 
ment as  coarse,  with  relation  to  their  rank,  as  that  which  Glendin- 
ning had  so  lately  shared.  Murray  himself  rose  as  he  came  forward, 
and  advanced  a  step  to  meet  him. 

This  celebrated  person  had  in  his  appearance,  as  well  as  in  his 
mind,  much  of  the  admirable  qualities  of  James  V.,  his  father.  Had 
not  the  stain  of  illegitimacy  rested  upon  his  birth,  he  would  have 
filled  the  Scottish  throne  with  as  much  honour  as  any  of  the  Stewart 
race.  But  history,  while  she  acknowledges  his  high  talents,  and 
much  that  was  princely,  nay,  royal,  in  his  conduct,  cannot  forget  that 
ambition  led  him  farther  than  honour  or  loyalty  warranted.  Brave 
amongst  the  bravest,  fair  in  presence  and  in  favour,  skilful  to  manage 
the  most  intricate  affairs,  to  attach  to  himself  those  who  were  doubt- 
ful, to  stun  and  overwhelm,  by  the  suddenness  and  intrepidity  of  his 
enterprises,  those  who  were  resolute  in  resistance,  he  attained,  and 
as  to  personal  merit  certainly  deserved,  the  highest  place  in  the 
kingdom.  But  he  abused,  under  the  influence  of  strong  temptation, 
the  opportunities  which  his  sister  Mary's  misfortunes  and  impru- 
dence threw  in  his  way ;  he  supplanted  his  sovereign  and  benefac- 
tress in  her  power,  and  his  history  affords  us  one  of  those  mixed 
characters,  in  which  principle  was  so  often  sacrificed  to  policy,  that 
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we  must  condemn  the  statesman  while  we  pity  and  regret  the  indi- 
vidual. Many  events  in  his  life  give  likelihood  to  the  charge  that  he 
himself  aimed  at  the  crown  ;  and  it  is  too  true,  that  he  countenanced 
the  fatal  expedient  of  establishing'  an  English,  that  is  a  foreign  and 
a  hostile  interest,  in  the  councils  of  Scotland.  But  his  death  may 
be  received  as  an  atonement  for  his  offences,  and  may  serve  to  show 
how  much  more  safe  is  the  person  of  a  real  patriot  than  that  of  the 
mere  head  of  a  faction,  who  is  accounted  answerable  for  the  offences 
of  his  meanest  attendants. 

When  Murray  approached,  the  young  rustic  was  naturally  abashed 
at  the  dignity  of  his  presence.  The  commanding  form  and  "the  coun- 
tenance to  which  high  and  important  thoughts  were  familiar,  the 
features  which  bore  the  resemblance  of  Scotland's  long  line  of  kings, 
were  well  calculated  to  impress  awe  and  reverence.  His  dress  had 
little  to  distinguish  him  from  the  high-born  nobles  and  barons  by 
whom  he  was  attended.  A  buff-coat,  richly  embroidered  with  silken 
lace,  supplied  the  place  of  armour  ;  and  a  massive  gold  chain,  with  its 
medal,  hung  round  his  neck.  His  black  velvet  bonnet  was  decorated 
with  a  string  of  large  and  fair  pearls,  and  with  a  small  tufted  feather ; 
a  long  heavy  sword  was  girt  to  his  side,  as  the  familiar  companion 
of  his  hand.  He  wore  gilded  spurs  on  his  boots,  and  these  completed 
his  equipment. 

"  This  letter,"  he  said,  "  is  from  the  godly  preacher  of  the  word, 
Henry  Warden,  young  man;  is  it  not  so?"  Halbert  answered  in 
the  affirmative.  "  And  he  writes  to  us,  it  would  seem,  in  some  strait, 
and  refers  us  to  you  for  the  circumstances.  Let  us  know,  I  pray 
you,  how  things  stand  with  him." 
^  In  some  perturbation  Halbert  Glen  dinning  gave  an  account  of  the 
circumstances  which  had  accompanied  the  preacher's  imprisonment. 
When  he  came  to  the  discussion  of  the  handfasting  engagement,  he 
was  struck  with  the  ominous  and  displeased  expression  of  Murray's 
brows,  and,  contrary  to  all  prudential  and  politic  rule,  seeing  some- 
thing was  wrong,  yet  notwell  aware  what  that  something  was,  had 
almost  stopped  short  in  his  narrative. 

"  What  ails  the  fool  ?  "  said  the  Earl,  drawing  his  dark  red  eye- 
brows together,  while  the  same  dusky  glow  kindled  on  his  brow — 
"  Hast  thou  not  learned  to  tell  a  true  tale  without  stammering  ?  " 

"  So  please  you,"  answered  Halbert,  with  considerable  address,  "  I 
have  never  before  spoken  in  such  a  presence." 

"  He  seems  a  modest  youth,"  said  Murray,  turning  to  his  next  at- 
tendant, "  and  yet  one  who  in  a  good  cause  will  neither  fear  friend 
nor  foe. — Speak  on,  friend,  and  speek  freely." 

Halbert  then  gave  an  account  of  the  quarrel  betwixt  Julian  Avenel 
and  the  preacher,  which  the  Earl,  biting  his  lip  the  while,  compelled 
himself  to  listen  to  as  a  thing  of  indifference.  At  first  he  appeared 
even  to  take  the  part  of  the  Baron. 

"  Henry  Warden,"  he  said,  "  is  too  hot  in  his  zeal.  The  law  both 
of  God  and  man  maketh  allowance  for  certain  alliances,  though  not 
strictly  formal,  and  the  issue  of  such  may  succeed." 

This  general  declaration,  he  expressed,  accompanying  it  with  a 
glance  around  upon  the  few  followers  who  were  present  at  this  inter- 


254  THE  MONASTERY. 

view.  The  most  of  them  answered — "  There  is  no  contravening" 
that;"  but  one  or  two  looked  on  the  ground,  and  were  silent. 
Murray  then  turned  again  to  Glendinning,  commanding  him  to  say 
what  next  chanced,  and  not  to  omit  any  particular.  When  he  men- 
tioned the  manner  in  which  Julian  had  cast  from  him  his  concubine, 
Murray  drew  a  deep  breath,  set  his  teeth  hard,  and  laid  his  hand  on 
the  hilt  of  his  dagger.  Casting  his  eyes  once  more  around  the 
circle,  which  was  now  augmented  by  one  or  two  of  the  reformed 
preachers,  he  seemed  to  devour  his  rage  in  silence,  and  again  com- 
manded Halbert  to  proceed.  When  he  came  to  describe  how  Warden 
had  been  dragged  to  a  dungeon,  the  Earl  seemed  to  have  found  the 
point  at  which  he  might  give  vent  to  his  own  resentment,  secure  of 
the  sympathy  and  approbation  of  all  who  were  present.  "Judge 
you,"  he  said,  looking  to  those  around  him,  "judge  you,  my  peers, 
and  noble  gentlemen  of  Scotland,  betwixt  me  and  this  Julian  Avenel 
— he  hath  broken  his  own  word,  and  hath  violated  my  safe-conduct 
— and  judge  you  also,  my  reverend  brethren,  he  hath  put  his  hand 
forth  upon  a  preacher  of  the  gospel,  and  perchance  may  sell  his 
blood  to  the  worshippers  of  Antichrist !  " 

"  Let  him  die  the  death  of  a  traitor,"  said  the  secular  chiefs,  "  and 
let  his  tongue  be  struck  through  with  the  hangman's  fiery  iron,  to 
avenge  his  perjury  !  " 

"  Let  him  go  down  to  his  place  with  Baal's  priests,"  said  the 
preachers,  "  and  be  his  ashes  cast  into  Tophet !  " 

Murray  heard  them  with  the  smile  of  expected  revenge ;  yet  it  is 
probable  that  the  brutal  treatment  of  the  female,  whose  circum- 
stances somewhat  resembled  those  of  the  EaiTs  own  mother,  had  its 
share  in  the  grim  smile  which  curled  his  sun-burnt  cheek  and  its , 
haughty  lip.  To  Halbert  Glendinning,  when  his  narrative  was 
finished,  he  spoke  with  great  kindness. 

"  He  is  a  bold  and  gallant  youth,"  said  he  to  those  around,  "  and 
formed  of  the  stuff  which  becomes  a  bustling  time.  There  are 
periods  when  men's  spirits  shine  bravely  through  them.  I  will  know 
something  more  of  him." 

He  questioned  him  more  particularly  concerning  the  Baron  of 
Avenel's  probable  forces— the  strength  of  his  castle — the  dispositions 
of  his  next  heir,  and  this  brought  necessarily  forward  the  sad  history 
of  his  brother's  daughter,  Mary  Avenel,  which  was  told  with  an  em- 
barrassment that  did  not  escape  Murray. 

"  Ha !  Julian  Avenel,"  he  said,  "  and  do  you  provoke  my  resent- 
ment, when  you  have  so  much  more  reason  to  deprecate  my  justice! 
I  knew  Walter  Avenel,  a  true  Scotsman  and  a  good  soldier.  Our 
sister,  the  Queen,  must  right  his  daughter ;  and  were  her  land  re- 
stored, she  would  be  a  fitting  bride  to  some  brave  man  who  may 
better  merit  our  favour  than  the  traitor  Julian."  Then  looking  at 
Halbert,  he  said,  "  Art  thou  of  gentle  blood,  young  man  ?  " 

Halbert,  with  a  faltering  and  uncertain  voice,  began  to  speak  of 
his  distant  pretensions  to  claim  a  descent  from  the  ancient  Glen- 
don  wynes  of  Galloway,  when  Murray  interrupted  him  with  a  smile. 

"  Nay— nay — leave  pedigrees  to  bards  and  heralds.  In  our  days, 
each  man  is  the  son  of  his  own  deeds.     The  glorious  light  of  refor- 
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mation  hath  shone  alike  on  prince  and  peasant ;  and  peasant  as  well 
as  prince  may  be  illustrated  by  fighting1  in  its  defence.  It  is  a 
stirring  world,  where  all  may  advance  themselves  who  have  stout 
hearts  and  strong  arms.  Tell  me  frankly  why  thou  hast  left  thy 
father's  house." 

Halbert  Glendinning  made  a  frank  confession  of  his  duel  with 
Piercie  Shafton,  and  mentioned  his  supposed  death. 

"  By  my  hand,"  said  Murray,  "  thou  art  a  bold  sparrow-hawk,  to 
match  thee  so  early  with  such  a  kite  as  Piercie  Shafton.  Queen 
Elizabeth  would  give  her  glove  filled  with  gold  crowns  to  know  that 
meddling  coxcomb  to  be  under  the  sod.— Would  she  not,  Morton?  " 

"  Ay,  by  my  word,  and  esteem  her  glove  a  better  gift  than  the 
crowns,"  replied  Morton,  "  which  few  Border  lads  like  this  fellow 
will  esteem  just  valuation." 

"  But  what  shall  we  do  with  this  young  homicide  ? "  said  Murray ; 
"  what  will  our  preachers  say  ?  " 

"  Tell  them  of  Moses  and  of  Benaiah,"  said  Morton  ;  "  it  is  but  the 
smiting  of  an  Egyptian  when  all  is  said  out." 

"  Let  it  be  so,"  said  Murray,  laughing  ;  "  but  we  will  bury  the  tale, 
as  the  prophet  did  the  body,  in  the  sand.  I  will  take  care  of  this 
swankie. — Be  near  to  us,  Glendinning,  since  that  is  thy  name.  We 
retain  thee  as  a  squire  of  our  household.  The  master  of  our  horse 
will  see  thee  fully  equipped  and  armed." 

During  the  expedition  which  he  was  now  engaged  in,  Murray 
found  several  opportunities  of  putting  Glendinning's  courage  and 
presence  of  mind  to  the  test,  and  he  began  to  rise  so  rapidly  in  his 
esteem,  that  those  who  knew  the  Earl  considered  the  youth's  fortune 
as  certain.  One  step  only  was  wanting  to  raise  him  to  a  still  higher 
clegree  of  confidence  and  favour — it  was  the  abjuration  of  the  Popish 
religion.  The  ministers  who  attended  upon  Murray,  and  formed  his 
chief  support  amongst  the  people,  found  an  easy  convert  in  Halbert 
Glendinning,  who,  from  his  earliest  days,  had  never  felt  much  devo- 
tion towards  the  Catholic  faith,  and  who  listened  eagerly  to  more 
reasonable  views  of  religion.  By  thus  adopting  the  faith  of  his 
master,  he  rose  higher  in  his  favour,  and  was  constantly  about  his 
person  during  his  prolonged  stay  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  which  the 
intractibility  of  those  whom  the  Earl  had  to  deal  with,  protracted 
from  day  to  day,  and  week  to  week. 


CHAPTER   XXXVI. 

Faint  the  din  of  battle  bray'd 

Distant  down  the  hollow  wind; 
War  and  terror  fled  before, 

Wounds  and  death  were  left  behind. 

Penrose. 

The  autumn  of  the  year  was  well  advanced,  when  the  Earl  of 
Morton,  one  morning  rather  unexpectedly,  entered  the  antechamber 
of  Murray,  in  which  Halbert  Glendinning  was  in  waiting. 
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"  Call  your  master,  Halbert ,"  said  the  Earl ;  "  I  have  news  for  him 
from  Teviotdale  ;  and  for  you  too,  Glendinning.—  News  !  news!  my 
Lord  of  Murray !  "  he  exclaimed  at  the  door  of  the  Earl's  bedroom  ; 
"come  forth  instantly."  The  Earl  appeared,  and  greeted  his  ally, 
demanding1  eagerly  his  tidings. 

"  I  have  had  a  sure  friend  with  me  from  the  south,"  said  Morton  ; 
"  he  has  been  at  Saint  Mary's  Monastery,  and  brings  important 
tidings." 

"  Of  what  complexion?"  said  Murray,  "and  can  you  trust  the 
bearer  ?  " 

"  He  is  faithful,  on  my  life,"  said  Morton ;  "  I  wish  all  around  your 
Lordship  may  prove  equally  so." 

"  At  what  and  whom  do  you  point  ?  "  demanded  Murray. 

"  Here  is  the  Egyptian  of  trusty  Halbert  Glendinning,  our  South- 
land Moses,  come  alive  again,  and  flourishing,  gay  and  bright  as 
ever,  in  that  Teviotdale  Goshen,  the  Halidome  of  Kennaquhair." 

"  What  mean  you,  my  lord  ? "  said  Murray. 

"  Only  that  your  new  henchman  has  put  a  false  tale  upon  you. 
Piercie  Shafton  is  alive  and  well;  by  the  same  token  that  the  gull 
is  thought  to  be  detained  there  by  love  to  a  miller's  daughter,  who 
roamed  the  country  with  him  in  disguise." 

"  Glendinning,"  said  Murray,  bending  his  brow  into  his  darkest 
frown,  "  thou  hast  not,  I  trust,  dared  to  bring  me  a  lie  in  thy  mouth, 
in  order  to  win  my  confidence? " 

"  My  lord,"  said  Halbert,  "  I  am  incapable  of  a  lie.  #  I  should 
choke  on  one  were  my  life  to  require  that  I  pronounced  it.  I  say, 
that  this  sword  of  my  father  was  through  the  body— the  point  came 
out  behind  his  back — the  hilt  pressed  upon  his  breastbone.  And  I 
will  plunge  it  as  deep  in  the  body  of  any  one  who  shall  dare  to  charge 
me  with  falsehood." 

"  How,  fellow ! "  said  Morton,  "  wouldst  thou  beard  a  nobleman  ?  " 

"  Be  silent,  Halbert,"  said  Murray,  "  and  you,  my  Lord  of  Morton, 
forbear  him.     I  see  truth  written  on  his  brow." 

"  I  wish  the  inside  of  the  manuscript  may  correspond  with  the 
superscription,"  replied  his  more  suspicious  ally.  "  Look  to  it,  my 
lord,  you  will  one  day  lose  your  life  by  too  much  confidence." # 

"  And  you  will  lose  your  friends  by  being  too  readily  suspicious," 
answered  Murray.    "  Enough  of  this— let  me  hear  thy  tidings." 

"  Sir  John  Foster,"  said  Morton,  "  is  about  to  send  a  party  into 
Scotland  to  waste  the  Halidome." 

"  How !  without  waiting  my  presence  and  permission  ?  "  said 
Murray — "  he  is  mad—will  he  come  as  an  enemy  into  the  Queen's 
country  ?  " 

"He  has  Elizabeth's  express  orders,"  answered  Morton,  "and  they 
are  not  to  be  trifled  with.  Indeed,  his  march  has  been  more  than 
once  projected  and  laid  aside  during  the  time  we  have  been  here, 
and  has  caused  much  alarm  at  Kennaquhair.  Boniface,  the  old 
Abbot,  has  resigned,  and  whom  think  you  they  have  chosen  in  his 
place?" 

"  No  one  surely,"  said  Murray  ;  "  they  would  presume  to  hold  no 
election  until  the  Queen's  pleasure  and  mine  were  known  ? " 
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Morton  shrugged  his  shoulders — "  They  have  chosen  the  pupil  of 
old  Cardinal  Beatoun,  that  wily  determined  champion  of  Rome,  the 
bosom  friend  of  our  busy  Primate  of  Saint  Andrews.  Eustace,  late 
the  Sub-Prior  of  Kennaquhair,  is  now  its  Abbot,  and,  like  a  second 
Pope  Julius,  is  levying*  men  and  making  musters  to  fight  with  Foster 
if  he  comes  forward." 

"  We  must  prevent  that  meeting,"  said  Murray  hastily ;  "  which- 
ever party  wins  the  day,  it  were  a  fatal  encounter  for  us — Who  com- 
mands the  troop  of  the  Abbot  ?  " 

"  Our  faithful  old  friend,  Julian  Avenel,  nothing  less,"  answered 
Morton. 

"  Glendinning,"  said  Murray,  "  sound  trumpets  to  horse  directly, 
and  let  all  who  love  us  get  on  horseback  without  delay — Yes,  my 
lord,  this  were  indeed  a  fatal  dilemma.  If  we  take  part  with  our 
English  friends,  the  country  will  cry  shame  on  us— the  very  old  wives 
will  attack  us  with  their  rocks  and  spindles — the  very  stones  of  the 
street  will  rise  up  against  us — we  cannot  set  our  face  to  such  a  deed 
of  infamy.  And  my  sister,  whose  confidence  I  already  have  such 
difficulty  in  preserving,  will  altogether  withdraw  it  from  me.  Then, 
were  we  to  oppose  the  English  Warden,  Elizabeth  would  call  it  a 
protecting  of  her  enemies  and  what  not,  and  we  should  lose  her." 

"  The  she-dragon,"  said  Morton,  "  is  the  best  card  in  our  pack ; 
and  yet  I  would  not  willingly  stand  still  and  see  English  blades  carve 
Scots  flesh — What  say  you  to  loitering  by  the  way,  marching  far  and 
easy  for  fear  of  spoiling  our  horses  ?  They  might  then  fight  dog  fight 
bull,  fight  Abbot  fight  archer,  and  no  one  could  blame  us  for  what 
chanced  when  we  were  not  present." 

"  All  would  blame  us,  James  Douglas,"  replied  Murray ;  "  we 
should  lose  both  sides — we  had  better  advance  with  the  utmost  celer- 
ity, and  do  what  we  can  to  keep  the  peace  betwixt  them. — I  would 
the  nag  that  brought  Piereie  Shafton  hither  had  broken  his  neck 
over  the  highest  heuch  in  Northumberland ! — He  is  a  proper  coxcomb 
to  make  all  this  bustle  about,  and  to  occasion  perhaps  a  national  war." 

"  Had  we  known  in  time,"  said  Douglas,  "  we  might  have  had  him 
privily  waited  upon  as  he  entered  the  Borders ;  there  are  strapping 
lads  enough  would  have  rid  us  of  him  for  the  lucre  of  his  spur- whang.1 
But  to  the  saddle,  James  Stuart,  since  so  the  phrase  goes.  I  hear 
your  trumpets  sound  to  horse  and  away — we  shall  soon  see  which 
nag  is  best  breathed." 

Followed  by  a  train  of  about  three  hundred  well-mounted  men-at- 
arms,  these  two  powerful  barons  directed  their  c<  urse  to  Dumfries, 
and  from  thence  eastward  to  Teviotdale,  marching  at  a  rate,  which, 
as  Morton  had  foretold,  soon  disabled  a  good  many  of  their  horses, 
so  that  when  they  approached  the  scene  of  expected  action,  there 
were  not  above  two  hundred  of  their  train  remaining  in  a  body  and 
of  these  most  were  mounted  on  steeds  which  had  been  sorely  jaded. 

They  had  hitherto  been  amused  and  agitated  by  various  reports 
concerning  the  advance  of  the  English  soldiers,  and  the  degree  of 
resistance  which  the  Abbot  was  able  to  oppose  to  them.     But  when 

l  Bpur -whang— Spur- leather. 
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they  were  six  or  seven  miles  from  Saint  Mary's  of  Kennaquhair,  a 
gentleman  of  the  country,  whom  Murray  had  summoned  to  attend 
him,  and  on  whose  intelligence  he  knew  he  could  rely,  arrived  at  the 
head  of  two  or  three  servants,  "  bloody  with  spurring,  fiery  red  with 
haste."  According  to  his  report,.Sir  John  Foster,  after  several  times 
announcing,  and  as  often  delaying,  his  intended  incursion,  had  at  last 
been  so  stung  with  the  news  that  Piercie  Shafton  was  openly  residing 
within  the  Halidome,  that  he  determined  to  execute  the  commands 
of  his  mistress,  which  directed  him,  at  every  risk,  to  make  himself 
master  of  the  Euphuist's  person.  The  Abbot's  unceasing  exertions 
had  collected  a  body  of  men  almost  equal  in  number  to  those  of  the 
English  Warden,  but  less^  practised  in  arms.  They  were  united 
under  the  command  of  Julian  Avenel,  and  it  was  apprehended  they 
would  join  battle  upon  the  banks  of  a  small  stream  which  forms  the 
verge  of  the  Halidome. 

"  Who  knows  the  place  ?  "  said  Murray. 

"  I  do,  my  lord,"  answered  Glen  dinning. 

"  'Tis  well,"  said  the  Earl ;  "  take  a  score  of  the  best-mounted 
horse — make  what  haste  thou  canst,  and  announce  to  them  that  I  am 
coming  up  instantly  with  a  strong  power,  and  will  cut  to  pieces,  with- 
out mercy,  whichever  party  strikes  the  first  blow.  Davidson,"  said 
he  to  the  gentleman  who  brought  the  intelligence,  "  thou  shalt  be 
my  guide. — Hie  thee  on,  Glendinning— Say  to  Foster,  I  conjure  him, 
as  he  respects  his  mistress's  service,  that  he  will  leave  the  matter  in 
my  hands.  Say  to  the  Abbot,  I  will  burn  the  Monastery  over  his 
head,  if  he  strikes  a  stroke  till  I  come — Tell  the  dog,  Julian  Avenel, 
that  he  hath  already  one  deep  score  to  settle  with  me— I  will  set  his 
head  on  the  top  of  the  highest  pinnacle  of  Saint  Mary's,  if  he  pre- 
sume to  open  another.  Make  haste,  and  spare  not  the  spur  for  fear 
of  spoiling  horse-flesh." 

"  Your  bidding  shall  be  obeyed,  my  lord,"  said  Glendinning;  and 
choosing  those  whose  horses  were  in  best  plight  to  be  his  attendants, 
he  went  off  as  fast  as  the  jaded  state  of  their  cavalry  permitted.  Hill 
and  hollow  vanished  from  under  the  feet  of  the  chargers. 

They  had  not  ridden  half  the  way,  when  they  met  stragglers  coming 
off  from  the  field,  whose  appearance  announced  that  the  conflict  was 
begun.  Two  supported  in  their  arms  a  third,  their  elder  brother, 
who  was  pierced  with  an  arrow  through  the  body.  Halbert,  who 
knew  them  to  belong  to  the  Halidome,  called  them  by  their  names, 
and  questioned  them  of  the  state  of  the  affray;  but  just  then,  in  spite 
of  their  efforts  to  retain  him  in  the  saddle,  their  brother  dropped  from 
the  horse,  and  they  dismounted  in  haste  to  receive  his  last  breath. 
From  men  thus  engaged,  no  information  was  to  be  obtained.  Glen- 
dinning, therefore,  pushed  on  with  his  little  troop,  the  more  anxiously 
as  he  perceived  other  stragglers,  bearing  Saint  Andrew's  cross  upon 
their  caps  and  corslets,  flying  apparently  from  the  field  of  battle. 
Most  of  these,  when  they  were  aware  of  a  body  of  horsemen  ap- 
proaching on  the  road,  held  to  the  one  hand  or  the  other,  at  such  a 
distance  as  precluded  coming  to  speech  of  them.  Others,  whose 
fear  was  more  intense,  kept  the  onward  road,  galloping*  wildly  as 
fast  as  their  horses  could  carry  them,  and  when  questioned,  only 
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glared  without  reply  on  those  who  spoke  to  them,  and  rode  on  with- 
out drawing*  bridle.  Several  of  these  were  also  known  to  Halbert, 
who  had  therefore  no  doubt,  from  the  circumstances  in  which  he  met 
them,  that  the  men  of  the  Halidome  were  defeated.  He  became  now 
unspeakably  anxious  concerning'  the  fate  of  his  brother,  who,  he  could 
not  doubt,  must  have  been  engaged  in  the  affray.  He  therefore  in- 
creased the  speed  of  his  horse,  so  that  not  above  five  or  six  of  his 
followers  could  keep  up  with  him.  At  length  he  reached  a  little  hill, 
at  the  descent  of  which,  surrounded  by  a  semicircular  sweep  of  a 
small  stream,  lay  the  plain  which  had  been  the  scene  of  the  skirmish. 

It  was  a  melancholy  spectacle.  War  and  terror,  to  use  the  ex- 
pression of  the  poet,  had  rushed  on  to  the  held,  and  left  only  wounds 
and  death  behind  them.  The  battle  had  been  stoutly  contested,  as 
was  almost  always  the  case  with  these  Border  skirmishes,  where 
ancient  hatred  and  mutual  injuries  made  men  stubborn  in  maintain- 
ing' the  cause  of  their  conflict.  Towards  the  middle  of  the  plain 
there  lay  the  bodies  of  several  men  who  had  fallen  in  the  very  act  of 
grappling  with  the  enemy  ;  and  there  were  seen  countenances  which 
still  bore  the  stern  expression  of  unextinguishable  hate  and  defiance, 
hands  which  clasped  the  hilt  of  the  broken  falchion,  or  strove  in  vain 
to  pluck  the  deadly  arrow  from  the  wound.  Some  were  wounded, 
and,  cowed  of  the  courage  they  had  lately  shown,  were  begging  aid, 
and  craving  water,  in  a  tone  of  melancholy  depression,  while  others 
tried  to  teach  the  faltering  tongue  to  pronounce  some  half-forgotten 
prayer,  which,  even  when  first  learned,  they  had  but  half-understood. 
Halbert,  uncertain  what  course  he  was  next  to  pursue,  rode  through 
the  plain  to  see  if,  among  the  dead  or  wounded,  he  could  discover 
any  traces  of  his  brother  Edward.  He  experienced  no  interruption 
from  the  English.  A  distant  cloud  of  dust  announced  that  they  were 
still  pursuing  the  scattered  fugitives,  and  he  guessed,  that  to  approach 
them  with  his  followers,  until  they  were  again  under  some  command, 
would  be  to  throw  away  his  own  life,  and  that  of  his  men,  whom  the 
victors  would  instantly  confound  with  the  Scots,  against  whom  they 
had  been  successful.  He  resolved,  therefore,  to  pause  until  Murray 
came  up  with  his  forces,  to  which  he  was  the  more  readily  moved,  as 
he  heard  the  trumpets  of  the  English  Warden  sounding  the  retreat, 
and  recalling  from  the  pursuit.  He  drew  his  men  together,  and  made 
a  stand  in  an  advantageous  spot  of  ground,  which  had  been  occupied 
by  the  Scots  in  the  beginning  of  the  action,  and  most  fiercely  dis- 
puted while  the  skirmish  lasted. 

While  he  stood  here,  Halbert's  ear  was  assailed  by  the  feeble  moan 
of  a  woman,  which  he  had  not  expected  to  hear  amid  that  scene, 
until  the  retreat  of  the  foes  had  permitted  the  relations  of  the  slain 
to  approach,  for  the  purpose  of  paying  them  the  last  duties.  He 
looked  with  anxiety,  and  at  length  observed,  that  by  the  body  of  a 
knight  in  bright  armour,  whose  crest,  though  soiled  and  broken,  still 
showed  the  marks  of  rank  and  birth,  there  sat  a  female,  wrapt  in 
a  horseman's  cloak,  and  holding  something  pressed  against  her  bosom, 
which  he  soon  discovered  to  be  a  child.  He  glanced  towards  the 
English.  They  advanced  not,  and  the  continued  and  prolonged 
sound  of  their  trumpets,  with  the  shouts  of  the  leaders,  announced 


200  m  THE   MONASTERY. 

that  their  powers  would  not  be  instantly  reassembled.  He  had,  there- 
fore, a  moment  to  look  after  this  unfortunate  woman.  He  gave  his 
horse  to  a  spearman  as  he  dismounted,  and  approaching'  the  unhappy 
female,  asked  her,  in  the  most  soothing'  tone  he  could  assume,  whether 
he  could  assist  her  in  her  distress.  The  mourner  made  him  no  direct 
answer;  but  endeavouring',  with  a  trembling  and  unskilful  hand,  to 
undo  the  spring's  of  the  visor  and  gorget,  said,  in  a  tone  of  impatient 
grief,  "Oh,  he  would  recover  instantly  could  I  but  give  him  air — 
land  and  living,  life  and  honour,  would  I  give  for  the  power  of  undoing 
these  cruel  iron  platings  that  suffocate  him  !  "  He  that  would  soothe 
sorrow  must  not  argue  on  the  vanity  of  the  most  deceitful  hopes. 
The  body  lay  as  that  of  one  whose  last  draught  of  vital  air  had  been 
drawn,  and  who  must  never  more  have  concern  with  the  nether  sky. 
But  Halbert  Glendinning  failed  not  to  raise  the  visor  and  cast  loose 
the  gorget,  when,  to  his  great  surprise,  he  recognised  the  pale  face 
of  Julian  Avenel.  His  last  fight  was  over,  the  fierce  and  turbid  spirit 
had  departed  in  the  strife  in  which  it  had  so  long  delighted. 

"  Alas  !  he  is  gone/'  said  Halbert,  speaking  to  the  young  woman, 
in  whom  he  had  now  no  difficulty  of  knowing  the  unhappy  Catherine. 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no !  n  she  reiterated,  "  do  not  say  so — he  is  not  dead 
— he  is  but  in  a  swoon.  I  have  lain  as  long  in  one  myself— and  then 
his  voice  would  rouse  me,  when  he  spoke  kindly,  and  said,  Catherine, 
look  up  for  my  sake — And  look  up,  Julian,  for  mine ! "  she  said, 
addressing  the  senseless  corpse  ;  "  I  know  you  do  but  counterfeit  to 
frighten  me,  but  I  am  not  frightened,"  she  added,  with  an  hysterical 
attempt  to  laugh ;  and  then  instantly  changing  her  tone,  entreated 
him  to  "  speak,  were  it  but  to  curse  my  folly.  Oh,  the  rudest  word 
you  ever  said  to  me  would  now  sound  like  the  dearest  you  wasted  on 
me  before  I  gave  you  all.  Lift  him  up/'  she  said,  "  lift  him  up  for 
God's  sake ! — have  you  no  compassion  ?  He  promised  to  wed  me  if 
1  bore  him  a  boy,  and  this  child  is  so  like  to  its  father ! — How  shall 
he  keep  his  word,  if  you  do  not  help  me  to  awaken  him  ? — Christie 
of  the  Clinthill,  Rowley,  Hutcheon !  ye  were  constant  at  his  feast, 
but  ye  fled  from  him  at  the  fray,  false  villains  as  ye  are ! " 

"Not  I,  bv  Heaven! "  said  a  dying  man,  who  made  some  shift  to 
raise  himself  on  his  elbow,  and  discovered  to  Halbert  the  well-known 
features  of  Christie  ;  "  I  fled  not  a  foot,  and  a  man  can  but  fight  while 
his  breath  lasts — mine  is  going  fast — So,  youngster,"  said  he,  looking 
at  Glendinning,  and  seeing  his  military  dress,  "  thou  hast  ta'en  the 
basnet  at  last;  it  is  a  better  cap  to  live  in  than  die  in.  I  would 
chance  had  sent  thy  brother  here  instead — there  was  good  in  him — 
hut  thou  art  as  wild,  and  wilt  soon  be  as  wicked  as  myself." 

"  God  forbid !  "  said  Halbert  hastily. 

"  Marry,  and  amen,  with  all  my  heart/'  said  the  wounded  man, 
"  there  will  be  company  enow  without  thee  where  I  am  going.  But 
God  be  praised  1  had  no  hand  in  that  wickedness,"  said  he,  looking 
to  poor  Catherine ;  and  with  some  exclamation  in  his  mouth,  that 
sounded  betwixt  a  prayer  and  a  curse,  the  soul  of  Christie  of  the 
Clinthill  took  wing  to  the  last  account. 

Deeply  wrapt  in  the  painful  interest  which  these  shocking  events 
had  excited,  Glendinning  forgot  for  a  moment  his  own  situation  and 
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duties,  and  was  first  recalled  to  them  by  a  trampling1  of  horse,  and 
the  cry  of  Saint  George  for  England/ which  the  English  soldiers 
still  continued  to  use.  His  handful  of  men,  for  most  of  the  strag- 
glers had  waited  for  Murray's  coming  up,  remained  on  horseback, 
holding  their  lances  upright,  having  no  command  either  to  submit 
or  resist. 

"  There  stands  our  Captain/'  said  one  of  them,  as  a  strong  party 
of  English  came  up,  the  vanguard  of  Foster's  troop. 

"  Your  Captain  !  with  his  sword  sheathed,  and  on  foot  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  enemy  ?  a  raw  soldier,  I  warrant  him,"  said  the  English 
leader.  "  So !  ho !  young  man,  is  your  dream  out,  and  will  you  now 
answer  me  if  you  will  fight  or  fly?  " 

"  Neither,"  answered  Halbert  Glendinning,  with  great  tranquil- 
lity. 

"  Then  throw  down  thy  sword  and  yield  thee,"  answered  the  Eng- 
lishman. 

"  Not  till  I  can  help  myself  no  otherwise,"  said  Halbert,  with  the 
same  moderation  of  tone  and  manner. 

"  Art  thou  for  thine  own  hand,  friend,  or  to  whom  dost  thou  owe 
service  ?  "  demanded  the  English  Captain. 

"  To  the  noble  Earl  of  Murray." 

"  Then  thou  servest,"  said  the  Southron,  "  the  most  disloyal  noble- 
man who  breathes — false  both  to  England  and  Scotland." 

"  Thou  liest !  "  said  Glendinning,  regardless  of  all  consequences. 

"  Ha !  art  thou  so  hot  now,  and  wert  so  cold  but  a  minute  since  ? 
I  lie,  do  I  ?    Wilt  thou  do  battle  with  me  on  that  quarrel  ?  *\ 

"  With  one  to  one — one  to  two — or  two  to  live,  as  you  list,"  said 
Halbert  Glendinning' ;  "  grant  me  but  a  fair  field." 

"That  thou  shalt  have.— Stand  back,  my  mates,"  said  the  brave 
Englishman.  •'  If  I  fall,  give  him  fair  play,  and  let  him  go  off*  free 
with  his  people." 

i  "  Long  life  to  the  noble  Captain ! "  cried  the  soldiers,  as  impa- 
tient to  see  the  duel  as  if  it  had  been  a  bull-baiting. 

"  He  will  have  a  short  life  of  it,  though,"  said  the  sergeant,  "if  he, 
an  old  man  of  sixty,  is  to  fight  for  any  reason,  or  for  no  reason,  with 
every  man  he  meets,  and  especially  the  young  fellows  he  might  be 
father  to.— And  here  comes  the  Warden  besides,  to  see  the  sword- 
play." 

In  fact,  Sir  John  Foster  came  up  with  a  considerable  body  of  his 
horsemen,  just  as  his  Captain,  whose  age  rendered  him  unequal  to 
the  combat  with  so  strong  and  active  a  youth  as  Glendinning,  was 
deprived  of  his  sword. 

"  Take  it  up  for  shame,  old  Stawarth  Bolton,"  said  the  English 
Warden  ;  "  and  thou,  young  man,  tell  me  who  and  what  thou  art  ?  " 

"  A  follower  of  the  Earl  of  Murray,  who  bore  his  will  to  your  hon- 
our," answered  Glendinning ;  "  but  here  he  comes  to  say  it  himself. 
I  see  the  van  of  his  horsemen  come  over  the  hills." 

"  Get  into  order,  my  masters,"  said  Sir  John  Foster  to  his  fol- 
lowers ;  "  you  that  have  broken  your  spears,  draw  your  swords.  We 
are  something  unprovided  for  a  second  field,  but  if  yonder  dark  cloud 
on  the  hill  edge  bring  us  foul  weather,  we  must  bear  as  bravely  as 
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our  broken  cloaks  will  bide  it.  Meanwhile,  Stawarth,  we  have  got 
the  deer  we  have  hunted  for — here  is  Piercie  Shafton  hard  and  fast 
betwixt  two  troopers." 

"  Who,  that  lad  ?  "  said  Bolton  ;  "  he  is  no  more  Piercie  Shafton 
than  I  am.  He  hath  his  gay  cloak  indeed— but  Piercie  Shafton  is 
a  round  dozen  of  years  older  than  that  slip  of  roguery.  I  have 
known  him  since  he  was  thus  high.  Did  you  never  see  him  in  the 
tilt-yard  or  in  the  presence  ?  " 

"  To  the  devil  with  such  vanities  !  "  said  Sir  John  Foster  ;  "  when 
had  I  leisure  for  them  or  anything  else  ?  During  my  whole  life  has 
she  kept  me  to  this  hangman's  office,  chasing  thieves  one  day  and 
traitors  another,  in  daily  fear  of  my  life ;  the  lance  never  hung  up  in 
the  hall,  the  foot  never  out  of  the  stirrup,  the  saddles  never  off  my 
nags'  backs ;  and  now,  because  I  have  been  mistaken  in  the  person 
of  a  man  I  never  saw,  I  warrant  me,  the  next  letters  from  the  Privy 
Council  will  rate  me  as  I  were  a  dog — a  man  were  better  dead  than 
thus  slaved  and  harassed." 

A  trumpet  interrupted  Foster's  complaints,  and  a  Scottish  pur- 
suivant who  attended,  declared  "that  the  noble  Earl  of  Murray 
desired,  in  all  honour  and  safety,  a  personal  conference  with  Sir 
John  Foster,  midway  between  their  parties,  with  six  of  company  in 
each,  and  ten  free  minutes  to  come  and  go." 

"  And  now,"  said  the  Englishman,  "  comes  another  plague.  I 
must  go  speak  with  yonder  false  Scot,  and  he  knows  how  to  frame 
his  devices,  to  cast  dust  in  the  eyes  of  a  plain  man,  as  well  as  ever  a 
knave  in  the  north.  I  am  no  match  for  him  in  words,  and  for  hard 
blows  we  are  but  too  ill  provided. — Pursuivant,  we  grant  the  confer- 
ence and  you,  Sir  Swordsman  "  (speaking  to  young  Glendinning), 
"draw  off  with  your  troopers  to  your  own  party — march — attend 
your  Earl's  trumpet.  Stawarth  Bolton,  put  our  troop  in  order,  and 
De  ready  to  move  forward  at  the  wagging  of  a  finger.  Get  you 
gone  to  your  own  friends,  I  tell  you,  Sir  Squire,  and  loiter  not 
here." 

Notwithstanding  this  peremptory  order,  Halbert  Glendinning 
could  not  help  stopping  to  cast  a  look  upon  the  unfortunate  Cathe- 
rine, who  lay  insensible  of  the  danger  and  of  the  trampling  of  so 
many  horses  around  her,  insensible,  as  the  second  glance  assured 
him,  of  all  and  for  ever.  Glendinning  almost  rejoiced  when  he  saw 
that  the  last  misery  of  life  was  over,  and  that  the  hoofs  of  the  war- 
horses,  amongst  which  he  was  compelled  to  leave  her,  could  only 
injure  and  deface  a  senseless  corpse.  He  caught  the  infant  from  her 
arms,  half  ashamed  of  the  shout  of  laughter  which  rose  on  all  sides, 
at  seeing  an  armed  man  in  such  a  situation  assume  such  an  unwanted 
and  inconvenient  burden. 

"  Shoulder  your  infant!  "  cried  a  harquebusier. 

"  Port  your  infant !  "  said  a  pikeman. 

"  Peace,  ye  brutes,"  said  Stawarth  Bolton,  "and  respect  humanity 
in  others,  if  you  have  none  yourselves.  I  pardon  the  lad  having 
done  some  discredit  to  my  grey  hairs,  when  1  see  him  take  care  of 
that  helpless  creature,  which  ye  would  have  trampled  upon  as  if  ye 
had  been  littered  of  bitch-wolves,  not  born  of  women."  * 
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While  this  passed,  the  leaders  on  either  side  met  in  the  neutral 
space  betwixt  the  forces  of  either,  and  the  Earl  accosted  the  English 
Warden :  "  Is  this  fair  or  honest  usage,  Sir  John,  or  for  whom  do 
you  hold  the  Earl  of  Morton  and  myself,  that  you  ride  in  Scot- 
land with  arrayed  banner,  fight,  slay,  and  make  prisoners  at  your 
own  pleasure  ?  Is  it  well  done,  think  you,  to  spoil  our  land  and  shed 
our  blood,  after  the  many  proofs  we  have  given  to  your  mistress  of 
our  devotion  due  to  her  will,  saving  always  the  allegiance  due  to  our 
own  sovereign  ? " 

"  My  Lord  of  Murray,"  answered  Foster,  "  all  the  world  knows 
you  to  be  a  man  of  quick  ingine  and  deep  wisdom,  and  these  several 
weeks  have  you  held  me  in  hand  with  promising  to  arrest  my  sove- 
reign mistress's  rebel,  this  Piercie  Shafton  of  Wilverton,  and  you 
have  never  kept  your  wrord,  alleging  turmoils  in  the  west,  and  I  wot 
not  what  other  causes  of  hindrance.  Now,  since  he  has  had  the 
insolence  to  return  hither,  and  live  openly  within  ten  miles  of  Eng- 
land, I  could  no  longer,  in  plain  duty  to  my  mistress  and  queen,  tarry 
upon  your  successive  delays,  and  therefore  I  have  used  her  force  to 
take  her  rebel,  by  the  strong  hand,  wherever  I  can  find  him." 

"And  is  Piercie  Shafton  in  your  hands,  then?"  said  the  Earl  of 
Murray.  "  Be  aware  that  I  may  not,  without  my  own  great  shame, 
suffer  you  to  remove  him  hence  without  doing  battle." 

"  Will  you,  Lord  Earl,  after  all  the  advantages  you  have  received 
at  the  hands  of  the  Queen  of  England,  do  battle  in  the  cause  of  her 
rebel  ?  "  said  Sir  John  Foster. 

"Not  so,  Sir  John,"  answered  the  Earl,  "but  I  will  fight  to  the 
death  in  defence  of  the  liberties  of  our  free  kingdom  of  Scotland." 

"By  my  faith,"  said  Sir  John  Foster,  "I  am  well  content — my 
sword  is  not  blunted  with  all  it  has  done  yet  this  day." 

"  By  my  honour,  Sir  John,"  said  Sir  George  Heron  of  Chipchase, 
"there  is  but  little  reason  we  should  fight  these  Scottish  Lords  e'en 
now,  for  I  hold  opinion  with  old  Stawarth  Bolton,  and  believe  yon- 
der prisoner  to  be  no  more  Piercie  Shafton  than  he  is  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland ;  and  you  were  but  ill  advised  to  break  the  peace 
betwixt  the  countries  for  a  prisoner  of  less  consequence  than  that 
gay  mischief-maker." 

"  Sir  George,"  replied  Foster,  "  I  have  often  heard  you  herons  are 
afraid  of  hawks — Nay,  lay  not  hand  on  sword,  man— I  did  but  jest ; 
and  for  this  prisoner,  let  him  be  brought  up  hither,  that  we  may  see 
who  or  what  he  is — always  under  assurance,  my  Lords,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  the  Scots. 

"Upon  our  word  and  honour,"  said  Morton,  "we  will  offer  no 
violence." 

The  laugh  turned  against  Sir  John  Foster  considerably,  when  the 
prisoner,  being  brought  up,  proved  not  only  a  different  person  from 
Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  but  a  female  in  man's  attire. 

"  Pluck  the  mantle  from  the  quean's  face,  and  cast  her  to  the 
horse-boys,"  said  Foster ;  "  she  has  kept  such  company  ere  now,  I 
warrant." 

Even  Murray  was  moved  to  laughter,  no  common  thing  with  him, 
at  the  disappointment  of  the  English  Warden ;  but  he  would  not 
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permit  any  violence  to  be  offered  to  the  fair  Molinara,  who  had  thus 
a  second  time  rescued  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  at  her  own  personal  risk. 

"  You  have  already  done  more  mischief  than  you  can  well  answer," 
said  the  Earl  to  the  English  Warden,  "  and  it  were  dishonour  to  me 
should  I  permit  you  to  harm  a  hair  of  this  young*  woman's  head." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Morton,  "  if  Sir  John  will  ride  apart  with  me  but 
for  one  moment,  I  will  show  him  such  reasons  as  shall  make  him 
content  to  depart,  and  to  refer  this  unhappy  day's  work  to  the  judg- 
ment of  the  Commissioners  nominated  to  try  offences  on  the  Border." 

He  then  led  Sir  John  Foster  aside,  and  spoke  to  him  in  this  man- 
ner : — "  Sir  John  Foster,  I  much  marvel  that  a  man  who  knows 
your  Queen  Elizabeth  as  you  do,  should  not  know  that,  if  you  hope 
anything'  from  her,  it  must  be  for  doing"  her  useful  service,  not  for 
involving"  her  in  quarrels  with  her  neighbours  without  any  advan- 
tage. Sir  Knight,  I  will  speak  frankly  what  I  know  to  be  true. 
Had  you  seized  the  true  Piercie  Shafton  by  this  ill-advised  inroad ; 
and  had  your  deed  threatened,  as  most  likely  it  might,  a  breach  be- 
twixt the  countries,  your  politic  princess  and  her  politic  council 
would  rather  have  disgraced  Sir  John  Foster  than  entered  into  war 
in  his  behalf.  But  now  that  you  have  stricken  short  of  your  aim, 
you  may  rely  on  it  you  will  have  little  thanks  for  carrying  the  mat- 
ter farther.  I  will  work  thus  far  on  the  Earl  of  Murray,  that  he 
will  undertake  to  dismiss  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  from  the  realm  of 
Scotland. — Be  well  advised,  and  let  the  matter  now  pass  off — you 
will  gain  nothing  by  farther  violence,  for  if  we  fight,  you  as  the 
fewer  and  the  weaker  through  your  former  action,  will  needs  have 
the  worse." 

Sir  John  Foster  listened  with  his  head  declining  on  his  breast- 
plate. 

"  It  is  a  cursed  chance,"  he  said,  "  and  I  shall  have  little  thanks 
for  my  day's  work." 

He  then  rode  up  to  Murray,  and  said,  that,  in  deference  to  his 
Lordship's  presence  and  that  of  my  Lord  of  Morton,  he  had  come  to 
the  resolution  of  withdrawing  himself,  with  his  power,  without 
farther  proceedings. 

"  Stop  there,  Sir  John  Foster,"  said  Murray,  "  I  cannot  permit 
you  to  retire  in  safety,  unless  you  leave  some  one  who  may  be  surety 
to  Scotland,  that  the  injuries  you  have  at  present  done  us  may  be 
fully  accounted  for  ;  you  will  reflect  that,  by  permitting  your  retreat, 
I  become  accountable  to  my  Sovereign,  who  will  demand  a  reckoning 
of  me  for  the  blood  of  her  subjects,  if  I  suffer  those  who  shed  it  to 
depart  so  easily." 

"  It  shall  never  be  told  in  England,"  said  the  Warden,  "  that  John 
Foster  gave  pledges  like  a  subdued  man,  and  that  on  the  very  field 
on  which  he  stands  victorious.  "  But,"  he  added,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  "  if  Stawarth  Bolton  wills  to  abide  with  you  on  his  own  free 
choice,  I  will  say  nothing  against  it ;  and,  as  I  bethink  me,  it  were 
better  he  should  stay  to  see  the  dismissal  of  this  same  Piercie 
Shafton." 

"I receive  him  as  your  hostage,  nevertheless,  and  shall  treat  him 
as  such,"  said  the  Earl  of  Murray.     But  Foster,  turning  away  as  if 
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to  give  directions  to  Bolton  and  his  men,  affected  not  to  hear  this 
observation. 

"  There  rides  a  faithful  servant  of  his  most  beautiful  and  Sove- 
reign Lady/'  said  Murray  aside  to  Morton.  "  Happy  man !  he  knows 
not  whether  the  execution  of  her  commands  may  not  cost  him  his 
head ;  and  yet  he  is  most  certahf  that  to  leave  them  unexecuted  will 
bring-  disgrace  and  death  without  reprieve.  Happy  are  they  who 
are  not  only  subjected  to  the  caprices  of  Dame  Fortune,  but  held 
bound  to  account  and  be  responsible  for  them,  and  that  to  a  sove- 
reign as  moody  and  fickle  as  her  humorous  ladyship  herself! " 

"  We  also  have  a  female  Sovereign,  my  lord,"  said  Morton. 

"  We  have  so,  Douglas,"  said  the  Earl,  with  a  suppressed  sigh  ; 
"  but  it  remains  to  be  seen  how  long  a  female  hand  can  hold  the 
reins  of  power  in  a  realm  so  wild  as  ours.  We  will  now  go  on  to 
Saint  Mary's  and  see  ourselves  after  the  state  of  that  House.  Glen- 
dinning,  look  to  that  woman,  and  protect  her. — What  the  fiend,  man, 
hast  thou  got  in  thine  arms  ? — an  infant  as  I  live  ! — where  couldst 
thou  find  such  a  charge,  at  such  a  place  and  moment  ?  " 

Halbert  Glendinning  briefly  told  the  story.  The  Earl  rode  for- 
ward to  the  place  where  the  body  of  Julian  Avenel  lay,  with  his  un- 
happy companion's  arms  wrapt  around  him,  like  the  trunk  of  an  up- 
rooted oak  borne  down  by  the  tempest  with  all  its  ivy  garlands. 
Both  were  cold  dead.  Murray  was  touched  in  an  unwonted  de- 
gree, remembering,  perhaps,  his  own  birth.  "  What  have  they  to 
answer  for,  Douglas,"  he  said,  "  who  thus  abuse  the  sweetest  gifts  of 
affection  ? " 

The  Earl  of  Morton,  unhappy  in  his  marriage,  was  a  libertine  in 
his  amours. 

"  You  must  ask  that  question  of  Henry  Warden,  my  lord,  or  of 
John  Knox — I  am  but  a  wild  counsellor  in  women's  matters." 

"Forward  to  Saint  Mary's,"  said  the  Earl ;  "pass  the  word  on — 
Glendinning,  give  the  infant  to  this  same  female  cavalier,  and  let  it 
be  taken  charge  of.  Let  no  dishonour  be  done  to  the  dead  bodies, 
and  call  on  the  country  to  bury  or  remove  them. — Forward,  I  say, 
my  masters ! " 


CHAPTER    XXXVII. 

Gone  to  be  married  ?— Gone  to  swear  a  peace  ! 

King  John. 

The  news  of  the  lost  battle,  so  quickly  carried  by  the  fugitives  to 
the  village  and  convent,  had  spread  the  greatest  alarm  among  the 
inhabitants.  The  Sacristan  and  other  monks  counselled  flight ;  the 
Treasurer  recommended  that  the  church  plate  should  be  offered 
as  a  tribute  to  bribe  the  English  officer ;  tiie  Abbot  alone  was  un- 
moved and  undaunted. 

"My  brethren,"  he  said,  "since  God  has  not  given  our  people 
victory  in  the  combat,  it  must  be  because  he  requires  of  us,  his  spiri- 
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tual  soldiers,  to  fight  the  good  fight  of  martyrdom,  a  conflict  in  which 
nothing  but  our  own  faint-hearted  cowardice  can  make  us  fail  of 
victory.  Let  us  assume,  then,  the  armour  of  faith,  and  prepare,  if  it 
be  necessary,  to  die  under  the  ruin  of  these  shrines,  to  the  service  of 
which  we  have  devoted  ourselves.  Highly  honoured  are  we  all  in 
this  distinguished  summons,  from  our  dear  brother  Nicholas,  whose 
grey  hairs  have  been  preserved  until  they  should  be  surrounded  by 
the  crown  of  martyrdom,  down  to  my  beloved  son  Edward,  who, 
arriving  at  the  vineyard  at  the  latest  hour  of  the  dav,  is  yet  permitted 
to  share  its  toils  with  those  who  have  laboured  from  the  morning. 
Be  of  good  courage,  my  children.  I  dare  not,  like  my  sainted  prede- 
cessors, promise  to  you  that  you  shall  be  preserved  by  miracle— I  and 
you  are  alike  unworthy  of  that  especial  interposition,  which  in  earlier 
times  turned  the  sword  of  sacrilege  against  the  bosom  of  tyrants  by 
whom  it  was  wielded,  daunted  the  hardened  hearts  of  heretics  with 
prodigies,  and  called  down  hosts  of  angels  to  defend  the  shrine  of 
God  and  of  the  Virgin.  Yet,  by  heavenly  aid,  you  shall  this  day  see 
that  your  Father  and  Abbot  will  not  disgrace  the  mitre  which  sits 
upon  his  brow.  Go  to  your  cells,  my  children,  and  exercise  your 
private  devotions.  Array  yourselves  also  in  alb  and  cope,  as  for  our 
most  solemn  festivals,  and  be  ready,  when  the  tolling  of  the  largest 
bell  announces  the  approach  of  the  enemy,  to  march  forth  to  meet 
them  in  solemn  procession.  Let  the  church  be  opened  to  afford  such 
refuge  as  may  be  to  those  of  our  vassals,  who,  from  their  exertion 
in  this  day's  unhappy  battle,  or  other  cause,  are  particularly  appre- 
hensive of  the  rage  of  the  enemy.    Tell  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  if  he 

has  escaped  the  fight " 

'm  "I  am  here,  most  venerable  Abbot,"  replied  Sir  Piercie;  "and  if 
it  so  seemeth  meet  to  you,  I  will  presently  assemble  such  of  the  men 
as  have  escaped  this  escaramouche,  and  will  renew  the  resistance, 
even  unto  the  death.  Certes,  you  will  learn  from  all,  that  I  did  my 
part  in  this  unhappy  matter.  Had  it  pleased  Julian  Avenel  to  have 
attended  to  my  counsel,  specially  in  somewhat  withdrawing  of  his 
main  battle,  even  as  you  may  have  marked  the  heron  eschew  the 
stoop  of  the  falcon,  receiving  him  rather  upon  his  beak  than  upon 
his  wing,  affairs,  as  I  do  conceive,  might  have  had  a  different  face, 
and  we  might  then,  in  a  more  bellicose  manner,  have  maintained  that 
affray.  Nevertheless,  I  would  not  be  understood  to  speak  anything 
in  disregard  of  Julian  Avenel,  whom  I  saw  fall  fighting  manfully 
with  his  face  to  his  enemy,  which  hath  banished  from  my  memory 
the  unseemly  term  of  '  meddling  coxcomb,'  with  which  it  pleased  him 
something  rashly  to  qualify  my  advice,  and  for  which,  had  it  pleased 
Heaven  and  the  saints  to  have  prolonged  the  life  of  that  excellent 
person,  I  had  it  bound  upon  my  soul  to  have  put  him  to  death  with 
my  own  hand." 

"  Sir  Piercie,"  said  the  Ahbot,  at  length  interrupting  him,  "our  time 
allows  brief  leisure  to  speak  what  might  have  been." 

"You  are  right,  most  venerable  Lord  and  Father,"  replied  the 
incorrigible  Euphuist;  "the  preterite,  as  grammarians  have  it,  con- 
cerns frail  mortality  less  than  the  future  mood,  and  indeed  our  cogi- 
tations respect  chiefly  the  present.     In  a  word,  I  am  willing  to  head 
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all  who  will  follow  me,  and  offer  such  opposition  as  manhood  and 
mortality  may  permit,  to  the  advance  of  the  English,  though  they  be 
my  own  countrymen ;  and  be  assured,  Piercie  Shafton  will  measure 
his  length,  being  five  feet  ten  inches,  on  the  ground  as  he  stands, 
rather  than  give  two  yards  in  retreat,  according  to  the  usual  motion 
in  which  we  retrograde." 

"  I  thank  you,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  and  I  doubt  not  that 
you  would  make  your  words  good ;  but  it  is  not  the  will  of  Heaven 
that  carnal  weapons  should  rescue  us.  We  are  called  to  endure,  not 
to  resist,  and  may  not  waste  the  blood  of  our  innocent  commons  in 
vain — Fruitless  opposition  becomes  not  men  of  our  profession  ;  they 
have  my  commands  to  resign  the  sword  and  the  spear, — God  and 
Our  Lady  have  not  blessed  our  banner." 

"  Bethink  you,  reverend  lord,"  said  Piercie  Shafton  very  eagerly, 
"  ere  you  resign  the  defence  that  is  in  your  power — there  are  many 
posts  near  the  entry  of  this  village,  where  brave  men  might  live  or 
die  to  the  advantage ;  and  I  have  this  additional  motive  to  make 
defence, — the  safety,  namely,  of  a  fair  friend,  who,  I  hope,  hath 
escaped  the  hands  of  the  heretics." 

"  I  understand  you,  Sir  Piercie,"  said  the  Abbot — "  you  mean  the 
daughter  of  our  Convent's  miller  ?  " 

"  Reverend  my  lord,"  said  Sir  Piercie,  not  without  hesitation,  "  the 
fair  Mysinda  is,  as  may  be  in  some  sort  alleged,  the  daughter  of  one 
who  mechanically  prepare th  corn  to  be  manipulated  into  bread,  with- 
out which  we  could  not  exist,  and  which  is  therefore  an  employment 
in  itself  honourable,  nay,  necessary.  Nevertheless,  if  the  purest  sen- 
timents of  a  generous  mind,  streaming  forth  like  the  rays  of  the  sun 
reflected  by  a  diamond,  may  ennoble  one,  who  is  in  some  sort  the 
daughter  of  a  molendinary  mechanic " 

"  I  have  no  time  for  all  this,  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  be  it 
enough  to  answer,  that  with  our  will  we  war  no  longer  with  carnal 
weapons.  We  of  the  spirituality  will  teach  you  of  the  temporality 
how  to  die  in  cold  blood,  our  hands  not  clenched  for  resistance,  but 
folded  for  prayer — our  minds  not  filled  with  jealous  hatred,  but  with 
Christian  meekness  and  forgiveness — our  ears  not  deafened,  nor  our 
senses  confused,  by  the  sound  of  clamorous  instruments  of  war;  but, 
on  the  contrary,  our  voices  composed  to  Halleluiah,  Kyrie-Eleison, 
and  Salve  Regina,  and  our  blood  temperate  and  cold,  as  those  who 
think  upon  reconciling  themselves  with  God,  not  of  avenging  them- 
selves of  their  fellow-mortals." 

"  Lord  Abbot,"  said  Sir  Piercie,  "  this  is  nothing  to  the  fate  of  my 
Molinara,  whom,  I  beseech  you  to  observe,  I  will  not  abandon,  while 
golden  hilt  and  steel  blade  bide  together  on  my  falchion.  I  com- 
manded her  not  to  follow  us  to  the  field,  and  yet  methought  I  saw 
her  in  her  page's  attire  amongst  the  rear  of  the  combatants." 

"  You  must  seek  elsewhere  for  the  person  in  whose  fate  you  are  so 
deeply  interested,"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  and  at  present  I  will  pray  of 
vour  knighthood  to  inquire  concerning  her  at  the  church,  in  which  all 
our  more  defenceless  vassals  have  taken  refuge.  It  is  my  advice  to 
you,  that  you  also  abide  by  the  horns  of  the  altar ;  and,  Sir  Piercie 
Shafton,"  he  added,  "  be  of  one  thing  secure,  that  if  you  come  to 
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harm,  it  will  involve  the  whole  of  this  brotherhood;  for  never,  I 
trust,  will  the  meanest  of  us  buy  safety  at  the  expense  of  surrendering" 
a  friend  or  a  guest.     Leave  us,  my  son,  and  may  God  be  your  aid  ! " 

When  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  had  departed,  and  the  Abbot  was  about 
to  betake  himself  to  his  own  cell,  he  was  surprised  by  an  unknown 
person  anxiously  requiring-  a  conference,  who,  being-  admitted,  proved 
to  be  no  other  than  Henry  Warden.  The  Abbot  started  as  he  entered, 
and  exclaimed  angrily,— "  Ha !  are  the  few  hours  that  fate  allows 
him  who  may  last  wear  the  mitre  of  this  house,  not  to  be  excused 
from  the  intrusion  of  heresy  ?  Dost  thou  come,"  he  said,  "  to  enjoy 
the  hopes  which  fate  holds  out  to  thy  demented  and  accursed  sect, 
to  see  the  besom  of  destruction  sweep  away  the  pride  of  old  religion 
— to  deface  our  shrines — to  mutilate  and  lay  waste  the  bodies  of  our 
benefactors,  as  well  as  their  sepulchres — to  destroy  the  pinnacles  and 
carved  work  of  God's  house,  and  our  Lady's?" 

*  Peace,  William  Allan  !  "  said  the  Protestant  preacher,  with  dig- 
nified composure  ;  "  for  none  of  these  purposes  do  I  come.  I  would 
have  these  stately  shrines  deprived  of  the  idols  which,  no  longer 
simplv  regarded  as  the  effigies  of  the  good  and  the  wise,  have  become 
the  objects  of  foul  idolatry.  I  would  otherwise  have  its  ornaments 
subsist,  unless  as  they  are,  or  may  be,  a  snare  to  the  souls  of  men  ; 
and  especially  do  I  condemn  those  ravages  which  have  been  made 
by  the  heady  fury  of  the  people,  stung  into  zeal  against  will- worship 
by  bloody  persecution.  Against  such  wanton  devastations  I  lift  my 
testimony. ' 

"  Idle  distinguisller  that  thou  art !  "  said  the  Abbot  Eustace,  inter- 
rupting him  ;  "  what  signifies  the  pretext  under  which  thou  dost  de- 
spoil the  house  of  God  ?  and  why  at  this  present  emergence  wilt 
thou  insult  the  master  of  it  by  thy  ill-omened  presence  ?  " 

"  Thou  art  unjust,  William  Allan,"  said  Warden  ;  "  but  I  am  pot 
the  less  settled  in  my  resolution.  Thou  has  protected  me  some  time 
since  at  the  hazard  of  thy  rank,  and  what  I  know  thou  holdest  still 
dearer,  at  the  risk  of  thy  reputation  with  thine  own  sect.  Our  party 
is  now  uppermost,  and,  believe  me,  I  have  come  down  the  valley,  in 
which  thou  didst  quarter  me  for  sequestration's  sake,  simply  with 
the  wish  to  keep  my  engagements  to  thee." 

"  Ay,"  answered  the  Abbot,  "  and  it  may  be,  that  my  listening  to 
that  worldly  and  infirm  compassion  which  pleaded  with  me  for  thy 
life,  is  now  avenged  by  this  impending  judgment.  Heaven  hath 
smitten,  it  may  be,  the  erring  shepherd,  and  scattered  the  flock." 

"Think  better  of  the  Divine  judgments,"  said  Warden.  "Not 
for  thy  sins,  which  are  those  of  thy  blinded  education  and  circum- 
stances ;  not  for  thine  own  sins,  William  Allan,  art  thou  stricken, 
but  for  the  accumulated  guilt  which  thy  misnamed  Church  hath  ac- 
cumulated on  her  head,  and  those  of  her  votaries,  by  the  errors  and 
corruptions  of  ages." 

"  Now,  by  my  sure  belief  in  the  Rock  of  Peter,"  said  the  Abbot, 
•*  thou  dost  rekindle  the  last  spark  of  human  indignation  for  which 
my  bosom  has  fuel — I  thought  I  might  not  again  have  felt  the  im- 
pulse of  earthly  passion,  and  it  is  thy  voice  which  once  more  calls 
me  to  the  expression  of  human  anger !  yes,  it  is  thy  voice  that  comest 
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to  insult  me  in  my  hour  of  sorrow,  with  these  blasphemous  accusa- 
tions of  that  Church  which  hath  kept  the  light  of  Christianity  alive 
from  the  times  of  the  Apostles  till  now." 

"  From  the  times  of  the  Apostles  ? "  said  the  preacher  eagerly. 
"  Negatur,  Gulielme  Allan — the  primitive  church  differed  as  much 
from  that  of  Rome  as  did  light  from  darkness,  which,  did  time  per- 
mit, I  should  speedily  prove.  And  worse  dost  thou  judge,  in  saying, 
I  come  to  insult  thee  in  thy  hour  of  affliction,  being  here,  God  wot, 
with  the  Christian  wish  of  fulfilling  an  engagement  I  had  mado  to 
my  host,  and  of  rendering  myself  to  thy  will  while  it  had  yet  power 
to  exercise  aught  upon  me,  and  if  it  might  so  be,  to  mitigate  in  thy 
behalf  the  rage  of  the  victors  whom  God  hath  sent  as  a  scourge  to 
thy  obstinacy. " 

"  I  will  none  of  thy  intercession,"  said  the  Abbot  sternly ;  "the 
dignity  to  which  the  Church  has  exalted  me  never  should  have  swell- 
ed my  bosom  more  proudly  in  the  time  of  the  highest  prosperity, 
than  it  doth  at  this  crisis — I  ask  nothing  of  thee,  but  the  assurance 
that  my  lenity  to  thee  hath  been  the  means  of  perverting  no  soul  to 
Satan,  that  1  have  not  given  to  the  wolf  any  of  the  stray  lambs  whom 
the  Great  Shepherd  of  souls  had  intrusted  to  my  charge." 

"  William  Allan,"  answered  the  Protestant,  "  1  will  be  sincere  with 
thee.  What  I  promised  I  have  kept — I  have  withheld  my  voice  from 
speaking  even  good  things.  But  it  has  pleased  Heaven  to  call  the 
maiden  Mary  Avenel  to  a  better  sense  of  faith  than  thou  and  all  the 
disciples  of  Rome  can  teach.  Her  I  have  aided  with  my  humble 
power — I  have  extricated  her  from  the  machinations  of  evil  spirits, 
to  which  she  and  her  house  were  exposed  during  the  blindness  of 
their  Romish  superstition,  and,  praise  be  to  my  Master,  I  have  not 
reason  to  fear  she  will  again  be  caught  in  thy  snares." 

"  Wretched  man  !  "  said  the  Abbot,  unable  to  suppress  his  rising 
indignation,  "  is  it  to  the  Abbot  of  Saint  Mary's  that  you  boast  hav- 
ing misled  the  soul  of  a  dweller  in  Our  Lady's  Halidome  into  the 
paths  of  foul  error  and  damning  heresy  ? — Thou  dost  urge  me,  Well- 
wood,  beyond  what  it  becomes  me  to  bear,  and  movest  me  to  employ 
the  few  moments  of  power  I  may  yet  possess,  in  removing  from  the 
face  of  the  earth  one,  whose  qualities  given  by  God,  have  been  so 
utterly  perverted  as  thine  to  the  service  of  Satan." 

"  Do  thy  pleasure,"  said  the  preacher  ;  "  thy  vain  wrath  shall  not 
prevent  my  doing  my  duty  to  advantage  thee,  where  it  may  be  done 
without  neglecting  my  higher  call.     I  go  to  the  Earl  of  Murray." 

Their  conference,  which  was  advancing  fast  into  bitter  disputation, 
was  here  interrupted  by  the  deep  and  sullen  toll  of  the  largest  and 
heaviest  bell  of  the  Convent, — a  sound  famous  in  the  chronicles  of  the 
Community,  for  dispelling  of  tempests,  and  putting  to  flight  demons, 
but  which  now  only  announced  danger,  without  affording  any  means 
of  warding  against  it.  Hastily  repeating  his  orders,  that  all  the 
brethren  should  attend  in  the  choir,  arrayed  for  solemn  procession, 
the  Abbot  ascended  to  the  battlements  of  the  lofty  Monastery  by 
his  own  private  staircase,  and  there  met  the  Sacristan,  who  had  been 
in  the  act  of  directing  the  tolling  of  the  huge  bell,  which  fell  under 
his  charge. 
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"  It  is  the  last  time  I  shall  discharge  mine  office,  most  venerable 
Father  and  Lord/'  said  he  to  the  Abbot,  "  for  yonder  come  the  Philis- 
tines ;  but  I  would  not  that  the  large  bell  of  Saint  Mary's  should 
sound  for  the  last  time,  otherwise  than  in  true  and  full  tone — I  have 
been  a  sinful  man  for  one  of  our  holy  profession,"  added  he,  look- 
ing upward,  "yet  may  I  presume  to  say, not  a  bell  hath  sounded  out 
of  tune  from  the  tower  of  the  house,  while  Father  Philip  had  the 
superintendence  of  the  chime  and  the  belfry." 

The  Abbot,  without  reply,  cast  his  eyes  towards  the  path,  which 
winding  around  the  mountain,  descends  upon  Kennaquhair,  from  the 
south-east.  He  beheld  at  a  distance  a  cloud  of  dust,  and  heard  the 
neighing  of  many  horses,  while  the  occasional  sparkle  of  the  long 
line  of  spears,  as  they  came  downwards  into  the  valley,  announced 
that  the  band  came  thither  in  arms. 

"  Shame  on  my  weakness !  "  said  Abbot  Eustace,  dashing  the  tears 
from  his  eyes ;  "  my  sight  is  too  much  dimmed  to  observe  their 
motions — look,  my  son  Edward,"  for  his  favourite  novice  had. again 
joined  him,  "  and  tell  me  what  ensigns  they  bear." 

"  They  are  Scottish  men,  when  all  is  done,"  exclaimed  Edward — 
"I  see  the  white  crosses— it  may  be  the  Western  Borderers,  or  Fer- 
nieherst  and  his  clan." 

"  Look  at  the  banner,"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  tell  me  what  are  the 
blazonries  ?  " 

"  The  arms  of  Scotland,"  said  Edward,  "  the  lion  and  its  treasure, 
quartered  as  I  think,  with  three  cushions — Can  it  be  the  royal  stand- 
ard ?  " 

"  Alas !  no,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  it  is  that  of  the  Earl  of  Murray.  He 
hath  assumed  with  his  new  conquest  the  badge  of  the  valiant  Ran- 
dolph, and  hath  dropt  from  his  hereditary  coat  the  bend  which  indi- 
cates his  own  base  birth— would  to  God  he  may  not  have  blotted  it 
also  from  his  memory,  and  aim  as  well  at  possessing  the  name,  as 
the  power  of  a  king." 

"  At  least,  ray  father,"  said  Edward,  "  he  will  secure  us  from  the 
violence  of  the  Southron." 

"  Ay,  my  son,  as  the  shepherd  secures  a  silly  lamb  from  the  wolf, 
which  he  destines  in  due  time  to  his  own  banquet.  Oh,  my  son,  evil 
days  are  on  us !  A  breach  has  been  made  in  the  walls  of  our  sanc- 
tuary—thy  brother  hath  fallen  from  the  faith.  Such  news  brought 
my  last  secret  intelligence— Murray  has  already  spoken  of  rewarding 
his  services  with  the  hand  of  Mary  Avenel." 

"  Of  Mary  Avenel !  "  said  the  novice,  tottering  towards  and  grasp- 
ing hold  of  one  of  the  carved  pinnacles  which  adorned  the  proud 
battlement. 

"  Ay,  of  Mary  Avenel,  ray  son,  who  has  also  abjured  the  faith  of 
her  fathers.  Weep  not,  my  Edward,  weep  not  my  beloved  son  !  or 
weep  for  their  apostasy,  and  not  for  their  union— Bless  God,  who 
hath  called  thee  to  himself,  out  of  the  tents  of  wickedness ;  but  for 
the  grace  of  our  Lady  and  Saint  Benedict,  thou  also  hadst  been  a 
castaway." 

"  I  endeavour,  my  father,"  said  Edward,  "  I  endeavour  to  forget ; 
but  what  I  would  now  blot  from  my  memory  has  been  the  thought 
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of  all  my  former  life— Murray  dare  not  forward  a  match  so  unequal 
in  birth." 

"  He  dares  do  what  suits  his  purpose— The  Castle  of  Avenel  is 
strong,  and  needs  a  good  castellan,  devoted  to  his  service ;  as  for 
the  difference  of  their  birth,  he  will  mind  it  no  more  than  he  would 
mind  defacing'  the  natural  regularity  of  the  ground,  were  it  necessary 
he  should  erect  upon  it  military  lines  and  intrenchments.  But  do 
not  droop  for  that— awaken  thy  soul  within  thee,  my  son.  Think 
you  part  with  a  vain  vision,  an  idle  dream,  nursed  in  solitude  and  in- 
action.— I  weep  not,  yet  what  am  I  now  like  to  lose  ? — Look  at  these 
towers,  where  saints  dwelt,  and  where  heroes  have  been  buried  — 
Think  that  I,  so  briefly  called  to  preside  over  the  pious  flock,  which 
has  dwelt  here  since  the  first  light  of  Christianity,  may  be  this  day 
written  down  the  last  father  of  this  holy  community — Come,  let  us 
descend  and  meet  our  fate.   I  see  them  approach  near  to  the  village." 

The  Abbot  descended,  the  novice  cast  a  glance  around  him  ;  yet 
the  sense  of  the  danger  impending  over  the  stately  structure,  with 
which  he  was  now  united,  was  unable  to  banish  the  recollection  of 
Mary  Avenel. — "  His  brother's  bride  !  "  he  pulled  the  cowl  over  his 
face,  and  followed  his  Superior. 

The  whole  bells  of  the  Abbey  now  added  their  peal  to  the  death- 
toll  of  the  largest  which  had  so  long  sounded.  The  monks  wept  and 
prayed  as  they  got  themselves  into  the  order  of  their  procession  for 
the  last  time,  as  seemed  but  too  probable. 

"  It  is  well  our  Father  Boniface  hath  retired  to  the  inland,"  said 
Father  Philip ;  "  he  could  never  have  put  over  this  day— it  would  have 
broken  his  heart !  " 

"  God  be  with  the  soulof  Abbot  Ingelram ! "  said  old  Father  Nicho- 
las, "  there  were  no  such  doings  in  his  days.  They  say  we  are  to 
be  put  forth  of  the  cloisters ;  and  how  I  am  to  live  anywhere  else 
than  where  I  have  lived  for  these  seventy  years,  I  wot  not— the  best 
is,  that  I  have  not  long  to  live  anywhere." 

A  few  moments  after  this  the  great  gate  of  the  Abbey  was  flung 
open,  and  the  procession  moved  slowly  forward  from  beneath  its 
huge  and  richly  adorned  gateway.  Cross  and  banner,  pix  and  chalice, 
shrines  containing  relics,  and  censers  steaming  with  incense,  pre- 
ceded, and  were  intermingled  with  the  long  and  solemn  array  of  the 
brotherhood,  in  their  long  black  gowns  and  cowls,  with  their  white 
scapularies  hanging  over  them,  the  various  officers  of  the  convent 
each  displaying  his  proper  badg'e  of  office.  In  the  centre  of  the  proces- 
sion came  the  Abbot,  surrounded  and  supported  by  his  chief  assist- 
ants. He  was  dressed  in  his  habit  of  high  solemnity,  and  appeared 
as  much  unconcerned  as  if  he  had  been  taking  his  usual  part  in  some 
ordinary  ceremony.  After  him  came  the  inferior  persons  of  the  con- 
vent ;  the  novices  in  their  albs  or  white  dresses,  and  the  lay  brethren 
distinguished  by  their  beards,  which  were  seldom  worn  by  the  Fathers. 
Women  and  children,  mixed  with  a  few  men,  came  in  the  rear,  be- 
wailing the  apprehended  desolation  of  their  ancient  sanctuary. 
They  moved,  however,  in  order,  and  restrained  the  marks  of  their 
sorrow  to  a  low  wailing  sound,  which  rather  mingled  with  than  in- 
terrupted the  measured  chant  of  the  monks. 
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In  tbis  order  the  procession  entered  the  market-place  of  the  village 
of  Kennaquhair,  which  was  then,  as  now,  distinguished  by  an  ancient 
cross  of  curious  workmanship,  the  gift  of  some  former  monarch  of 
Scotland.  Close  by  the  cross,  of  much  greater  antiquity,  and  scarcely 
less  honoured,  was  an  immensely  large  oak-tree,  which  perhaps  had 
witnessed  the  worship  of  the  Druids,  ere  the  stately  Monastery  to 
which  it  adjoined  had  raised  its  spires  in  honour  of  the  Christian 
faith.  Like  the  Bentang-tree  of  the  African  villages,  or  the  Plaistow- 
oak  mentioned  in  White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne,  this  tree  was 
the  rendezvous  of  the  villagers,  and  regarded  with  peculiar  venera- 
tion ;  a  feeling  common  to  most  nations,  and  which  perhaps  may  be 
traced  up  to  the  remote  period  when  the  patriarch  feasted  the  angels 
under  the  oak  at  Mamre.1 

The  monks  formed  themselves  each  in  their  due  place  around  the 
cross,  while  under  the  ruins  of  the  aged  tree  crowded  the  old  and  the 
feeble,  with  others  who  felt  the  common  alarm.  When  they  had 
thus  arranged  themselves,  there  was  a  deep  and  solemn  pause.  The 
monks  stilled  their  chant,  the  lay  populace  hushed  their  lamentations, 
and  all  awaited  in  terror  and  silence  the  arrival  of  those  heretical 
forces,  whom  they  had  been  so  long  taught  to  regard  with  fear  and 
trembling. 

A  distant  trampling  was  at  length  heard,  and  the  glance  of  spears 
was  seen  to  shine  through  the  trees  above  the  village.  The  sounds 
increased,  and  became  more  thick,  one  close  continuous  rushing 
sound,  in  which  the  tread  of  hoofs  was  mingled  with  the  ringing  of 
armour.  The  horsemen  soon  appeared  at  the  principal  entrance, 
which  leads  into  the  irregular  square  or  market-place  which  forms 
the  centre  of  the  village.  They  entered  two  by  two,  slowly,  and  in 
the  greatest  order.  The  van  continued  to  move  on,  riding  round  the 
open  space,  until  they  had  attained  the  utmost  point,  and  then,  turn- 
ing their  horses'  heads  to  the  street,  stood  fast ;  their  companions 
followed  in  the  same  order,  until  the  whole  market-place  was  closely 
surrounded  with  soldiers ;  aud  the  files  who  followed,  making  the 
same  manoeuvre,  formed  an  inner  line  within  those  who  had  first 
arrived,  until  the  place  was  begirt  with  a  quadruple  file  of  horsemen 
closely  drawn  up.  There  was  now  a  pause,  of  which  the  Abbot 
availed  himself,  by  commanding  the  brotherhood  to  raise  the  solemn 
chant  De  profundis  clamavi.  He  looked  around  the  armed  ranks, 
to  see  what  impression  the  solemn  sounds  made  on  them.  All  were 
silent,  but  the  brows  of  some  had  an  expression  of  contempt,  and 
almost  all  the  rest  bore  a  look  of  indifference ;  their  course  had  been 
too  long  decided  to  permit  past  feelings  of  enthusiasm  to  be  anew 
awakened  by  a  procession  or  by  a  hymn. 

"  Their  hearts  are  hardened,"  said  the  Abbot  to  himself  in  dejec- 
tion, but  not  in  despair;  "it  remains  to  see  whether  those  of  their 
leaders  are  equally  obdurate. " 

The  leaders,  in  the  meanwhile,  were  advancing  slowly,  and  Murray, 
with  Morton,  rode  in  deep  conversation  before  a  chosen  band  of  their 
most  distinguished  followers,  amongst  whom  came  Halbert  Glen- 

1  Tt  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say,  that  in  Melrose,  the  prototype  of  Kennaquhair, 
no  such  oak  ever  existed. 
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dining*.  But  the  preacher  Henry  Warden,  who,  upon  leaving  the 
Monastery,  had  instantly  joined  them,  was  the  only  person  admitted 
to  their  conference. 

"You  are  determined,  then,"  said  Morton  to  Murray,  " to  give  the 
heiress  of  Avenel,  with  all  her  pretensions,  to  this  nameless  and 
obscure  young*  man  ? " 

"  Hath  not  Warden  told  you/'  said  Murray,  "  that  they  have  been 
bred  together,  and  are  lovers  from  their  youth  upward  ? " 

"  And  that  they  are  both/'  said  Warden,  "  by  means  which  may  be 
almost  termed  miraculous,  rescued  from  the  delusions  of  Rome,  and 
brought  within  the  pale  of  the  true  Church.  My  residence  at  Glen- 
dearg  hath  made  me  well  acquainted  with  these  things.  Ill  would  it 
beseem  my  habit  and  my  calling  to  thrust  myself  into  match-making 
and  giving  in  marriage,  but  worse  were  it  in  me  to  see  your  lordships 
do  needless  wrong  to  the  feelings  which  are  proper  to  our  nature, 
and  which,  being  indulged  honestly  and  under  the  restraints  of 
religion,  beci<ine  a  pledge  of  domestic  quiet  here,  and  future  happi- 
ness in  a  better  world.  I  say,  that  you  will  do  ill  to  rend  those  ties 
asunder,  and  to  give  this  maiden  to  the  kinsman  of  Lord  Morton, 
though  Lord  Morton's  kinsman  he  be." 

"  These  are  fair  reasons,  my  Lord  of  Murray,"  said  Morton,  "  why 
you  should  refuse  me  so  simple  a  boon  as  to  bestow  this  silly  damsel 
upon  young  Benny gask.  Speak  out  plainly,  my  lord  ;  say  you  would 
rather  see  the  Castle  of  Avenel  in  the  hands  of  one  who  owes  his 
name  and  existence  solely  to  your  favour,  than  in  the  power  of  a 
Douglas,  and  of  my  kinsman." 

"  My  lord  of  Morton,"  said  Murray,  "  I  have  done  nothing  in  this 
matter  which  should  aggrieve  you.  This  young  man  Glendinning 
has  done  me  good  service,  and  may  do  me  more.  My  promise  was 
in  some  degree  passed  to  him,  and  that  while  Julian  Avenel  was 
alive,  when  aught  beside  the  maiden's  lily  hand  would  have  been  hard 
to  come  by ;  whereas  you  never  thought  of  such  an  alliance  for  your 
kinsman,  till  you  saw  Julian  lie  dead  yonder  on  the  field,  and  knew 
his  land  to  be  a  waif  free  to  the  first  who  could  seize  it.  Come,  come, 
my  lord,  you  do  less  than  justice  to  your  gallant  kinsman,  in  wishing 
him  a  bride  bred  up  under  the  milk-pail ;  for  this  girl  is  a  peasant 
wench  in  all  but  the  accident  of  birth.  I  thought  you  had  more  deep 
respect  for  the  honour  of  the  Douglasses." 

"  The  honour  of  the  Douglasses  is  safe  in  my  keeping,"  answered 
Morton,  haughtily ;  "  that  of  other  ancknt  families  may  suffer  as 
well  as  the  name  of  Avenel,  if  rustics  are  to  be  matched  with  the 
blood  of  our  ancient  barons." 

"  This  is  but  idle  talking,"  answered  Lord  Murray ;  "  in  times  like 
these  we  must  look  to  men,  and  not  to  p-edigrees.  Hay  was  but  a 
rustic  before  the  battle  of  Loncarty  —  the  bloody  yoke  actually 
dragged  the  plough  ere  it  was  blazoned  on  a  crest  by  the  herald. 
Times  of  action  make  princes  into  peasants,  and  boors  into  barons. 
All  families  have  sprung  from  one  mean  man  ;  and  it  is  well  if  they 
have  never  degenerated  from  his  virtue  who  raised  them  first  from 
obscurity." 

"  My  Lord  of  Murray  will  please  to  except  the  house  of  Douglas," 
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said  Morton,  haughtily;  "men  have  seen  it  in  the  tree,  but  never  in 
the  sapling' — have  seen  it  in  the  stream,  but  never  in  the  fountain.1 
In  the  earliest  of  our  Scottish  annals,  the  Black  Douglas  was  power- 
ful and  distinguished  as  now." 

"  I  bend  to  the  honours  of  the  house  of  Douglas,"  said  Murray, 
somewhat  ironically ;  u  I  am  conscious  wTe  of  the  Royal  House  have 
little  right  to  compete  with  them  in  dignity — What  though  we  have 
worn  crowns  and  carried  sceptres  for  a  few  generations,  if  our  gene- 
alogy moves  no  farther  back  than  to  the  humble  Alanus  Dapifer!"* 

Morton's  cheek  reddened  as  he  was  about  to  reply;  but  Henry 
Warden  availed  himself  of  the  liberty  which  the  Protestant  clergy 
long  possessed,  and  exerted  it  to  interrupt  a  discussion  which  was 
becoming  too  eager  and  personal  to  be  friendly. 

"  My  lords,"  he  said,  "  I  must  be  bold  in  discharging  the  duty  of 
my  Master.  It  is  a  shame  and  scandal  to  hear  two  nobles,  whose 
hands  have  been  so  forward  in  the  work  of  reformation,  fall  into  dis- 
cord about  such  vain  follies  as  now  occupy  your  thoughts.  Bethink 
you  how  long  you  have  thought  with  one  mind,  seen  with  one  eye, 
heard  with  one  ear,  confirmed  by  your  union  the  congregation  of  the 
Church,  appalled  by  your  joint  authority  the  congregation  of  Anti- 
christ; and  will  you  now  fall  into  discord  about  an  old  decayed 
castle  and  a  few  barren  hills,  about  the  loves  and  likings  of  an  humble 
spearman,  and  a  damsel  bred  in  the  same  obscurity,  or  about  the  still 
vainer  questions  of  idle  genealogy?" 

"  The  good  man  hath  spoken  right,  noble  Douglas,"  said  Murray, 
reaching  him  his  hand,  "  our  union  is  too  essential  to  the  good  cause 
to  be  broken  off  upon  such  idle  terms  of  dissension.  I  am  fixed  to 
gratify  Glendinning  in  this  matter — my  promise  is  passed.  The 
wars,  in  which  I  have  had  my  share,  have  made  many  a  family  miser- 
able ;  I  will  at  least  try  if  I  may  not  make  one  happy.  There  are 
maids  and  manners  enow  in  Scotland. — I  promise  you,  my  noble  ally, 
that  young  Bennygask  shall  be  richly  wived." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Warden,  "  you  speak  nobly,  and  like  a  Christian. 
Alas !  this  is  a  land  of  hatred  and  bloodshed— let  us  not  chase  from 
thence  the  few  traces  that  remain  of  gentle  and  domestic  love. — And- 
be  not  too  eager  for  wealth  to  thy  noble  kinsman,  my  Lord  of  Mor- 
ton, seeing  contentment  in  the  marriage  state  no  way  depends  on  it." 

"If  you  allude  to  my  family  misfortune,"  said  Morton,  whose 
Countess,  wedded  by  him  for  her  estate  a.nd  honours,  was  insane  in 
her  mind,  "  the  habit  you  wear,  and  the  liberty,  or  rather  license  of 
your  profession,  protect  you  from  my  resentment." 

"  Alas !  my  lord,"  replied  Warden,  "  how  quick  and  sensitive  is  our 
self-love !  When,  pressing  forward  in  our  high  calling,  we  point  out 
the  errors  of  the  Sovereign,  who  praises  our  boldness  more  than  the 
noble  Morton  !  But  touch  we  upon  his  own  sqre,  which  most  needs 
lancing,  and  he  shrinks  from  the  faithful  chirurgeon  in  fear  and  im- 
patient anger!" 

"  Enough  of  this,  good  and  reverend  sir,"  said  Murray ;  "  you 
transgress  the  prudence  yourself  recommended  even  now.    We  are 

1  See  Note  N.     Pedigree  of  the  Douglas  Family. 

2  See  Note  O.     Pedigree  of  the  Stewart  Family. 
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now  close  upon  the  village,  and  the  proud  Abbot  is  come  forth  at  the 
head  of  his  hive.  Thou  hast  pleaded  well  for  him,  Warden,  other- 
wise I  had  taken  this  occasion  to  pull  down  the  nest,  and  chase  away 
the  rooks." 

"  Nay,  but  do  not  so,"  said  Warden  ;  "  this  William  Allan,  whom 
they  call  the  Abbot  Eustatius,  is  a  mail  whose  misfortunes  would 
more  prejudice  our  cause  than  his  prosperity.  You  cannot  inflict 
more  than  he  will  endure ;  and  the  more  that  he  is  made  to  bear,  the 
higher  will  be  the  influence  of  his  talents  and  his  courage.  In  his 
conventual  throne  he  will  be  but  coldly  looked  on— disliked,  it  may 
be,  and  envied.  But  turn  his  crucifix  of  gold  into  a  crucifix  of  wood — 
let  him  travel  through  the  land,  an  oppressed  and  impoverished  man, 
and  his  patience,  his  eloquence,  and  learning,  will  win  more  hearts 
from  the  good  cause  than  all  the  mitred  abbots  of  Scotland  have 
been  able  to  make  prey  of  during  the  last  hundred  years." 

"  Tush  !  tush!  man,"  said  Morton,  "  the  revenues  of  the  Halidome 
will  bring  more  men,  spears,  and  horses,  into  the  field  in  one  day 
than  his  preaching  in  a  whole  lifetime.  These  are  not  the  days  of 
Peter  the  Hermit,  when  monks  could  march  armies  from  England 
to  Jerusalem  ;  but  gold  and  good  deeds  will  still  do  as  much  or  more 
than  ever.  Had  Julian  Avenel  had  but  a  score  or  two  more  men 
this  morning,  Sir  John  Foster  had  not  missed  a  worse  welcome.  I 
say,  confiscating  the  monk's  revenues  is  drawing  his  fang-teeth." 

"  We^will  surely  lay  him  under  contribution,"  said  Murray ;  "  and, 
moreover,  if  he  desires  to  remain  in  his  abbey,  he  will  do  well  to 
produce  Piercie  Shafton." 

As  he  thus  spoke  they  entered  the  market-place,  distinguished  by 
their  complete  armour  and  their  lofty  plumes,  as  well  as  by  the  num- 
ber of  followers  bearing  their  colours  and  badges.  Both  these 
powerful  nobles,  but  more  especially  Murray,  so  nearly  allied  to  the 
crown,  had  at  that  time  a  retinue  and  household  not  much  inferior 
to  that  of  Scottish  royalty.  As  they  advanced  into  the  market-place, 
a  pursuivant,  pressing  forward  from  their  train,  addressed  the  monks 
in  these  words : — "  The  Abbot  of  Saint  Mary's  is  commanded  to 
appear  before  the  Earl  of  Murray." 

"  The  Abbot  of  Saint  Mary's,"  said  Eustace,  "  is,  in  the  patrimony 
of  his  Convent,  superior  to  every  temporal  lord.  Let  the  Earl  of 
Murray,  if  he  seeks  him,  come  himself  to  his  presence." 

On  receiving-  this  answer,  Murray  smiled  scornfully,  and  dismount- 
ing from  his  lofty  saddle,  he  advanced,  accompanied  by  Morton,  and 
followed  by  others,  to  the  body  of  monks  assembled  around  the  cross. 
There  was  an  appearance  of  shrinking  among  them  at  the  approach 
•  of  the  heretic  lord,  so  dreaded  and  so  powerful.  But  the  Abbot, 
casting  on  them  a  glance  of  rebuke  and  encouragement,  stepped 
forth  from  their  ranks  like  a  courageous  leader,  when  he  sees  that 
his  personal  valour  must  be  displayed  to  revive  the  drooping  courage 
of  his  followers.  "Lord  James  Stewart,"  he  said,  "  or  Earl  of  Mur- 
ray, if  that  be  thy  title,  I,  Eustatius,  Abbot  of  Saint  Mary's,  demand 
by  what  right  you  have  filled  our  peaceful  village,  and  surrounded 
our  brethren,  with  these  bands  of  armed  men?  If  hospitality  is 
sought,  we  have  never  refused  it  to  courteous  asking — if  violence  be 
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meant  against  peaceful  churchmen,  let  us  know  at  once  the  pretext 
and  the  object?" 

"Sir  Abbot,"  said  Murray,  "your  language  would  better  have 
become  another  age,  and  a  presence  inferior  to  ours.  We  come  not 
here  to  reply  to  your  interrogations,  but  to  demand  of  you  why  you 
have  broken  the  peace,  collecting  your  vassals  in  arms,  and  convocating 
the  Queen's  lieges,  whereby  many  men  have  been  slain,  and  much 
trouble,  perchance  breach  of  amity  with  England,  is  likely  to  arise." 

" Lupus  in  fabula"  answered  the  Abbot  scornfully.  " The  wolf 
accused  the  sheep  of  muddying  the  stream  when  he  drank  in  it 
above  her — but  it  served  as"  a  pretext  for  devouring  her.  Con- 
vocate  the  Queen's  lieges !  I  did  so  to  defend  the  Queen's  land  against 
foreigners.  I  did  but  my  duty;  and  I  regret  I  had  not  the  means 
to  do  it  more  effectually." 

"  And  was  it  also  a  part  of  your  duty  to  receive  and  harbour  the 
Queen  of  England's  rebel  and  traitor ;  and  to  inflame  a  war  betwixt 
England  and  Scotland  ?  "  said  Murray. 

"  In  my  younger  days,  my  lord,"  answered  the  Abbot,  with  the 
same  intrepidity,  "a  war  with  England  was  no  such  dreaded  matter; 
and  not  merely  a  mitred  abbot,  bound  by  his  rule  to  show  hospitality 
and  afford  sanctuary  to  all,  but  the  poorest  Scottish  peasant  would 
have  been  ashamed  to  have  pleaded  fear  of  England  as  the  reason 
for  shutting  his  door  against  a  persecuted  exile.  But  in  those  olden 
days  the  English  seldom  saw  the  face  of  a  Scottish  nobleman,  save 
through  the  bars  of  his  visor." 

"  Monk ! "  said  the  Earl  of  Morton  sternly,  "  this  insolence  will 
little  avail  thee ;  the  days  are  gone  by  when  Rome's  priests  were 
permitted  to  brave  noblemen  with  impunity.  Give  us  up  this  Piercie 
Shafton,  or  by  my  father's  crest  I  will  set  thy  Abbey  in  a  bright  flame." 

"And  if  thou  dost,  Lord  of  Morton,  its  ruins  will  tumble  above  the 
tombs  of  thine  own  ancestors.  Be  the  issue  as  God  wills,  the  Abbot 
of  Saint  Mary's  gives  up  no  one  whom  he  hath  promised  to  protect." 

"  Abbot !  "  said  Murray,  "  bethink  thee  ere  we  are  driven  to  deal 
roughly— the  hands  of  these  men,"  he  said,  pointing  to  the  soldiers, 
"  will  make  wild  work  among  shrines  and  cells,  if  we  are  compelled 
to  undertake  a  search  for  this  Englishman." 

"  Ye  shall  not  need,"  said  a  voice  from  the  crowd ;  and,  advanc- 
ing gracefully  before  the  Earls,  the  Euphuist  flung  from  him  the 
mantle  in  which  he  was  muffled.  "  Via  the  cloud  that  shadowed 
Shafton ! "  said  he ;  "  behold,  my  lords,  the  Knight  of  Wilverton, 
who  spares  you  the  guilt  of  violence  and  sacrilege." 

"  I  protest  before  God  and  man  against  any  infraction  of  the  privi- 
leges of  this  house,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  by  an  attempt  to  impose  violent 
hands  upon  the  person  of  this  noble  knight.  If  there  be  yet  spirit  in  a 
Scottish  Parliament,  we  will  make  you  hear  of  this  else  where,  my  lords ! " 

"  Spare  your  threats  "  said  Murray  ;  "  it  may  be,  my  purpose  with 
Sir  Piercie  Shafton  is  not  such  as  thou  dost  suppose — Attach  him, 
pursuivant,  as  our  prisoner,  rescue  or  no  rescue." 

"  I  yield  myself,"  said  the  Euphuist,  "  reserving  my  right  to  defy 
my  Lord  of  Murray  and  my  Lord  of  Morton  to  single  duel,  even  as 
one  gentleman  may  demand  satisfaction  of  another." 
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"You  shall  not  want  those  who  will  answer  your  challenge,  Sir 
Knight,"  replied  Morton,  "  without  aspiring  to  men  above  thine  own 
degree." 

"  And  where  am  I  to  find  these  superlative  champions,"  said  the  Eng- 
lish knight,"  whose  bloodruns  more  pure  than  that  of  Piercie  Shafton?" 

"  Here  is  a  flight  for  you,  my  lord  !  "  said  Murray. 

"  As  ever  was  flown  by  a  wild-goose,"  said  Stawarth  Bolton,  who 
had  now  approached  to  the  front  of  the  party. 

"  Who  dared  to  say  that  word  ?  "  said  the  Euphuist,  his  face  crim- 
son with  rage. 

"  Tut !  man,"  said  Bolton,  "  make  the  best  of  it,  thy  mother's  father 
was  but  a  tailor,  old  Overstitch  of  Holderness — Why,  what !  because 
thou  art  a  misproud  bird,  and  despiseth  thine  own  natural  lineage, 
and  rufflest  in  unpaid  silks  and  velvets,  and  keepest  company  with 
gallants  and  cutters,  must  we  lose  our  memory  for  that  ?  Thy  mother, 
Moll  Overstitch,  was  the  prettiest  wench  in  those  parts — she  was 
wedded  by  wild  Shafton  of  Wilverton,  who,  men  say,  was  akin  to  the 
Piercie  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  blanket." 

"  Help  the  knight  to  some  strong  waters,"  said  Morton  ;  "  he  hath 
fallen  from  such  a  height,  that  he  is  stunned  with  the  tumble." 

In  fact,  Sir  Piercie  Shafton  looked  like  a  man  stricken  by  a  thunder- 
bolt, while,  notwithstanding  the  seriousness  of  the  scene  hitherto,  no 
one  of  those  present,  not  even  the  Abbot  himself,  could  refrain  from 
laughing  at  the  rueful  and  mortified  expression  of  his  face. 

"  Laugh  on,"  he  said  at  length,  "laugh  on,  my  masters,"  shrugging 
his  shoulders ;  "  it  is  not  for  me  to  be  offended — yet  would  I  know 
full  fain  from  that  squire  who  is  laughing  with  the  loudest,  how  he 
had  discovered  this  unhappy  blot  in  an  otherwise  spotless  lineage, 
and  for  what  purpose  he  hath  made  it  known  ?  " 

"  I  make  it  known  ?  "  said  Halbert  Glendinning,  in  astonishment, 
— for  to  him  this  pathetic  appeal  was  made, — "  I  never  heard  the 
thing  till  this  moment."  1 

"  Why,  did  not  that  old  rude  soldier  learn  it  from  thee  ? "  said  the 
knight,  in  increasing  amazement. 

"  Not  I,  by  Heaven !  "  said  Bolton ;  "  I  never  saw  the  youth  in  my 
life  before." 

"But  you  have  seen  him  ere  now,  my  worthy  master,"  said  Dame 
Glendinning,  bursting  in  her  turn  from  the  crowd.  "  My  son,  this  is 
Stawarth  Bolton,  he  to  whom  we  owe  life,  and  the  means  of  pre- 
serving it — if  he  be  prisoner,  as  seems  most  likely,  use  thine  interest 
with  these  noble  lords  to  be  kind  to  the  widow's  friend." 

"  What,  my  Dame  of  the  Glen !  "  said  Bolton,  "  thy  brow  is  more 
withered,  as  well  as  mine,  since  we  met  last,  but  thy  tongue  holds 
the  touch  better  than  my  arm.  This  boy  of  thine  gave  me  the  foil 
sorely  this  morning.  The  Brown  Varlet  has  turned  as  stout  a  trooper 
as  I  prophesied  ;  and  where  is  White  Head  ?  " 

"  Alas  I "  said  the  mother,  looking  down, "  Edward  has  taken  orders, 
and  become  a  monk  of  this  Abbey." 

"A  monk  and  a  soldier !— Evil  trades  both,  my  good  dame. 
Better  have  made  one  a  good  master  fashioner,  like  old  Overstitch  of 

1  See  Note  P.     The  White  Spirit. 
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Holderness.  I  sighed  when  I  envied  you  the  two  bonny  children, 
but  I  sigh  not  now  to  call  either  the  monk  or  the  soldier  mine  own. 
The  soldier  dies  in  the  field,  the  monk  scarce  lives  in  the  cloister." 

"My  dearest  mother/'  saidHalbert,  "where  is  Edward— can  I  not 
speak  with  him  ?  " 

"  He  has  just  left  us  for  the  present,"  said  Father  Philip,  "  upon 
a  message  from  the  Lord  Abbot." 

"And  Mary,  my  dearest  mother?"  said  Halbert.— Mary  Avenel 
was  not  far  distant,  and  the  three  were  soon  withdrawn  from  the 
crowd,  to  hear  and  relate  their  various  chances  of  fortune. 

While  the  subordinate  personages  thus  disposed  of  themselves,  the 
Abbot  held  serious  discussion  with  the  two  Earls,  and,  partly  yielding 
to  their  demands,  partly  defending  himself  with  skill  and  eloquence, 
was  enabled  to  make  a  composition  for  his  Convent,  which  left  it  pro- 
visionally in  no  worse  situation  than  before.  The  Earls  were  the 
more  reluctant  to  drive  matters  to  extremity,  since  he  protested,  that 
if  urged  beyond  what  his  conscience  would  comply  with,  he  would 
throw  the  whole  lands  of  the  Monastery  into  the  Queen  of  Scotland's 
hands,  to  be  disposed  of  at  her  pleasure.  This  would  not  have  an- 
swered the  views  of  the  Earls,  who  were  contented,  for  the  time, 
with  a  moderate  sacrifice  of  money  and  lands.  Matters  being  so  far 
settled,  the  Abbot  became  anxious  for  the  fate  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton, 
and  implored  mercy  in  his  behalf. 

"  He  is  a  coxcomb,"  he^  said,  "  my  lords,  but  he  is  a  generous, 
though  a  vain  fool ;  and  it  is  my  firm  belief  you  have  this  day  done 
him  more  pain  than  if  you  had  run  a  poniard  into  him." 

"  Run  a  needle  into  him,  you  mean,  Abbot,"  said  the  Earl  of  Mor- 
ton ;  "  by  mine  honour,  I  thought  this  grandson  of  a  fashioner  of 
doublets  was  descended  from  a  crowned  head  at  least ! " 

"  I  hold  with  the  Abbot,"  said  Murray ;  "  there  were  little  honour 
in  surrendering  him  to  Elizabeth,  but  he  shall  be  sent  where  he  can 
do  her  no  injury.  Our  pursuivant  and  Bolton  shall  escort  him  to 
Dunbar,  and  ship  him  off  for  Flanders. — But  soft,  here  he  comes, 
and  leading  a  female,  as  I  think." 

"  Lords  and  others,"  said  the  English  knight  with  great  solemnity, 
"make  way  for  the  Lady  of  Piercie  Shafton — a  secret  which  I  listed 
not  to  make  known,  till  fate,  which  hath  betrayed  what  I  vainly 
strove  to  conceal,  makes  me  less  desirous  to  hide  that  which  I  now 
announce  to  you." 

"  It  is  Mysfe  Happer,  the  Miller's  daughter,  on  my  life  !  "  said  Tibb 
Tacket.     "  I  thought  the  pride  of  these  Piercies  would  have  a  fa'." 

"  It  is  indeed  the  lovely  Mysinda,"  said  the  knight, "  whose  merits  to- 
wards her  devoted  servant  deserved  higher  rank  than  he  had  to  bestow." 

"  I  suspect,  though,"  said  Murray,  "  that  we  should  not  have  heard 
of  the  Miller's  daughter  being  made  a  lady,  had  not  the  knight 
proved  to  be  the  grandson  of  a  tailor." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Piercie  Shafton,  "  it  is  poor  valour  to  strike  him 
that  cannot  smite  again ;  and  I  hope  you  will  consider  what  is  due 
to  a  prisoner  by  the  law  of  arms,  and  say  nothing  more  on  this  odious 
subject.  When  I  am  once  more  mine  own  man,  I  will  find  a  new 
road  to  dignity." 
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"  Shape  one,  I  presume,"  said  the  Earl  of  Morton. 

"  Nay,  Douglas,  you  will  drive  him  mad,"  said  Murray ;  "  besides, 
we  have  other  matter  in  hand — I  must  see  Warden  wed  Glendinning 
with  Mary  Avenel,  and  put  him  in  possession  of  his  wife's  castle 
without  delay.     It  will  be  best  done  ere  our  forces  leave  these  parts." 

H  And  I,"  said  the  Miller,  "  have  the  like  grist  to  grind ;  for  I  hope 
some  one  of  the  good  fathers  will  wed  ray  wench  with  her  gay  bride- 
groom." 

"  It  needs  not,"  said  Shafton ;  "  the  ceremonial  hath  been  solemnly 
performed." 

"It  will  not  be  the  worse  of  another  bolting,"  said  the  Miller  ;  "  it 
is  always  best  to  be  sure,  as  I  say  when  I  chance  to  take  multure 
twice  from  the  same  meal-sack." 

"  Stave  the  miller  off  him,"  said  Murray,  "or  he  will  worry  him 
dead.  The  Abbot,  my  lord,  offers  us#  the  hospitality  of  the  Convent ; 
I  move  we  should  repair  hither,  Sir  'Piercie  and  all  of  us.  I  must 
learn  to  know  the  Maid  of  Avenel — to-morrow  I  must  act  as  her  father 
— All  Scotland  shall  see  how  Murray  can  reward  a  faithful  servant." 

Mary  Avenel  and  her  lover  avoided  meeting  the  Abbot,  and  took 
up  their  temporary  abode  in  a  house  of  the  village,  where  next  day 
their  hands  were  united  by  the  Protestant  preacher  in  presence  of 
the  two  Earls.  On  the  same  day  Piercie  Shafton  and  his  bride 
departed,  under  an  escort  which  was  to  conduct  him  to  the  sea- side, 
and  see  him  embark  for  the  Low  Countries.  Early  on  the  following 
morning  the  bands  of  the  Earls  were  under  march  to  the  Castle  of 
Avenel,  to  invest  the  young  bridegroom  with  the  property  of  his  wife, 
which  was  surrendered  to  them  without  opposition. 

But  not  without  those  omens  which  seemed  to  mark  every  re- 
markable event  which  befell  the  fated  family,  did  Mary  take  posses- 
sion of  the  ancient  castle  of  her  forefathers.  The  same  warlike  form, 
which  had  appeared  more  than  once  at  Glendearg,  was  seen  by  Tibb 
Tacket  and  Martin,  who  returned  with  their  young  mistress  to  par- 
take her  altered  fortunes.  It  glided  before  the  cavalcade  as  they 
advanced  upon  the  long  causeway,  paused  at  each  drawbridge,  and 
flourished  its  hand,  as  in  triumph,  as  it  disappeared  under  the  gloomy 
archway,  which  was  surmounted  by  the  insignia  of  the  house  of 
Avenel.  The  two  trusty  servants  made  their  vision  only  known  to 
Dame  Glendinning,  who,  with  much  pride  of  heart,  had  accompanied 
her  son  to  see  him  take  his  rank*  among  the  barons  of  the  land. 
"  Oh,  my  dear  bairn ! "  she  exclaimed,  when  she  heard  the  tale, 
"  the  castle  is  a  grand  place  to  be  sure,  but  I  wish  ye  dinna  a'  desire 
to  be  back  in  the  quiet  braes  of  Glendearg  before  the  play  be  played 
out."  But  this  natural  reflection,  springing  from  maternal  anxiety, 
was  soon  forgotten  amid  the  busy  and  pleasing  task  of  examining 
and  admiring  the  new  habitation  of  her  son. 

While  these  affairs  were  passing,  Edward  had  hidden  himself  and 
his  sorrows  in  the  paternal  Tower  of  Glendearg,  where  every  object 
was  full  of  matter  for  bitter  reflection.  The  Abbot's  kindness  had 
despatched  him  thither  upon  pretence  of  placing  some  papers  be- 
longing to  the  Abbey  in  safety  and  secrecy ;  but  in  reality  to  prevent 
his  witnessing  the  triumph  of  his  brother.     Through  the  deserted 
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apartments,  the  scene  of  so  many  bitter  reflections,  the  unhappy 
youth  stalked  like  a  discontented  ghost,  conjuring"  up  around  him  at 
every  step  new  subjects  for  sorrow  and  for  self-torment.  Impatient, 
at  length,  of  the  state  of  irritation  and  agonised  recollection  in 
which  he  found  himself,  he  rushed  out  and  walked  hastily  up  the 
glen,  as  if  to  shake  off  the  load  which  hung  upon  his  mind.  The 
sun  was  setting  when  he  reached  the  entrance  of  Corri-nan-shian ; 
and  the  recollection  of  what  he  had  seen  when  he  last  visited  that 
haunted  ravine,  burst  on  his  mind.  He  was  in  a  humour,  however, 
rather  to  seek  out  danger  than  to  avoid  it. 

"  I  will  face  this  mystic  being,'*  he  said ;  "  she  foretold  the  fate 
which  has  wrapt  me  in  this  dress, — I  will  know  whether  she  has 
aught  else  to  tell  me  of  a  life  which  cannot  but  be  miserable." 

He  failed  not  to  see  the  White  Spirit  seated  by  her  accustomed 
haunt,  and  singing  in  her  usual  low  and  sweet  tone.  While  she  sung 
she  seemed  to  look  with  sorrow  on  her  golden  zone,  which  was  now 
diminished  to  the  fineness  of  a  silken  thread. 

Keep  the  time  in  mystic  dancing, 
Rise  and  swell,  are  burst  and  lost, 
Like  mortal  schemes  by  fortune  crost. 

"  The  knot  of  fate  at  length  is  tied, 
The  Churl  is  Lord,  the  Maid  is  bride. 
Vainly  did  my  magic  sleight 
Send  the  lover  from  her  sight ; 
Wither  bush,  and  perish  well, 
Fall'n  is  lofty  Avenel !  " 

The  Vision  seemed  to  weep  while  she  sung ;  and  the  words  im- 
pressed on  Edward  a  melancholy  belief,  that  the  alliance  of  Mary 
with  his  brother  might  be  fatal  to  them  both. 


' '  Fare  thee  well,  thou  Holly  green  ! 
Thou  shalt  seldom  now  be  seen, 
With  all  thy  glittering  garlands  bending, 
As  to  greet  my  slow  descending, 
Startling  the  bewilder'd  hind, 
Who  sees  thee  wave  without  a  wind. 

"  Farewell,  Fountain  !  now  not  long 
Shalt  thou  murmur  to  my  song. 
While  thy  crystal  bubbles  glancing, 


Here  terminates  the  First  Part  of  the  Benedictine's  Manuscript. 
I  have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  ascertain  the  precise  period  of  the 
story,  as  the  dates  cannot  be  exactly  reconciled  with  those  of  the 
most  accredited  histories.  But  it  is  astonishing  how  careless  the 
writers  of  Utopia  are  upon  these  important  subjects.  I  observe 
that  the  learned  Mr  Laurence  Templeton,  in  his  late  publication, 
entitled  Ivanhoe,  has  not  only  blessed  the  bed  of  Edward  the  Confes- 
sor with  an  offspring  unknown  to  history,  with  sundry  other  solecisms 
of  the  same  kind,  but  has  inverted  the  order  of  nature,  and  feasted 
his  swine  with  acorns  in  the  midst  of  summer.  All  that  can  be 
alleged  by  the  warmest  admirer  of  this  author  amounts  to  this, — that 
the  circumstances  objected  to  are  just  as  true  as  the  rest  of  the  story ; 
which  appears  to  me  (more  especially  in  the  matter  of  the  acorns)  to 
be  a  very  imperfect  defence,  and  that  the  author  will  do  well  to  profit 
by  Captain  Absolute's  advice  to  his  servant,  and  never  tell  him  more 
lies  than  are  indispensably  necessary. 
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Note  A,  p.  9.     Stawarth  Bolton. 

Stawarth  Bolton  took  his  embroidered  red  cross  from  his  barret  cap,  and  putting  it  into 
tlie  loop  oftlie  bop's  bonnet,  said,  "  By  this  token,  which  all  my  people  will  respect,  you 
will  be  freed  from  any  importunity  on  the  part  of  our  foray ers." 

As  gallantry  of  all  tiroes  and  nations  has  the  same  mode  of  thinking  and  acting, 
bo  it  often  expresses  itself  by  the  same  symbols.  In  the  civil  war  1745-6,  a  party 
of  Highlanders,  under  a  Chieftain  of  rank,  came  to  Rose  Castle,  the  seat  of  the 
Bishop  of  Carlisle,  but  then  occupied  by  the  family  of  Squire  Dacre  of  Cumber- 
land. They  demanded  quarters,  which  of  course  were  not  to  be  refused  to  armed  men 
of  a  strange  attire  and  unknown  language.  But  the  domestic  represented  to  the  cap- 
tain of  the  mountaineers,  that  the  lady  of  the  mansion  had  been  just  delivered  of 
a  daughter,  and  expressed  her  hope,  that,  under  these  circumstances,  his  party 
would  give  as  little  trouble  as  possible.  M  God  forbid,"  said  the  gallant  chief,  "  that 
I  or  mine  should  be  the  means  of  adding  to  a  lady's  inconvenience  at  such  a  time. 
May  I  request  to  see  the  infant?"  The  child  was  brought,  and  the  Highlander, 
taking  his  cockade  out  of  his  bonnet,  and  pinning  it  on  the  child's  breast,  "That 
will  be  a  token,"  he  said,  "  to  any  of  our  people  who  may  come  hither,  that  Donald 
M 'Donald  of  Kinloch-Moidart,  has  taken  the  family  of  Rose  Castle  under  his  pro- 
tection." The  lady  who  received  in  infancy  this  gage  of  Highland  protection  is 
now  Mary,  Lady  Clerk  of  Pennycuik  ;  and  on  the  10th  of  June  still  wears  the  cock- 
ade which  was  pinned  on  her  breast,  with  a  white  rose  as  a  kindred  decoration. 

Note  B,  p.  13.    The  Fairies. 

It  was  deemed  highly  imprudent  to  speak  of  the  fairies,  ichen  about  to  pass  the  places 
which  they  were  supposed  to  haunt. 

This  superstition  continues  to  prevail,  though  one  would  suppose  it  must  now  be 
antiquated.  It  is  only  a  year  or  two  since  an  itinerant  puppet  showman,  who,  dis- 
daining to  acknowledge  the  profession  of  Gines  de  Passamonte\  called  himself  an 
artist  from  Vauxhall,  brought  a  complaint  of  a  singular  nature  before  the  author, 
as  Sheriff  of  Selkirkshire.  The  singular  dexterity  with  which  the  showman  had 
exhibited  the  machinery  of  his  little  stage,  had,  upon  a  Selkirk  fair-day,  excited 
the  eager  curiosity  of  some  mechanics  of  Galashiels.  These  men,  from  no  worse 
motive  that  could  be  discovered  than  a  thirst  after  knowledge  beyond  their  sphere, 
committed  a  burglary  upon  the  barn  in  which  the  puppets  had  been  consigned  to 
repose,  and  carried  them  off  in  the  nook  of  their  plaids,  when  returning  from  Sel- 
kirk to  their  own  village. 

"  But  with  the  morning  cool  reflection  came." 

The  party  found,  however,  they  could  not  make  Punch  dance,  and  that  the  whole 
troop  were  equally  intractable  ;  they  had  also,  perhaps,  some  apprehensions  of  the 
Rhadamanth  of  the  district;  and,  willing  to  be  quit  of  their  booty,  they  left  the 
puppets  seated  in  a  grove  by  the  side  of  the  Ettrick,  wmere  they  were  sure  to  be 
touched  by  the  first  beams  of  the  rising  sun.  Here  a  shepherd,  who  was  on  foot  with 
sunrise  to  pen  his  master's  sheep  on  a  field  of  turnips,  to  his  utter  astonishment, 
saw  this  train,  profusely  gay,  sitting  in  the  little  grotto.  His  examination  proceed- 
ed thus  : — 

Sheriff.     You  saw  these  gay-looking  things  ?  what  did  you  think  they  were  ? 
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Shepherd.     Ou,  I  am  no  that  free  to  say  what  I  might  think  they  were. 

Sheriff.    Come,  lad,  I  must  have  a  direct  answer — who  did  you  think  they  were 

Shepherd.  Ou,  sir,  troth  I  am  no  that  free  to  say  that  I  mind  wha  I  might  think 
they  were. 

Sheriff.  Come,  come  sir!  I  ask  you  distinctly,  did  you  think  they  were  the 
fairies  you  saw  ? 

Shepherd.  Indeed,  sir,  and  I  winna  say  but  I  might  think  it  was  the  Good 
Neighbours. 

Thus  unwillingly  was  he  brought  to  allude  to  the  irritable  and  captious  inha- 
bitants of  fairy  land. 

Note  C,  p.  29.     Drawbridge  at  Bridge-end. 

A  bridge  of  the  very  peculiar  construction  described  in  the  text,  actually  existed 
at  a  small  hamlet  about  a  mile  and  a  half  above  Melrose,  called  from  the  circum- 
stance Bridge-end.     It  is  thus  noticed  in  Gordon's  Iter  Septentrionale  :— 

"In  another  journey  through  the  south  parts  of  Scotland,  about  a  mile  and  a 
half  from  Melrose,  in  the  shire  of  Teviotdale,  I  saw  the  remains  of  a  curious  bridge 
over  the  river  Tweed,  consisting  of  three  octangular  pillars,  or  rather  towers,  stand- 
ing within  the  water,  without  any  arches  to  join  them.  The  middle  one,  which  is 
the  most  entire,  has  a  door  towards  the  north,  and  1  suppose,  another  opposite  one 
towards  the  south,  which  I  could  not  see  without  crossing  the  water.  In  the  middle 
of  this  tower  is  a  projection  or  cornice  surrounding  it :  the  whole  is  hollow  from  the 
door  upwards,  and  now  open  at  the  top,  near  which  is  a  small  window.  I  was 
informed  that  not  long  ago  a  countryman  and  his  family  lived  in  this  tower — and 
got  his  livelihood  by  laying  out  planks  from  pillar  to  pillar,  and  conveying  passen- 
gers over  the  river.  Whether  this  be  ancient  or  modern,  I  know  not;  but  as  it  is 
singular  in  its  kind,  I  have  thought  fit  to  exhibit  it." 

The  vestiges  of  this  uncommon  species  of  bridge  still  exist,  and  the  author  has 
often  seen  the  foundations  of  the  columns  when  drifting  down  the  Tweed,  at  night, 
for  the  purpose  of  killing  salmon  by  torch-light.  Mr  John  Mercer  of  Bridge-end 
recollects,  that  about  fifty  years  ago  the  pillars  were  visible  above  water;  and  the 
late  Mr  David  Kyle  of  the  George  Inn,  Melrose,  told  the  author  that  he  saw  a  stone 
taken  from  the  river  bearing  this  inscription  : — 

"  I,  Sir  John  Pringle  of  Palmer  stede, 
Give  an  hundred  markis  of  gowd  sae  reed, 
To  help  to  bigg  my  brigg  ower  Tweed." 

Pringle  of  Galashiels,  afterwards  of  Whytbank,  was  the  Baron  to  whom  the  bridge 
belonged. 

Note  D,  p.  54.     Sorners. 

To  some,  in  Scotland,  is  to  exact  free  quarters  against  the  will  of  the  landlord. 
It  is  declared  equivalent  to  theft,  by  a  statute  passed  in  the  year  1445.  The  great 
chieftains  oppressed  the  Monasteries  very  much  by  exactions  of  this  nature.  The 
community  of  Aberbrothwick  complained  of  an  Earl  of  Angus,  I  think,  who  was  in 
the  regular  habit  of  visiting  them  once  a-year,  with  a  train  of  a  thousand  horse,  and 
abiding  till  the  whole  winter  provisions  of  the  convent  were  exhausted. 

Note  E,  p.  84.    MacFarlane's  Geese. 

A  brood  of  wild-geese,  which  long  frequented  one  of  the  uppermost  islands  in 
Loch-Lomond,  called  Inch-Tavoe,  were  supposed  to  have  some  mysterious  con- 
nection with  the  ancient  family  of  MacFarlaue  of  that  Ilk,  and  it  is  said  were  never 
seen  after  the  ruin  and  extinction  of  that  house.  The  MacFarlanes  had  a  house  and 
garden  upon  that  same  island  of  Inch-Tavoe.  Here  James  VI.  was,  on  one  occasion, 
regaled  by  the  chieftain.  His  Majesty  had  been  previously  much  amused  by  the 
geese  pursuing  each  other  on  the  Loch.  But,  when  one  which  was  brought  to  table, 
was  found  to  be  tough  and  ill  fed,  James  observed, — "  that  MacFarlane's  geese  liked 
their  play  better  than  their  meat,"  a  proverb  which  has  been  current  ever  since. 

Note  F,  p.  100.    Epithets. 

There  are  many  instances  to  be  met  with  in  the  ancient  dramas  of  this  whimsi- 
cal and  conceited  custom  of  persons  who  formed  an  intimacy,  distinguishing  each 
other  by  some  quaint  epithet.  In  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour,  there  is  a  humor- 
ous debate  upon  names  most  fit  to  bind  the  relation  betwixt  Sogliardo  and  Cava- 
liero  Shift,  which  ends  by  adopting  those  of  Countenance  and  Resolution.     What 
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is  more  to  the  point  is  in  the  speech  of  Hedon,  a  voluptuary  and  a  courtier  in 
Cynthia's  Revels.  "You  know  that  I  call  Madam  Philantia  my  Honouk,  and  she 
calls  me  her  Ambition.  Now,  when  I  meet  her  in  the  presence,  anon,  I  will  come 
to  her  and  say,  'Sweet  Honour,  [  have  hitherto  contented  my  sense  with  the  lilies 
of  your  hand,  and  now  I  will  taste  the  roses  of  your  lip.'  To  which  she  cannot  but 
blushing  answer,  ■  Nay,  now  you  are  too  ambitious  ;'  and  then  do  I  reply,  '  I  cannot 
be  too  ambitious  of  Honour,  sweet  lady.  Wilt  not  be  good?'" — I  think  there  is 
some  remnant  of  this  foppery  preserved  in  masonic  lodges,  where  each  brother  is 
distinguished  by  a  name  in  the  Lodge,  signifying  some  abstract  quality,  as  Dis- 
cretion, or  the  like.     See  the  poems  of  Gavin  Wilson. 

Note  G,  p.  112.     Rowland  Yorke,  and  Stukely. 

"  Yorke/' says  Camden,  "  was  a  Londoner,  a  man  of  loose  and  dissolute  beha- 
viour, and  desperately  audacious — famous  in  his  time  amongst  the  common  bullies 
and  swaggerers,  as  being  the  first  that,  to  the  great  admiration  of  many  at  his 
boldness,  brought  into  England  the  bold  and  dangerous  way  of  fencing  with  the 
rapier  in  duelling.  Whereas,  till  that  time,  the  English  used  to  fight  with  long 
swords  and  bucklers,  striking  with  the  edge,  and  thought  it  no  part  of  man  either 
to  push  or  strike  beneath  the  girdle. 

Having  a  command  in  the  Low  Countries,  Yorke  revolted  to  the  Spaniards,  and 
died  miserably,  poisoned,  as  was  supposed,  by  his  new  allies.  Three  years  after- 
wards, his  bones  were  du«-  up  and  gibbeted  by  the  command  of  the  States  of  Holland. 

Thomas  Stukely,  another  distinguished  gallant  of  the  time,  was  bred  a  merchant, 
being  the  son  of  a  rich  clothier  in  the  west.  He  wedded  the  daughter  and  heiress 
of  a  wealthy  alderman  of  London,  named  Curtis,  after  whose  death  he  squandered 
the  riches  he  thus  acquired  in  all  manner  of  extravagance.  His  wife,  whose  fortune 
supplied  his  waste,  represented  to  him  that  he  ought  to  make  more  of  her.  Stukely 
replied,  '*  I  will  make  as  much  of  thee,  believe  me,  as  it  is  possible  for  any  to  do;" 
and  he  kept  his  word  in  one  sense,  having  stripped  her  even  of  her  wearing  apparel 
before  he  finally  ran  away  from  her. 

Having  fled  to  Italy,  he  contrived  to  impose  upon  the  Pope,  with  a  plan  of  in- 
vading Ireland,  for  which  he  levied  soldiers,  and  made  some  preparations,  but 
ended  by  engaging  himself  and  his  troops  in  the  service  of  King  Sebastian  of 
Portugal.  He  sailed  with  that  prince  on  his  fatal  voyage  to  Barbary,  and  fell  with 
him  at  the  battle  of  Alcazar. 

Stukely,  as  one  of  the  first  gallants  of  the  time,  has  had  the  honour  to  be  chro- 
nicled in  song,  in  Evans'  Old  Ballads,  vol.  iii.  edition  1810.  His  fate  is  also  intro- 
duced in  a  tragedy,  by  George  Peel,  as  has  been  supposed,  called  the  Battle  of 
Alcazar,  from  which  play  Dryden  is  alleged  to  have  taken  the  idea  of  Don  Sebas- 
tian; if  so,  it  is  surprising  he  omitted  a  character  so  congenial  to  King  Charles 
the  Second's  time,  as  the  witty,  brave,  and  profligate  Thomas  Stukely. 

Note  II,  p.  159.     Avenel  Castle. 

It  is  in  vain  to  search  near  Melrose  for  any  such  castle  as  is  here  described.  The 
lakes  at  the  head  of  the  Yarrow,  and  those  at  the  rise  of  the  water  of  Ale,  present 
no  object  of  the  kind.  But  in  Yetholm  Loch  (a  romantic  sheet  of  water,  in  the 
dry  march,  as  it  is  called)  there  are  the  remains  of  a  fortress  called  Lochside 
Tower,  which,  like  the  supposed  Castle  of  Avenel,  is  built  upon  an  island,  and  con- 
nected with  the  land  by  a  causeway.  It  is  much  smaller  than  the  Castle  of  Avenel 
is  described,  consisting  only  of  a  single  ruinous  tower. 

Note  I,  p.  173.     Julian  Avenel. 

If  it  were  necessary  to  name  a  prototype  for  this  brutal,  licentious,  and  cruel  Bor- 
der chief,  in  an  age  which  showed  but  too  many  such,  the  Laird  of  Black  Ormiston 
might  be  selected  for  that  purpose.  He  was  a  friend  and  confidant  of  Both  well, 
and  an  agent  in  Henry  Darnley's  murder.  At  his  last  stage,  he  was,  like  other 
great  offenders,  a  seeming  penitent ;  and,  as  his  confession  bears,  divers  gentlemen 
and  servants  being  in  the  chamber,  he  said,  "  For  God's  sake,  sit  down  and  pray 
for  me,  for  I  have  been  a  great  sinner  otherwise  "  (that  is,  besides  his  share  in 
Darnley's  death),  "  for  the  which  God  is  this  day  punishing  me ;  for  of  all  men 
on  the  earth,  I  have  been  one  of  the  proudest,  and  mo3t  highminded,  and  most 
unclean  of  my  body.  But  specially  I  have  shed  the  innocent  blood  of  one  Michael 
Hunter  with  my  own  hands.  Alas,  therefore  !  because  the  said  Michael,  having  me 
lying  on  my  back,  having  a  fork  in  his  hand,  might  have  slain  me  if  he  had  pleased, 
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and  did  it  not,  which  of  aU  things  grieves  ine  most  in  conscience.  Also,  in  a  rage, 
I  hanged  a  poor  man  for  a  horse  ;— with  many  other  wicked  deeds,  for  whilk  I  ask 
my  God  mercy.  It  is  not  marvel  I  have  been  wicked,  considering  the  wicked  com- 
pany that  ever  I  have  been  in,  but  specially  within  the  seven  years  by-past,  in 
which  I  never  saw  two  good  men  or  one  good  deed,  but  all  kind  of  wickedness,  and 
yet  God  would  not  suffer  me  to  be  lost." — See  the  whole  confession  in  the  State  Trials. 

Another  worthy  of  the  Borders,  called  Geordy  Bourne,  of  somewhat  subordinate 
rank,  was  a  similar  picture  of  profligacy.  He  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Sir  Robert 
Carey,  then  Warden  of  the  English  East  Marches,  who  gives  the  following  account 
of  his  prisoner's  confession  : — 

"  When  all  things  were  quiet,  and  the  watch  set  at  night,  after  supper,  about  ten 
of  the  clock,  I  took  one  of  mjr  men's  liveries  and  put  it  about  me,  and  took  two 
other  of  my  servants  with  me  in  tneir  liveries  ;  and  we  three,  as  the  Warden's  men, 
came  to  the  Provost  Marshal's  where  Bourne  was,  and  were  let  into  his  chamber. 
We  sate  down  by  him,  and  told  him  that  we  were  desirous  to  see  him,  because  we 
heard  he  was  stout  and  valiant,  and  true  to  his  friend,  and  that  we  were  sorry  our 
master  could  not  be  moved  to  save  his  life.  He  voluntarily  of  himself  said,  that 
he  had  lived  long  enough  to  do  so  many  villanies  as  he  had  done  ;  and  withal  told 
us,  that  he  had  lain  with  above  forty  men's  wives,  what  in  England  what  in  Scot- 
land ;  and  that  he  had  killed  seven  Englishmen  with  his  own  hands,  cruelly  mur- 
dering them  ;  and  that  he  had  spent  his  whole  time  in  whoring,  drinking,  stealing, 
and  taking  deep  revenge  for  slight  offences.  He  seemed  to  be  very  penitent,  and 
much  desired  a  minister  for  the  comfort  of  his  soul.  We  promised  him  to  let  our 
master  know  his  desire,  who,  we  knew,  would  promptly  grant  it.  We  took  leave  of 
him  ;  and  presently  I  took  order  that  Mr  Selby,  a  very  honest  preacher,  should  go 
to  him,  and  not  stir  from  him  till  his  execution  the  next  morning ;  for  after  I  had 
heard  his  own  confession,  I  was  resolved  no  conditions  should  save  his  life,  and  so 
took  order,  that  at  the  gates  opening  the  next  morning,  he  should  be  carried  to 
execution,  which  accordingly  was  performed." — Memoirs  of  Sir  Robert  Carey,  Earl  of 
Monmouth. 

Note  K,  p.  193.    Foppery  of  the  Sixteenth  Century. 

Sir  Piercie  Shafton's  extreme  love  of  dress  was  an  attribute  of  the  coxcombs  of 
this  period.  The  display  made  by  their  forefathers  was  in  the  numbers  of  their 
retinue  ;  but  as  the  actual  influence  of  the  nobility  began  to  be  restrained  both  in 
France  and  England  by  the  increasing  power  of  the  Crown,  the  indulgence  of  vanity 
in  personal  display  became  more  inordinate.  There  are  many  allusions  to  this 
change  of  custom  in  Shakespeare  and  other  dramatic  writers,  where  the  reader  may 
find  mention  made  of 

"  Bonds  entered  into 
For  gay  apparel  against  the  truimph  day." 

J onson  informs  us,  that  for  the  first  entrance  of  a  gallant,  "  'twere  good  you  turned 
(our  or  five  hundred  acres  of  your  best  land  into  two  or  three  trunks  of  apparel." — 
Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour. 

In  the  Memorie  of  the  Somerville  Family,  a  curious  instance  occurs  of  this  fashion- 
able species  of  extravagance.  In  the  year  of  1537,  when  James  V.  brought  over  his 
shortlived  bride  from  France,  the  Lord  Somerville  of  the  day  was  so  profuse  in  the 
expense  of  his  apparel,  that  the  money  which  he  borrowed  on  the  occasion  was 
compensated  by  a  perpetual  annuity  of  threescore  pounds  Scottish,  payable  out  of 
the  barony  of  Carnwarth  till  doomsday,  which  was  assigned  by  the  creditor  to  Saint 
Magdalen's  Chapel.  By  this  deep  expense  the  Lord  Somerville  had  rendered  him- 
self so  glorious  in  apparel,  that  the  King,  who  saw  so  brave  a  gallant  enter  the  gate 
of  Holyrood,  followed  by  only  two  pages,  called  upon  several  of  the  courtiers  to 
ascertain  who  it  could  be  who  was  so  richly  dressed  and  so  slightly  attended,  and 
lie  was  not  recognised  until  he  entered  the  presence  chamber.  "  You  are  very 
brave,  my  lord,"  said  the  King,  as  he  received  his  homage ;  "  but  where  are  all 
your  men  and  attendants?"  The  Lord  Somerville  readily  answered,  "  If  it  please 
your  Majesty,  here  they  are,"  pointing  to  the  lace  that  was  on  his  own  and  his 
pages'  clothes  ;  wherat  the  King  laughed  heartily,  and  having  surveyed  the  finery 
more  nearly,  bade  him  have  away  with  it  all,  and  let  him  have  his  stout  band  of 
spears  again. 

There  is  a  scene  in  Jonson's  "  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour  "  (Act  IV.  Scene  6), 
in  whichaEuphuistof  the  time  gives  an  account  of  the  effects  of  a  duel  on  the  clothes 
of  himself  and  his  opponent,  and  never  departs  a  syllable  from  the  catalogue  of  his 
wardrobe.  We  shall  insert  it  in  evidence  that  the  foppery  of  our  ancestors  was  not 
inferior  to  that  of  our  own  time. 
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"  Fastidius.  Good  faith,  signior,  now  you  speak  of  a  quarrel,  I'll  acquaint  you 
with  a  difference  that  happened  between  a  gallant  and  myself,  Sir  Puntarvolo. 
You  know  him  if  I  should  name  him — Signior  Luculento. 

"  Punt.  Luculento !  What  inauspicious  chance  iuterposed  itself  to  your  two 
loves  ? 

"  Fast.  Faith,  sir,  the  same  that  sundered  Agamemnon  and  great  Thetis'  son  ; 
out  let  the  cause  escape,  sir.  He  sent  me  a  challenge,  mixed  with  some  few  braves, 
which  I  restored  ;  and,  in  fine,  we  met.  Now  indeed,  sir,  I  must  tell  you,  he  did 
offer  at  first  very  desperately,  but  without,  judgment ;  for  look  you,  sir,  I  cast  my- 
self into  this  figure  ;  now  he  came  violently  on,  and  withal  advancing  his  rapier  to 
strike,  I  thought  to  have  took  his  arm,  for  he  had  left  his  body  to  my  election,  and 
I  was  sure  he  could  not  recover  his  guard.  Sir,  I  mist  my  purpose  in  his  arm, 
rashed  his  doublet  sleeves,  ran  him  close  by  the  left  cheek  and  through  his  hair. 
He,  again,  light  me  here — I  had  on  a  gold  cable  hat-band,  then  new  come  up,  about 
a  murrey  French  hat  I  had  ;  cuts  my  hat-band,  and  yet  it  was  massy  goldsmith's 
work,  cuts  my  brim,  which,  by  good  fortune,  being  thick  embroidered  with  gold 
twist  and  spangles,  disappointed  the  force  of  the  blow  ;  nevertheless  it  grazed  on 
my  shoulder,  takes  me  away  six  purls  of  an  Italian  cut-work  band  I  wore  cost  me 
three  pounds  in  the  Exchange  but  three  days  before 

"  Punt.     This  was  a  strange  encounter. 

"Fast.  Nay,  you  shall  hear,  sir.  With  this,  we  both  fell  out  and  breathed. 
Now,  upon  the  second  sign  of  his  assault,  I  betook  me  to  my  former  manner  of 
defence  ;  he,  on  the  other  side,  abandoned  his  body  to  the  same  danger  as  before, 
and  follows  me  still  with  blows  ;  but  I,  being  loath  to  take  the  deadly  advantage 
that  lay  before  me  of  his  left  side,  made  a  kind  of  stramazoun,  ran  him  up  to  the 
hilt  through  the  doublet,  through  the  shirt,  and  yet  missed  the  skin.  He,  making 
a  reverse  blow,  falls  upon  my  embossed  girdle, — I  had  thrown  off  the  hangers  a 
little  before, — strikes  off  a  skirt  of  a  thick-laced  satin  doublet  I  had,  lined  with 
four  taffetas,  cuts  off  two  panes  embroidered  with  pearl,  rends  through  the  drawings- 
out  of  tissue,  enters  the  linings,  and  skips  the  flesh 

"  Car.     I  wonder  he  speaks  not  of  his  wrought  shirt. 

"Fast.  Here,  in  the  opinion  of  mutual  damage,  we  paused.  But,  ere  I  proceed, 
I  must  tell  you,  signior,  that  in  the  last  encounter,  not  having  leisure  to  put  off 
my  silver  spurs,  one  of  the  rowels  catched  hold  of  the  rufHes  of  my  boot,  and, 
being  Spanish  leather  and  subject  to  tear,  overthrows  me,  rends  me  two  pair  of 
silk  stockings  that  I  put  on,  being  somewhat  of  a  raw  morning,  a  peach  colour  and 
another,  and  strikes  me  some  half-inch  deep  into  the  side  of  the  calf:  He,  seeing 
the  blood  come,  presently  takes  horse  and  away :  I  having  bound  up  my  wound 
with  a  piece  of  my  wrought  shirt 

"  Car.     O,  comes  it  in  there? 

"  Fast.  Ride  after  him,  and,  lighting  at  the  court-gate  both  together,  embraced, 
and  marched  hand  in  hand  up  into  the  presence.  Was  not  this  business  well 
carried  ? 

"  Maci.    Well !  yes  ;  and  by  this  we  can  guess  what  apparel  the  gentleman  wore. 

"Punt.  'Fore  valour!  it  was  a  designment  begun  with  much  resolution,  main- 
tained with  as  much  prowess,  and  ended  with  more  humanity." 

Note  L,  p.  240.    Good  Faith  of  the  Borderers. 

As  some  atonement  for  their  laxity  of  morals  on  most  occasions,  the  Borderers 
were  severe  observers  of  the  faith  which  they  had  pledged,  even  to  an  enemy.  If 
any  person  broke  his  word  so  plighted,  the  individual  to  whom  faith  had  not  been 
observed,  used  to  bring  to  the  next  Border-meeting  a  glove  hung  on  the  point  of  a 
spear,  and  proclaim  to  Scots  and  English  the  name  of  the  defaulter.  This  was 
accounted  so  great  a  disgrace  to  all  connected  with  him,  that  his  own  clansmen 
sometimes  destroyed  him,  to  escape  the  infimy  he  had  brought  on  them. 

Constable,  a  spy  eugaged  by  Sir  Ralph  Sadler,  talks  of  two  Border  thieves,  whom 
he  used  as  his  guides. — "That  they  would  not  care  to  steal,  and  yet  that  they 
would  not  betray  any  man  that  trusts  in  them,  for  all  the  gold  in  Scotland  or  in 
France.  They  are  my  guides  and  outlaws.  If  they  would  betray  me  they  might 
get  their  pardons,  and  cause  me  to  be  hanged  ;  but  I  have  tried  them  ere  this." — 
Sadler's  Letters  during  the  Northern  Insurrection. 

Note  M,  p.  242.    Indulgences  of  the  Monks. 

The  biberes,  caritas,  and  boiled  almonds,  of  which  Abbot  Boniface  speaks,  were 
special  occasions  for  enjoying  luxuries,  afforded  to  the  monks  by  grants  from  different 
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sovereigns,  or  from  other  benefactors  to  the  convent.  There  is  one  of  these  char- 
ters called  De  Pitancia  Centum  Librarum.  By  this  charter,  which  is  very  curious, 
our  Robert  Bruce,  on  the  10th  January,  and  in  the  twelfth  year  of  his  reign,  as- 
signs, out  of  the  customs  of  Berwick,  and  failing  them,  out  of  the  customs  of 
Edinburgh  or  Haddington,  the  sum  of  one  hundred  pounds,  at  the  half-yearly 
terms  of  Pentecost  and  Saint  Martin's  in  winter,  to  the  abbot  and  community  of 
the  monks  of  Melrose.  The  precise  purpose  of  this  annuity  is  to  furnish  to  each  of 
the  monks  of  the  said  monastery,  while  placed  at  food  in  the  refectory,  an  extra 
mess  of  rice  boiled  with  milk,  or  of  almonds,  or  peas,  or  other  pulse  of  that  kind 
which  could  be  procured  in  the  country.  This  addition  to  their  commons  is  to  be 
entitled  the  King's  Mess.  And  it  is  declared,  that  although  any  monk  should, 
from  some  honest  apology,  want  appetite  or  inclination  to  eat  of  the  king's  mess, 
his  share  should,  nevertheless,  be  placed  on  the  table  with  those  of  his  brethren, 
and  afterwards  carried  to  the  gate  and  given  to  the  poor.  *'  Neither  is  it  our  plea- 
sure," continues  the  bountiful  sovereign,  "  that  the  dinner,  which  is  or  ought  to  be 
served  up  to  the  said  monks  according  to  their  ancient  rule,  should  be  diminished 
in  quantity,  or  rendered  inferior  ip  quality,  on  account  of  this  our  mess,  so  fur- 
nished as  aforesaid."  It  is,  moreover,  provided,  that  the  abbot,  with  the  consent  of 
the  most  sage  of  his  brethren,  shall  name  a  prudent  and  decent  monk  for  receiv- 
ing, directing,  and  expending,  all  matters  concerning  this  annuity  for  the  benefit 
of  the  community,  agreeably  to  the  royal  desire  and  intention,  rendering  a  faithful 
account  thereof  to  the  abbot  and  superiors  of  the  same  convent.  And  the  same 
charter  declares  the  king's  farther  pleasure,  that  the  said  men  of  religion  should  be 
bound  yearly  and  for  ever,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  above  donation,  to  clothe 
fifteen  poor  men  at  the  feast  of  Saint  Martin  in  winter,  and  to  feed  them  on  the 
same  day,  delivering  to  each  of  them  four  ells  of  large  or  broad,  or  six  ells  of  narrow 
cloth,  and  to  each  also  a  new  pair  of  shoes  or  sandals,  according  to  their  order  ;  and 
if  the  said  monks  shall  fail  in  their  engagements,  or  any  of  them,  it  is  the  king's 
will  that  the  fault  shall  be  redeemed  by  a  double  performance  of  what  has  been 
omitted,  to  be  executed  at  the  sight  of  the  chief  forester  of  Ettrick  for  the  time  being, 
and  before  the  return  of  Saint  Martin's  day  succeeding  that  on  which  the  omission 
has  taken  place. 

Of  this  charter,  respecting  the  pittance  of  £100  assigned  to  furnish  the  monks 
of  Melrose  with  a  daily  mess  of  boiled  rice,  almonds,  or  other  pulse,  to  mend  their 
commons,  the  antiquarian  reader  will  be  pleased,  doubtless,  to  see  the  orginal. 

Carta  Regis  Roberti  I.     Abbati  et  Conventui  dk  Melross. 

Carta  de  Pitancia  Centum  Librarum. 

"  Robertas  Dei  gracia  Rex  Scottorum  omnibus  probis  hominibus  tocius  terre 
sue  Salutem.  Sciatis  nos  pro  salute  anime  nostre  et  pro  salute  animarum  ante- 
cessorum  et  successorutn  nostrorum  Regum  Scocie  Dedisse  Concessisse  et  hac 
presenti  Carta  nostra  confirmasse  Deo  et  Beato  Marie  virgini  et  Religiosis  viris 
Abbati  et  Conventui  de  Melross  et  eorum  successoribus  in  perpetuum  Centum 
Libras  Sterlingorum  Annui  Redditus  singulis  annis  percipiendas  de  firmis  nostris 
Burgi  Berwici  super  Twedam  ad  terminos  Ventecostis  et  Sancti  Martini  in  hyeme 
pro  equali  portione  vel  de  nova  Custuma  nostra  Burgi  predicti  si  firme  nostre  pre- 
dicte  ad  dictam  summam  pecunie  sufficere  non  poterunt  vel  de  nova  Custuma 
nostra  Burgorum  nostrorum  de  Edenburg  et  de  Hadington  Si  firme  nostre  et  Cus- 
tuma nostra  ville  Berwici  aliquo  casu  contingente  ad  hoc  forte  non  sufficiant.  Ita 
quod  dicta  summa  pecunie  Centum  Librarum  eis  annuatim  integre  et  absque  con- 
tradictione  aliqua  plenarie  persolvatur  pre  cunctis  aliis  quibuscunque  assignacioni- 
bus  per  nos  factis  seu  faciendis  ad  inveniendum  in  perpetuum  singulis  diebuscuili- 
bet  monacho  monasterii  predicti  comedcnti  in  Refectorio  unum  sufficiens  ferculum 
risarum  factarum  cum  lacte,  amigdalarura  vel  pisarum  sive  aliorum  ciborum  con- 
similis  condicionisinventorum  in  patria  et  illud  ferculum  ferculum  Regis  vocabitur 
in  eternum.  Et  si  aliquis  monachus  ex  aliqua  causa  honesta  de  dicto  ferculo 
comedere  noluerit  vel  refici  non  poterit  non  minus  attamen  sibi  de  dicto  ferculo 
ministretur  et  ad  portam  pro  pauperibus  deportetur.  Nee  volumus  quod  occa&ione 
ferculi  nostri  predicti  prandium  dicti  Conventus  de  quo  antiquitus  communiter  eis 
deserviri  sive  ministrari  solebat  in  aliquo  pejoretur  seu  diminuatur.  Volumus 
insuper  et  ordinamus  quod  Abbas  ejusdem  monasterii  qui  pro  tempore  fuerit  de 
consensu  saniorum  de  Conventu  specialiter  constituat  unum  monachum  providum 
et  discretum  ad  recipiendum  ordinandum  ec  expendendum  totam  summam  pecunie 
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memorate  pro  utilitate  conventus  secundum  votum  et  intencionem  mentis  nostre 
superius  annotatum  et  ad  reddendum  fidele  eompotum  coram  Abbate  et  Maionbus 
de  Couventu  singulis  annis  de  pecunia  sic  recepta.  Et  volumus  quod  dicti  religiosi 
teneantur  annuatim  in  perpetuum  pro  predicta  donacione  nostra  ad  perpetuant 
nustri  memoriaii)  vestire  quindecim  pauperes  ad  festum  Sancti  Martini  in  hieme  et 
eosdem  cibare  eodem  die  liberando  eorum  cuilibet  quatuor  ui)ias  panui  grossi  et 
lati  vel  sex  ulnas  panni  stricti  et  eorum  cuilibet  unum  novum  par  sotularium  do 
ordine  suo.  Et  si  dicti  religiosi  in  premissis  vel  aliquo  premissorum  aliquo  anno 
defecerint  volumus  quod  illud  quod  minus  perimpletum  fuerit  dupplicetur  diebus 
magis  necessariis  per  visum  capitalis  forestarii  nostri  de  Selkirk,  qui  pro  tempore 
fuerit.  Et  quod  dicta  dupplicatio  fiat  ante  natale  domini  proximo  sequens  feftum 
Sancti  Martini  predictum.  In  cujus  rei  testimonium  present!  Carte  liostre  sigillum 
nostrum  precipimus  apponi.  Testibus  venerabilibus  in  Cbristo  patribus  Willielmo, 
Johanue,  Willielmo  et  David  Sancti  Andree,  Glasguensis,  Dunkeldensis  et  Mora- 
viensis  ecclesiarum  dei  gracia  episcopis  Bernardo  Abbate  de  Abirbrothock  Cancel- 
lario,  Duncano,  Malisio,  et  Hugone  de  Fyf  de  Strathin  et  de  Ross,  Comitibus 
Waltero  Senescallo  Scocie.  Jacobo  domini  de  Duglas  et  Alexandro  Eraser  Camerario 
nostro  Socie  militibus.  Apud  Abirbrothock,  decimo  die  Januarij.  Anno  iiegui 
nostri  vicesimo. " 

Note  N.  p.  274.    Pedigree  of  the  Douglas  Family. 

The  late  excellent  and  laborious  antiquary,  Mr  George  Chalmers,  has  rebuked 
the  vaunt  of  the  House  of  Douglas,  or  rather  of  Hume  of  Godscroft,  their  historian, 
but  with  less  than  his  wonted  accuracy.  In  the  first  volume  of  his  •'  Caledonia,"  he 
quotes  the  passage  in  Godscroft  for  the  purpose  of  confuting  it. 

The  historian  (of  the  Douglasses)  cries  out,  M  We  do  not  know  them  in  the  foun- 
tain, but  in  the  stream;  not  in  the  root,  but  in  the  stem  ;  for  we  know  not  which 
is  the  mean  man  that  did  rise  above  the  vulgar."  This  assumption  Mr  Chalmers 
conceives  ill-timed,  and  alleges,  that  if  the  historian  had  attended  more  to  research 
than  to  declamation,  he  might  easily  have  seen  the  first  mean  man  of  this  renowned 
family.  This  he  alleges  to  have  been  one  Theobaldus  Flammaticus,  or  Theobald  the 
Fleming,  to  whom  Arnold,  Abbotof  Kelso,  between  the  year  1147  and  1160,  granted 
certain  lands  on  Douglas  water,  by  a  deed  which  Mr  Chalmers  conceives  to  be  the 
first  link  of  the  chain  of  title-deeds  to  Douglasdale.  Hence,  he  says,  the  family 
must  renounce  their  family  domain,  or  acknowledge  this  obscure  Fleming  as  iheir 
ancestor.  Theobald  the  Fleming,  it  is  acknowledged,  did  not  himself  assume  the 
name  of  Douglas ;  "but,"  says  the  antiquary,  '•  his  son  William,  who  inherited  his 
estate,  called  himself,  and  was  named  by  others,  De  Duglas  ; "  and  he  refers  to  the 
deeds  in  which  he  is  so  designed.  Mr  Chalmers's  full  argument  ma}''  be  found  in 
the  first  volume  of  his  "  Caledonia,"  p.  579. 

This  proposition  is  one  which  a  Scotsman  will  admit  unwillingly,  and  only  upon  un- 
deniable testimony  :  and  as  it  is  liable  to  strong  grounds  of  challenge,  the  present 
author,  with  all  the  respect  to  Mr  Chalmers  which  his  zealous  and  effectual  re- 
searches merit,  is  not  unwilling  to  take  this  opportunity  to  state  some  plausible 
grounds  for  doubting  that  Theobaldus  Flammaticus  was  either  the  father  of  the 
first  William  de  Douglas,  or  in  the  slightest  degree  connected  with  the  Douglas 
family. 

It  must  first  be  observed,  that  there  is  no  reason  whatever  for  concluding  Theo- 
baldus Flammaticus  to  be  the  father  of  William  de  Douglas,  except  that  they  both 
held  lands  upon  the  small  river  of  Douglas,  and  that  there  are  two  strong  pre- 
sumptions to  the  contrary.  For,  first,  the  father  being  named  Fleming,  there 
seems  no  good  reason  why  the  son  should  have  assumed  a  different  designation  ; 
secondly,  there  does  not  occur  a  single  instance  of  the  name  of  Theobald  during  the 
long  line  of  the  Douglas  pedigree,  an  omission  very  unlikely  to  take  place  had  the 
original  father  of  the  race  been  so  called.  These  are  secondary  considerations, 
indeed  ;  but  they  are  important,  in  so  far  as  they  exclude  any  support  of  Mr  Chal- 
mers's system,  except  from  the  point  which  he  has  rather  assumed  than  proved, 
namely,  that  the  lands  granted  to  Theobald  the  Fleming  were  the  same  which 
were  granted  to  William  de  Douglas,  and  which  constituted  the  original  domain  of 
which  we  find  this  powerful  family  lords. 

Now,  it  happens,  singularly  enough,  that  the  lands  granted  by  the  Abbot  of 
Kelso  to  Theobaldus  Flammaticus  are  not  the  same  of  which  William  de  Douglas 
was  in  possession.  Nay,  it  would  appear,  from  comparing  the  charter  granted  to 
Theobaldus  Flammaticus,  that,  though  situated  on  the  water  of  Douglas,  they 
never  made  a  part  of  the  barony  of  that  name,  and  therefore  cannot  be  the  same 
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with  those  held  by  William  de  Douglas  in  the  succeeding'  generation.  But  if 
William  de  Douglas  did  not  succeed  Theobaldus  Flammaticus,  there  is  no  more 
reason  for  holding  these  two  persons  to  be  fathei  and  son  than  if  they  had  lived  in 
different  provinces  ;  and  we  are  still  as  far  from  having  discovered  the  first  meat 
man  of  the  Douglas  family  as  Hume  of  Godscroft  was  in  the  16th  century.  Wi 
leave  the  question  to  antiquaries  and  genealogists. 

Note  O,  p.  274.    Pedigree  of  the  Stewart  Family. 

To  atone  to  the  memory  of  the  learned  and  indefatigable  Chalmers  for  having 
ventured  to  impeach  his  genealogical  proposition  concerning  the  descent  of  the 
Douglasses,  we  are  bound  to  render  him  our  grateful  thanks  for  the  felicitous  light 
which  he  has  thrown  on  that  of  the  House  of  Stewart,  still  more  important  to 
Scottish  history. 

The  acute  pen  of  Lord  Hailes,   which,  like  the  spear  of  Ithuriel,  conjured  so 
many  shadows  from  Scottish  history,  had  dismissed  among  the  rest  those  of  Banqu< 
and  Fleance,  the  rejection  of  which  fables  left  the  illustrious  family  of  Stewart 
without  an  ancestor  bej^ond  Walter  the  son  of  Allan,  who  is  alluded  to  in  the  text. 
The  researches  of  our  late  learned  antiquary  detected  in  this  Walter,  the  descendan 
of  Allan,  the  son  of  Flaald,   who  obtained  from  William  the  Conqueror  the  Castl 
of  Oswestry  in  Shropshire,  and  was  the  father  of  an  illustrious  line  of  English 
nobles,  by  his  first  son,  William,  and  by  his  second  son,  Walter,  the  progenitor  of 
the  royal  family  of  Stewart 

Note  P,  p.  277.     The  White  Spirit. 

The  contrivance  of  provoking  the  irritable  vanity  of  Sir  Piercie  Shafton,  by 
presenting  him  with  a  bodkin,  indicative  of  his  descent  from  a  tailor,  is  borrowed 
from  a  German  romance,  by  the  celebrated  Tieck,  called  Das  Peter  Manchen,  i.  e. 
The  Dwarf  Peter.  The  being  who  gives  name  to  the  tale  is  the  Burg-geist,  or 
castle  spectre,  of  a  German  family,  whom  he  aids  with  his  counsel,  as  he  defends 
their  castle  by  his  supernatural  power.  But  the  Dwarf  Peter  is  so  unfortunate  an 
adviser,  that  all  his  counsels,  though  producing  success  in  the  immediate  results, 
arein  the  issue  attended  with  mishap  and  with  guilt.  The  youthful  baron,  the  owner 
the  haunted  castle,  falls  in  love  with  a  maiden,  the  daughter  of  a  neighbouring 
count,  a  man  of  great  pride,  who  refuses  him  the  hand  of  the  young  lady,  on 
account  of  his  own  superiority  of  descent.  The  lover,  repulsed  and  affronted, 
returns  to  take  counsel  with  the  Dwarf  Peter,  how  he  may  silence  the  count,  and 
obtain  the  victory  in  the  argument,  the  next  time  they  enter  on  the  topic  of  pedi- 
gree. The  dwarf  gives  his  patron  or  pupil  a  horse-shoe,  instructing  him  to  give  it 
to  the  count  when  he  is  next  giving  himself  superior  airs  on  the  subject  of  his 
family.  It  has  the  effect  accordingly.  The  count,  understanding  it  as  an  allusion 
to  a  misalliance  of  one  of  his  ancestors  with  the  daughterof  a  blacksmith,  is  thrown 
into  a  dreadful  passion  with  the  young  lover,  the  consequences  of  which  are  the 
Seduction  of  the  young  lady,  and  the  slaughter  of  her  father. 

If  we  suppose  the  dwarf  to  represent  the  corrupt  part  of  human  nature,— that 
* '  law  in  our  members  which  wars  against  the  law  of  our  minds," — the  work  forms 
an  ingenious  allegory. 
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